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INTRODUCTION
The life of Euripides coincides with the most stren* uous and most triumphant period of Athenian history, strenuous and triumphant not only in action, but in thought, a period of daring enterprise, alike in material conquest and development, and in art, poetry, and philosophic speculation. He was born in 480 b.c., the year of Thermopylae and Salamis. Athens was at the height of her glory and power, and was year by year becoming more and more the City Beautiful, when his genius was in its first flush of creation. He had been writing for more than forty years before the tragedy of the Sicilian Expedition was enacted; and, felix opportunitate mortis, he was spared the knowledge of the shameful sequel of Arginusae, the miserable disaster of Aegospotami, the last lingering agony of famished Athens. He died more than a year before these calamities befell.
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His father was named Mnesarchides, his mothei Kleito. They must have been wealthy, for their son possessed not only considerable property (he had at least once to discharge a “ liturgy,”1 and was “ proxenus/’ or consul, for Magnesia, costly duties both), but also, what was especially rare then, a valuable library. His family must have been wellborn, for it is on record that he took part as a boy in certain festivals of Apollo, for which any one of mean birth would have been ineligible.
He appeared in the dramatic arena at a time when it was thronged with competitors, and when it must have been most difficult for a new writer to achieve a position. Aeschylus had just died, after being before the public for 45 years: Sophocles had been for ten years in the front rank, and was to write for fifty years longer, while there were others, forgotten now, but good enough to wrest the victory from these at half the annual dramatic competitions at least. Moreover, the new poet was not content to achieve excellence along the lines laid down by his predecessors and already marked with the stamp of public approval. His genius was original, and he
1 Perhaps the expense, or part-expense, of equipping a war-ship.
viii
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INTRODUCTION
followed it fearlessly, and so became an innovator in his handling of the religious and ethical problems presented by the old legends, in the literary setting he gave to these, and even in the technicalities of stage-presentation. As originality makes conquest of the official judges of literature last, and as his work ran counter to a host of prejudices, honest and otherwise,1 it is hardly surprising that his plays gained the first prize only five times in fifty years.
But the number of these official recognitions is no index of his real popularity, of his hold on the hearts, not only of his countrymen, but of all who spoke his mother-tongue. It is told how on two occasions the bitterest enemies of Athens so far yielded to his spell, that for his sake they spared to his conquered countrymen, to captured Athens, the last horrors of war, tlie last humiliation of the vanquished. After death he became, and remained, so long as Greek was a living language, the most popular and the most influential of the thi*ee great masters of the drama. His nineteenth-century eclipse has been followed by a reaction in which he is recognised as
1 “ He was baited incessantly by a rabble of comic writers, and of course by the great pack of the orthodox and the ν ulgar. ”—Mu rray.
ix
Digitized by CjOOQle
INTRODUCTION
presenting one of the most interesting studies in all literature.
In liis seventy-third year he left Athens and his clamorous enemies, to be an honoured guest at the court of the king of Macedon. There, unharassed by the malicious vexations, the political unrest, and the now imminent perils of Athens, he wrote with a freedom, a rapidity, a depth and fervour of thought, and a splendour of diction, which even he had scarcely attained before.
He died in 406 b.c., and, in a revulsion of repentant admiration and love, all Athens, following Sophocles’ example, put on mourning for him. Four plays, which were part of the fruits of bis Macedonian leisure, were represented at Athens shortly after his death, and were crowned by acclamation with the first prize, in spite of the attempt of Aristophanes, in his comedy of The Frogs, a few months before, to belittle his genius.
His characteristics, as compared with those of his two great brother-dramatists, may be concisely stated thus :—
Aeschylus sets forth the operation of great pnndples, especially of the certainty of divine retribution, and of the persistence of sin as an ineradicable plague-
x
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taint. He believes and trembles. Sophocles depicts great characters: he ignores the malevolence of destiny and the persistent power of evil: to him “man is man, and master of his fate.” He believes with unquestioning faith. Euripides propounds great moral problems:	he analyses human nature, its
instincts, its passions, its motives ; he voices the cry of the human soul against the tyranny of the supernatural, the selfishness and cruelty of man, the crushing weight of environment. He questions: “ he will not make his judgment blind.”
Of more than 90 plays which Euripides wrote, the names of 81 have been preserved, of which 19 are extant—18 tragedies, and one satyric drama, the Cyclops. His first play, The Daughters of Pelias (lost) was represented in 455 b.c. The extant plays may be arranged, according to the latest authorities, in the following chronological order of representation, the dates in brackets being conjectural: (1) Rhesus (probably the earliest); (2) Cyclops; (3) A Vestis, 438 ; (4) Medea, 431 ; (5) Children of Hercules, (429-427) ; (6) Hippolytus, 428; (7) Andromache, (430-424); (8) Hecuba, (425); (9) Suppliants, (421); (10) Madness of Hercules, (423-420); (11) Ion, (419-416); (12) Daughters of Troy, 415; (13) Electra, (413);
xi
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(14) Iphigeneia in Taunca, (414-412); (15) Helen, 412 ; (16) Phoenician Maidens, (411-409) ; (17) Orestes, 408 ; (18) Bacchanals, 405 ; (19) Iphigeneia in Aulis, 405.
In this edition the plays are arranged in three main groups, based on their connexion with (1) the Story of the Trojan War, (2) the Legends of Thebes, (3) the Legends of Athens. The Alcestis is a story of old Thessaly. The reader must, however, be prepared to find that the Trojan War series does not present a continuously connected story, nor, in some details, a consistent one. These plays, produced at times widely apart, and not in the order of the story, sometimes present situations (as in Hecuba, Daughters of Troy, and Helen) mutually exclusive, the poet not having followed the same legend throughout the series.
The Greek text of this edition may be called eclectic, being based upon what appeared, after careful consideration, to be the soundest conclusions of previous editors and critics. In only a few instances, and for special reasons, have foot-notes on readings been admitted. Nauck’s arrangement of the choruses has been followed, with few exceptions.
The translation (first published 1894-1898) has been revised throughout, with two especial aims, xii
Digitized by CjOOQle
INTRODUCTION
closer fidelity to the original, and greater lucidity in expression. It is hoped that the many hundreds of corrections will be found to bring it nearer to the attainment of these objects. The version of the Cyclops, which was not included in the author’s translation of the Tragedies, has been made for this edition. This play has been generally neglected by English translators, the only existing renderings in verse being those of Shelley (1819), and Wodhull (1782).
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ARGUMENT
When Agamemnon returned home from the taking of Troy, his adulterous wife Clytemnestra, with help of her paramour Aegisthus, murdered him as he entered the silver hath in his palace. They sought also to slay his young son Orestes. that no avenger might he left alive ; but an old servant stole him away, and took him out of the land, unto Phocis. There . wus.. he nurhired dyking Strophius, and Pylades jjj&Jsmgs son loved him as a iroioer. So Aegisthus dwelt with Clytemnestra, reigning in Argos, where remained now of Agamemnon s seed Electra his daughter only. And these twain marked how Electra grew up in hate and scorn of them, indignant for her fathers murder, and fain to avenge him. Wherefore, lest she should wed a prince, and persuade husband or son to accomplish her heart's desire, they bethought them how they should forestall this pent. Aegisthus indeed would have slain her, yet by the queen s counsel forbore, and gather in marriage ta a poor yepmnn. who dwelt far from the city, as thinking that from peasant husband and peasant children there should be nought to fear. Howbeit this man, being full of loyalty to the mighty dead and reverence for blood royal, behaved himself to her as to a queen, so that she continued virgin in his house all the days of her adversity.. Now when Orestes was grown to man, he journeyed with Pylades his friend to Argos, to seek out his sister, and to devise how he might avenge his father, since by the oracle of Apollo he was commanded so to do.
And herein is told the story of his coming, and how brother and sister were made known to each other, and how they fulfilled the oracle in taking vengeance on tyrant and adulteress.
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE
Peasant, wedded in name to Electra.
Electra, daughter of Agamemnon.
Orestes, son of Agamemnon.
Pylades, son of Strophius, Icing of Phocis.
Clytemnestra, murderess of her husband Agamemnon.
Old Man, once servant of Agamemnon.
Messenger, servant of Orestes.
The Twin Brethren, Castor mid Pollux, Sons of Zeus. Chorus, consisting of Argive women.
Attendants of Orestes and Pylades; handmaids of Clytemnestra.
Scene:—Before the Peasant’s cottage on the borders of Argolis.
Digitized by
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ΑΤΤ0ΤΡΓ02
Ὀ γῆς παλαιόν ν Αργος, ’Ινἀγου ροαί, ὅθεν ποτ’ ἄρα? νανσΐ χιΧίαις Ἀρη εἰς γην ἔπλευσε Τρῳαδ’ Αγαμέμνων ἄναξ. κτείνας δὲ τον κρατονντ ἐν Ιλίᾳ χθονι Τίρίαμον, ὲλών τε Δαρδάνου κλεινήν πόλιν, ἀφίκετ’ εἰς τὁδ’ Ἀργος, υψηλών δ’ ἐπὶ ναών τέθεικε σκΰΧα πλεῖστα βαρβάρων. κἀκεῖ μὲν ηὐτὐχησεν ἐν δὲ δώμασι θνήσκει γνναικος πρὸς Κλυταιμνήστρας δὁλῳ 10	καὶ τοῦ Θυίστου παιδὺς ΑΙγίσθον χέρι.
γώ μὲν παΑαιά σκήπτρα Ταντάλου λιπών ολωλεν, Αϊγισθος δὲ βασιλεύει χθονὸς, ἄλογον ἐκείνου Τυνδαρίδα κδήην ἔχων. οὺς θ’ ἐν δόμοισιν ἔλιφ’, ὅτ’ εἰς Τ'ροίαν ἔπλει, ἄοσενά τ’ Ὀρἐστην θήλύ τ’ Ήλεκτρας θάλος, τον μὲν πατρὸς γεραιὸς ἐκκλἐπτει τροφεὺς μέΧΚοντ' O ρέστη ν χερός υπ* Α Ιγίσθον θανεῖν, Στροφίῳ τ’ εδωκε Φωκίων εἰς γῆν τρέφειν ἡ δ’ ἐν δόμοι? ἔμεινεν Ήλεκτρα πατρός,
20	ταντην ἐπειδὴ θαλερὸς εὐχ ἦ/3ης χρόνος,
μνηστήρες ητουν Ελλάδος πρώτοι χθονός.
6
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ELECTRA
Enter peasant from the cottage.
PEASANT
Hail, ancient Argos, streams oi Inachus,
Whence, with a thousand galleys battle-bound,
To Troy land’s shore King Agamemnon sailed,
And, having slain the lord of Ilian land,
Priam, and taken Dardanus’ burg renowned,
Came to this Argos, and on her high fanes Hung up unnumbered spoils barbarian.
In far lands prospered he ; but in his home Died by his own wife Clytemnestra s guile,
And by Aegisthus’ hand, Thyestes’ son.	10
So, leaving Tantalus’ ancient sceptre, he Is gone, and o’er the realm Aegisthus reigns,
Having to wife that king’s wife, Tyndareus* child.
Of those whom Troy ward-bound he left at home,
The boy Orestes, and the maid Electra,
His fathers fosterer stole the son away,
Orestes, doomed to die by Aegisthus’ hand,
And Phocis-ward to Strophius sent, to rear:
But in her father’s halls Electra stayed,
Till o’er her mantled womanhood’s first flush,	20
And Hellas’ princes wooing asked her hand.
7
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
δείσας δὲ μή τῳ τταῖδ’ άριστέων τἐκοι Ἀγαμὲμνονος ποινάτορ,’ εἶ^εν ἐν δὁμοις Αἴγισθος, οὐδ’ ηρμοζε νυμφιφ τινί. ἐπεὶ δὲ καὶ τοῦτ’ ἦν φόβου πολλοῦ πλέα)ν, μή τῳ λαθραίως τέκνα ηενναίψ τἐκοι, κτανεῖν σφε βουΧεύσαντος ώμόφρων όμως μήτηρ νιν εξέσωσεν Αίγίσθου χερός. εἰς μὲν γὰρ ἄνδρα σκήψιν ειχ οΧωΧότα, παίδων δ’ ἔδεισε μὴ φθονηθείη φόνφ. ἐκ τῶνδε δὴ τοιόνδ’ ἐμηχανήσατο Αἴγισθος· ος μὲν γῆς άττηΧΧάχθη φυγὰς 9Ayaμέμvovoς παῖς, χρυσόν εΐφ δ? ἄν κτάνῃ, ἡμῖν δὲ δὴ δίδωσιν Ἠλἐκτραν ἔχειν δάμαρτα, ττατόρων μὲν Μυκηναίων άττο yεyωσtv, οὐ δὴ τοῦτο γ’ εξεΧέτ/χομαι* ΧαμπροΧ γὰρ εἰς γἐνος γε, χρημάτων γε μὴν πἐνητες, ἔνθεν ηύyέvει ἀπολλυται· ώς ἀσθενεῖ δοὺς ασθενή Χάβοι φόβον. εἰ γάρ νιν εσχεν άξίωμ ἔχων άνηρ,' εΰδοντ ἂν ἐξήγειρε τον Ἀγαμὲμνονος φόνον, δίκη τ’ ἂν ηΧθεν Αἰγίσθῳ τότε. ην οὑποθ’ ἀνὴρ ὅδε, σύνοικέ μοι Κύπρις,
ν	» Λ	λ/	μ y »	>	\
νσχυνεν ευνῃ· τταρσενος ο ετ εστι οη. αίσχυνομαι yap όΧβίων άντρων τέκνα Χάρων ύβριζαν, ου κατάξιος γεγὼς. στένω δὲ τον λἀγοισι κηδεύοντ’ ἐμοὶ αθΧιον Ὀρέστην, εἴ ποτ’ εἰς Ἀργος μολὼν γάμους άδεΧφής δυστυχείς εσόψεται. ο στις δέ μ’ εἶναι φησι μωρόν, εἰ Χαβων νέαν ες οϊκονς τταρθένον μὴ θιγγάνω, γνώμης πονηροῖς κανόσιν αν άμετρου μένος τό σωφρον ϊστω, καυτός αυ τοιοῦτος ών.
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ELECTRA
Aegisthus then, in fear lest she should bear To a prince a son, avenger of AgaAiemnon,
Kept her at home, betrothed her urito none.
But, since this too with haunting dread was fraught,
Lest she should bear some noble a child of stealth,
He would have slain her; yet, how cruel soe’er,
Her mother saved her from Aegisthus’ hand ;—
A plea she had for murder of her lord,
But feared to be abhorred for children’s blood :—	30
Wherefore Aegkttui§ found out this device :
On Agftmpiflpon’ft jsnp. who had fled the land, fie set a price, even gold to whoso slew;
But to me gives Electra, her to have To wife,—from Mycenaean fathers sprung Am I, herein I may not be contemned;
Noble my blood is, but in this world’s goods I am poor, whereby men’s high descent is marred,—
To make his fear naught by this spouse of naught.
For, liad she wed a man of high repute,	40
Agamemnon’s slumbering blood-feud had he waked; Then on Aegisthus vengeance might have fallen.
But never I—Cypris my witness is—
Have shamed her couch : a virgin is she yet.
Myself think shame to take a prince’s child And outrage—I, in birth unmeet for her !
Yea, and for him I sigh, in name my kin,
Hapless Orestes, if to Argos e’er
He come, and see his sister’s wretched marriage.
If any name me fool, that I should take	50
A young maid to mine home, and touch her not,
Let him know that he meteth chastity By his own soul’s base measure—base as he.
9
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
60
70
80
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ω νὺξ μέλαινα, χρυσίων άστρων τροφέ, εν η τοο αγγος τῳο εφεορευον καρᾳ φέρονσα πηγὰς Ποταμία? μετέρχομαι, οὑ δή τι χρείας εις τοσόνΒ’ ἀφιγμἐνη, ἀλλ’ ὼ? ΰβριν Βείξωμεν Αιγίσθου θεοῖς, γὁους τ’ άφίημ αιθέρ εις μέγαν πατρί. ἡ γὰρ πανώλης Τυνδαρὶς μήτηρ ἐμὴ εξέβαλέ μ οϊκων, χάριτα τιθεμένη πόσει· τεκούσα δ’ ἄλλους παιΒας Αίγίσθω πάρα πάρεργ Ὀρἐστην κἀμὲ ποιείται δόμων.
ΑΤΤ0ΤΡΓ02
τί γὰρ τάδ’, ώ Βύστην, εμην μοχθείς γάριν πόνους εχουσα, πρόσθεν εὖ τεθραμμενη, καὶ ταῦτ’ ἐμοῦ λέγοντος οὐκ άφίστασαι;
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἐγώ σ’ ἴσον θεοισιν ηγούμαι φίλον εν τοῖς ἐμοῖς γὰρ οὐκ ένύβρισας κακοις. μεγάλη δὲ θνητοϊς μοίρα συμφοράς κακής ιατρόν εύρεΐν, ώς ἐγὼ σὲ λαμβάνω. δεῖ δή με κακέλευστον εις ὅσον σθένω μόχθου *πικουφίζουσαν, ώς ῥᾴον ώέρης, συνεκκομίζειν σοι πόνους· ἅλις ο’ ἔχεις ταξωθεν έργα· τἀν Βόμοις δ’ ἡμᾶς χρεὼν εξευτρεπίζειν. είσιόντι δ’ εργάτη θύραθεν ἡδὺ τάνΒον ευρίσκειν καλώς.
ΑΤΤ0ΤΡΓ05
εἴ τοι δοκεῖ σοι, στειχε· καὶ γὰρ οὐ πρόσω πηγαι μελάθρων τὼ νο’, ἐγὼ δ’ ἅμ’ ημέρα βούς εις άρουρας εισβολών σπερω γύας. αργός γὰρ οὐδεὶς θεοὺς ἔχων ἀνὰ στόμα βίον Bvvcut &ν ξυλλέγειν ἄνευ πόνου.
ΓΟ
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ELECTRA
Enter Electra, with a water-jar upon her head.
ELECTRA
Hail, black-winged Night, nurse of the golden stars, Wherein I bear this pitcher on mine head Poised, as I fare to river-cradling springs,—
Not that I do this of pure need constrained,
But to show Heaven Aegisthus’ tyranny,—
And wail to the broad welkin for my sire.
For mibfr own mother. Tyndareus’ baleful child, 60 Thrust me from home, to pleasure this her spouse,
And, having borne Aegisthus other sons,
Thrusteth aside Orestes ri^Hts and mine.
PEASANT
Why wilt thou toil, O hapless, for my sake,
Thus, nor refrain from labour,—thou of old Royally nurtured,—though I bid thee so ?
ELECTRA
Kind I account thee even as the Gods,
Who in mine ills hast not insulted me.
High fortune this, when men for sore mischance Find such physician as I find in thee.	70
I ought, as strength shall serve, yea, though forbid,
To ease thy toil, that lighter be thy load,
And share thy burdens. Work enow afield Hast thou : beseems that I should keep the house In order. When the toiler cometh home,
’Tis sweet to find the household fair-arrayed.
PEASANT
If such thy mind, pass on : in sooth not far The springs are from yon cot. I at the dawn Will drive my team afield and sow the glebe.
None idle—though his lips aye prate of Gods— χ 80 Can gather without toil a livelihood.
[Exeunt peasant and Electra.
II
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
90
100
no
Cμ* C5%
OPE2TH5
Πυλάδη, σὲ yap δὴ πρώτον ανθρώπων ἐγὼ πιστόν νομίζω καί φίλον ξένον τ’ ἐμοί· μόνος δ’ Ὀρέστην πὸνδ’ έθαύμάζες φίλων πράσσονθ* α πράσσω δείν υπ Αἐγίσθου παθών, ος μου κατ έκτα πατέρα χἡ πανώλεθρος μήτηρ, άφιημαι δ’ ἐκ Θεοῦ Ύρηστηρίων1 Ἀργεῖον οὖδας, οὐδενὸς ξυνειοότος, φόνον φονευσι πατρὸς άλλάξων ἐμοῦ. νυκτός δὲ τἣσδε πρὸς ράφον μολών πατρός δάκρυα τ εδωκα καί κόμης άπηρξάμήν πυρά τ έπέσφαξ’ αἷμα μηλείου φόνου, λαθών τυράννους οι κρατουσι τἣσδε γῆς> καὶ τειγέων μὲν ἐντὸς οὐ βαίνω πόδα, δυοῖν δ’ άμιλλαν ξυντιθεϊς άφικόμην προς τέρμονας γης τησδ\ ϊν εκβάλω πόδι άλλην ἐπ’ αἶαν, εἴ μέ τις γνοίη σκοπών, ζητών τ αδελφήν, φασι γάρ νιν εν γάμοις ζευγθεϊσαν οἰκεῖν, οὐδὲ παρθένον μένειν, ως συγγένωμαι καί φόνου συνεργάτιν λαβών τά γ' εἴσω τειγέων σαφώς μάθω. νῦν ουνκ’Έως γὰρ λευκόν ομμ άναίρεται>1 / ἔξω τριβουτ’ουδ’ ἴχνος άλλαξώμεθα. ή γάρ τις ἀροτὴρ ἡ τις οΐκέτις γυνή φανήσεται νῷν, ἦ vt ι ν’ ιστό ρήσο μεν ει τούσδε ναίει σύγγονος τοπους εμή.
- ὰρλ’ είσορώ γὰρ τήνδε προσπόλωνγτινά, πηγαιον^α/χθος εν κεκαρμένω κάρψΑ φέρουσαν^βζώμεσθα κάκπυθώμεθα δούλης γυναικός, ήν τι δεξώμεσθ’ έπος ἐφ* οἷσι, Πυλάδη, τήνδ’ άφίγμεθα γθόνα.
1 Barnes; for MSS. μυστηρίων: “from Phoebus’mystic shrine.”
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Enter orestes and pylades.
ORESTES
Pylades, foremost thee of men I count In loyalty, love, and friendship unto me.
Sole of Orestes’ friends, thou hast honoured me In this my plight, wronged foully by Aegisthus,
Who, with my utter-baneful mother, slew My sire^ At Phoebus’ oracle-hest I come To Argos’ soil, none privy thereunto,
To pay my father’s murderers murder-wage.
This night o’erpasi to nry sire’s tomb I wentr^
Tlere tears I gaves an^conferings of shorn hatr^J And a slain sheep’s blo<55f poured upon the grave, Unmarked of despot-rulers of this land.
And now· I set not foot within their walls,
But blending two assays in one I come To this land’s border,—that to another soil Forth I may flee, if any watch and know tine;
To seek withal my sister,—for she dwells In wedlock yoked, men say, nor bides a maid,-To meet her, for the vengeance win her hedp,
And thaj which passeth in the city learn. Jf Now-^f^r the Dawn uplifteth eyelids whijj Step we a little from this path aside.
Haply shall some hind or some bondwoman Appear to us, of whom we shall inquire If in some spot hereby my sister dwell.
Lo, yondej· I discern a -Serving-maid^
Who on^norn hea^fcer burden from the spring Bears : croilch weTow, then of this bondmaid ask,
If tidings haply we may win of that	110
For which we came to this land, Pylades.
[orestes and pylades retire to rear.
*3
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
σὑντειν’, ώρα, ποδὸς ὁρμάν ώ ἔμ/3α ὑμβα κατακλαίουσα. ἰω μοι μοι.
Ιηζνόμαν Ἀγαμεμνονος κουρά, καί μ ἔτεκε Κλυταιμνήστρα, στυγνά Τυνδάρεω κόρα* κικΧησκουσι δὲ μ άθΧίαν Ἠλἐκτραν ποΧιήται.
120	φεῦ φνῦ τῶν σχετλίων πόνων
καὶ στυγερᾶς ζὁας. ὦ πάτερ, σὺ δ’ ἐν Ἀίδα κεῖσαι, σας ἀλὁχου σφαγαῖς Αἰγίσθου τ’, Ἀγάμεμνον.
ἴθι τον αυτόν eyeipe γὁον, avaye ποΧύΒακρυν ἁδονάν.
σὑντειν’, ώρα, ποδὸς ὁρμάν ώ ἔμβα ἔμβα κατακΧαίουσα. ίώ μοι μοι.
130	τινα ττόΧιν, τινα δ’ οίκον, ω
τΧαμόν σύγγονε, λατρεύεις οίκτραν ἐν θαλάμοις λιπών ττατρφοις ἐπὶ συμφοραΐς αΚηίσταισιν ἀδελφάν ; ἔλθοις τῶνδε πόνων ίμο\ τα μβΧέα Χυτηρ, ω Ζεῦ Ζεῦ, πατρί θ’ αιμάτων ίγθίστων επίκουρος, Ἀρ-γει κόΧσας πόδ’ ἀλάταν.
140	θὲς τόδε τεῦχος ἐμᾶς ἀπὸ κράτος ἑ-
14
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Re-enter Electra.
ELECTRA
Bestir thou, for time presses, thy foot’s speed ; (Str. 1) Haste onward weeping bitterly.
1 am his child, am Agamemnon’s seed,—
Alas for me, for me !—
And I the daughter Clytemnestra bore,
Tyndareu s’ child, abhorred of all;
And me the city-dwellers evermore Hapless Electra call.
Woe and alas for this my lot of sighing,	*120
My life from consolation banned !
O father Agamemnon, thou art lying In Hades, thou whose wife devised thy dying—
Her heart, Aegisthus’ hand.
(Mesode)
On, wake once more the selfsame note of grieving: Upraise the dirge of tears that bring relieving.
Bestir thou, for time presses, thy foot’s speed; (Ant. 1) Haste onward weeping bitterly.	·
Ah me, what city sees thee in thy need,
Brother ?—alas for thee !	130
In what proud house hast thou a bondman’s place, Leaving thy woeful sister lone Here in the halls ancestral of our race In sore distress to moan ?
Come> a Redeemer from this anguish, heeding My desolation and my pain :
Come Zeus, come Zeus, the champion of a bleeding Father most foully killed—to Argos leading The wanderer’s feet again.
(Str. 2)
Set down this pitcher from thine head :	140
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Digitized by L.oosle
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
Χονσ, ἵνα πατρϊ γὁους νυχίονς
επορθρεύσω,
ἰαχὰν μίλος Ἀίδα,
Ἀίδα, πάτερ,
σοι κατὰ γᾶς εννεπω γὁους, οἷς ἀεὶ τὺ κατ ἆμαρ διἐπομαι^κατὰ μὲν φίλαν
ονυγι τεμνομένα Βέραν, y/ίcV	^ , ν Λ . £
χέρα δὲ κρᾶτ’ ἐπὶ κούριμον	(
τιθέμενα θανάτφ
150 κ’Χέ δρύΗτίΡ κ’αρα·^>	αεσῳδ.
οἷα δὲ τις κύκνος άγετας ποταμίοις παρά χευμασιν πάτερα φίΧτατον ἀγκαλεῖ, όΧόμενον δολίοις βρόχων ερκεσιν, ὼς σὲ τον αθΧιον πάτερ’ ἐγὼ καταδαίομαι,
Χοντρά πανύσταθ* ύΒρανάμενον χροΐ\ ἀντ. β * κοίτᾳ ἐν οίκτροτάτα θανάτου.
Ιώ μοι μοι
160	πίκρας μεν πεΧεκεως το μάς
σάς, πάτερ, πίκρας δ’ γ ἐκ Τροίας ὁδίου βουΧάς. c Γ,%^κ’οὐ μίτραισι γυνὴ σε
1Ν^/ί. ν >w »	\	ι / ν
οεξατ ουο επι στεφανοις ξίφεσι δ’ άμφιτόμοις Xvyράν Α ἰγίσθου Χώβαν θε μίνα δόλιον ἔσχεν άκοίταν.
Χ0Ρ02
Ἀγαμἐμνονος ὦ κόρα,	στρ. γ'
ηΧυθον, Ήλεκτρα, ποτὶ σὰν αηροτειραν ανΧάν.
s6
Digitized by Google
ELECTRA
Let me prevent the morn With wailings for a father dead,
Shrieks down to Hades borne,
Through the grave’s gloom, O father, ringing : Through Hades’ hall to thee I call,
Day after day my cries outflinging; μὴΧικΙ aye my cheeks are furrowed red '*-^With blood by rending fingers shed.
Mine hands on mine head smiting fall—
Mine head for thy death shoring
(Mesode)
^ Rend the hair grief-defilecTj>	150
As swan’s note, ringing xtfld
Where some broad stream still-stealeth,
O’er its dear sire outpealeth,
Mid guileful nets who lies Dead—so o’er thee the cries Wail, father, of thy child,
Thee, on that piteous death-bed laid (Ant. 2) When that last bath was o’er !
Woe for the bitter axe-edge swayed,
Father, adrip with gore !	1G0
Woe for the dread resolve, prevailing From Ilion to draw thee on
her that waited thee—not hailing With chaplets !—nor with wreaths arrayed Wast thoii^but with the falchion’s blade She made thee Aegisthus’ sport, and won That treacherous paramour.
Enter chorus.
CHORUS
Atreides’ child, Electra, I have come (Str. 3) Unto thy rustic home.
i7
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ἔμολἐ τις ἔμολε γαλακτοπὁτας ἀνὴρ 170	Μυκηναῖος ὸρειβάτας*
ἀγγελλει δ* ὅτι νῦν τριταί-αν καρύσσουσιν θυσίαν Ἀργεῖοι, ττάσαι δὲ παρ’ν Ηραν μἐλλουσιν παρθενικαὶ στ είχε ιν.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οὐκ ἐπ’ ἀγλαίαις, φίλοι, θύμον οὐδ’ ἐπὶ χρυσεονς ὅρμοισιν πεπόταμαι τάλαιν’, οὐδ’ Ιστάσα χορούς Ἀργείαις άμα νύμφαις 180	είΧικτον κρούσω πόδ* ἐμὁν.
δάκρυσι νυχεύω, δακρύων δέ μοι μέλει δειλαία το κατ άμαρ^
^σκεψαι μου πινπρὰν κ6μαν^>
^^καὶ τρνχη τάδ’ ἐμῶν ττέττΧων, εἰ πρέποντ’ Ἀγαμέμνονος κουρά τᾳ βασιλεία Τροία θ’, α τουμού πατερος μέμναταί πο θ* ἁλοῦσα.
Χ0Ρ05
190	μεγάλα θεὸς· ἀλλ’ ἴθι,	ἀντ. γ
καὶ παρ’ ἐμοῦ χρήσαι πολύπηνα φάρ€α δῦναι, χρύσεά τε χάρισι προσθήματ ἀγλαίας. δοκεῖς τοῖσι σοῖς δακρυοις, μὴ τιμωσα θεούς, κράτη-σβιν εχθρών ; οὔτοι στοναχαΐς, ἀλλ’ εὐχαῖσι θεοὺς σεβί-ξουσ ἕξεις εὐαμερίαν, ὦ παῖ.
ι8
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One from Mycenae sped this day is here, A milk-fed mountaineer.
170
Argos proclaims, saith he, a festival The third day hence to fall;
λ
And unto Hera’s fane must every maid Pass, in long pomp arrayed.
ELECTRA
Friends, not for thought of festal tide,
Nor carcanet’s gold-gleaming pride The pulses of my breast are leaping ;
Nor with the brides of Argos keeping The measure of the dance, my feet The wreathed maze’s time shall beat:	180
Nay, but with tears the night I greet,
A"d wear the woeful day with weeping.
on mine hair, its glory shorp^
The disarray of mine attire :
Say, if a princess this beseemeth, Daughter to Agamemnon bom,
Or Troy, that, smitten by my sire,
Of him in nightmare memories dreameth ?
Great is the Goddess :1 borrow then of me (Ant. 3) 190 Robes woven cunningly,
And jewels whereby shall beauty fairer shine.
Dost think these tears of thine,
If thou give honour not to Gods, shall bring Thy foes low ?—reverencing The Gods with prayers, not groans, shalt thou obtain
Clear shining after rain.
1 Therefore her festival is not lightly to be neglected.
CHORUS
c 2
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οὐδεὶς θεών ἐνοπὰς κλύει τὰς δυσδαίμονος, οὐ παλαιών πατρὸς σφαγιασμῶν. οἴμοι τοῦ καταφθιμένου του τε ζώντος άλατα, ος που 7ὰν αλλαν κατέχει μέλεος άλαίνων ποτὶ θήσσαν εστίαν^ τον κλεινού πατρὸς ἐκφύς. αὐτὰ δ’ ἐν χερνήσι δὁμοις ναίω ψνχάν τακομένα δωμάτων πατρίων φυγά,ς, ούρείας αν ερίπνας. μάτηρ δ’ ἐν λέκτρον? φονίοις άλλφ σύηηαμος οίκεϊ.
XOPOS
πολλῶν κακών Ἕλλησιν αιτίαν ἔχει σὴς μητρὸς Ἐλίνη σύγγονος δὁμοις τε σοῖς, ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οἴμοι, γυναῖκες, εξέβην θρηνημάτων. ξένοι τινες παρ' οίκον οἶδ’ εφεστίους εὐνὰς ἔχοντες εξανίστανται λόχου· φυγῇ, σὺ μὲν κατ’ οιμον, εις δόμους δ' ἐγώ, φωτας κακούργους έξαλύξωμεν ποδί.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
μὲν’, ώ τάλαινα· μὴ τρέσας εμην χέρα. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ω Φοΐβ' Ἀπολλον, προσπίτνω σε μὴ θανεῖν. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἄλλους κτάνοιμι μάλλον έχθίους σέθεν ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
απελθε, μὴ ῆταυ’ ών σε μὴ ψαύειν χρεών.
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No God regards λ wretch’s cries,
Nor heeds old flames of sacrifice Once on my fathers altars burning.
Woe for the dead, the unreturning !
Woe for the living, homeless now,
In alien land constrained, I trow To serfdom’s board in grief to bow—
That hero’s son afar sojourning !
In a poor hovel I abide,
An exile from my father’s door,
Wasting my soul with tears outwelling, Mid scaurs of yon wild mountain-side :—
My mother with her paramour
In murder-bond the while is dwelling !
CHORUS
Of many an ill to Hellas and thine house Was Helen, sister of thy mother, cause. orestes and pylades approach.
ELECTRA
Woe’s me, friends !—needs must I break off my moan ! Lo, yonder, strangers ambushed nigh the house Out of their hiding-place are rising up !
With flying feet—thou down the path, and I Into the house,—flee we from evil men !
orestes (intercepting her)
Tarry, thou hapless one : fear not mine hand.
ELECTRA
Phoebus, I pray thee that I be not slain !
orestes (iextending his hand to hers)
God grant I slay some more my foes than thee !
ELECTRA
Hence!—touch not whom beseems thee not to touch!
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ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οὐκ ἔσθ’ ὅτου θίγοιμ’ ἂν ἐνδικώτερον. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
καὶ πῶς ξιφήρης πρὸς δὁμοις ὰρχᾴς ἐμοῖς ; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
μείνασ’ ἅκουσον, καὶ τἀγ’ οὐκ ἄλλως ἐρεῖς. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἔστηκα· πάντως δ’ εἰμὶ ση· κρείσσων γἀγ ει. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἦκω φέρων σοι σου κασιηνήτου λόγους. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ὦ φίλτατ’, ἆρα ζώντος ή τεθνηκὁτος ; OPE2THS
ζῇ· πρώτα yap σοι τἀγάθ’ ἀγγέλλει ν θέλω. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
εὐδαιμονοίης, μισθόν ήΰίστων \όγων. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
κοινῇ δίδωμι τοῦτο νῷν ἀμφοῖν ἔχειν. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ποῦ γῆς ὁ τλήμων τλήμονας φυγὰς ἔχων; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οὐχ ἕνα νομίξων φθείρεται πόλεως νομον. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οὑ που σπανίζων του καθ' ημέραν βίου ; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἔχει μέν, ασθενής δὲ δὴ φεύγων ἀνήρ. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
λόγον δὲ δὴ τίν’ ἦλθες ἐκ κείνου φέρων ; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
εἰ ζῇν, ὅπα>ς τε ζώσα συμφοράς ἔχεις.
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ORESTES
None is there whom with better right I touch.
ELECTRA
Why sword in hand waylay me by mine house ?
ORESTES
Tarry and hear: my words shall soon be thine.
ELECTRA
I stand, as in thy power ;—the stronger thou.
ORE8TE8
I come to bring thee tidings of thy brother.
ELECTRA
Friend—friend !—and liveth he, or is he dead ?
ORESTES
He liveth : first the good news would I tell.
ELECTRA
Blessings on thee, thy meed for words most sweet!
ORESTES
This blessing to us twain I give to share.
ELECTRA
What land hath he for weary exile’s home ?
ORESTES
Outcast, he claims no city’s citizenship.
ELECTRA
Not—surely not in straits for daily bread ?
ORESTES
That hath he : yet the exile helpless is.
ELECTRA
And what the message thou hast brought from him ?
ORESTES
Liv’st thon ?—he asks; and, living, what thy state ? *
*3
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οὔκουν όρας μου πρώτον ώς ξηρόν δέμας; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
λὑπαις γε συντετηκος, ὧστε με στἐνειζ'.
ήλεκτρα · ■; - ν \
και κράτα πλόκαμόν τ ἐσκυθιὰμὲνον ξυρῷ ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
δάκνει σ’ ἀδελφὸς ο τε θανών ίσως πατήρ. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οἴμοι, τί γάρ μοι τωνδέ γ’ ἐστὶ φίλτβρον ;

ΟΡΕΧΓΗ5
φεῦ φεῦ* τί δ’ αὖ σὺ σῷ κασιγνήτῳ δοκεῖς ; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἀπὼν ἐκεῖνος, οὐ παρών ἡμῖν φίλος.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἐκ τοῦ δὲ ναίεις ἐνθάδ’ ἄστεως ἑκὰς ;
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἐγημάμεσθ’, ώ ξεῖνε, θανάσιμον γάμον. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
ῳμωξ’ ἀδελφὺν σὸν. Μνκηναίων τινι ; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οὐχ ῴ πατήρ μ’ ἡλπιζεν ἐκδώσε ι ν ποτέ. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
εἴφ*, ώς άκονσας σω κασιηνήτψ λέγω. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἐν τοῖσδ’ ἐκβίνου τηλορος ναίω δὁμοις. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
σκαφεὺς τις ἢ βονφορβός άξιος δὁμων. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
πένης ἀνὴρ γενναῖος εἷς τ’ ἔμ’ εὐσεβής. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ5
•ἡ δ’ εὐσέβεια τίς πρὁσεστι σῷ πὁσει;
24
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Seest thou not how wasted is my form ?—
ORESTES
So sorrow-broken that myself could sigh.	240
ELECTRA	^
<^Mine head withal—my tresses closely shom^>
ORESTES
Heart-wrung by a brother’s fate, a father’s death?
ELECTRA
Ah me, what is to me than these more dear ?
ORESTES
Alas ! art thou not to thy brother dear ?
ELECTRA
Far off he stays, nor comes to prove his love.
ORESTES
Why dost thou dwell here, from the city far ?
ELECTRA
I am wedded, stranger—as in bonds of death.
ORESTES
A Mycenaean lord ? Alas thy brother!
ELECTRA
Not one to whom my sire once hoped to wed me.
ORESTES
Tell me, that hearing I may tell thy brother.	250
ELECTRA
In this his house from Argos far I live.
ORESTES
Delver or neatherd should but match such house!
ELECTRA
Poor, yet well-born, and reverencing me.
ORESTES
Now what this reverence rendered of thy spouse ?
25
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οὐπώποτ’ εὐνῆς τῆς ὑμἧς ἔτλη θιγεῖν. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
άγνευμ ἔχων τι θεῖον ἡ σ’ ἀπαξιῶν ; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
γονίας ὑβρίζειν τοὺς ἐμοὺς οὐκ ήξίον. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
καὶ πῶς γάμον τοοοϋτον οὐχ ήσθη Χαβών; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οὐ κυρών τον δὁντα μ’ ηγείται, ξἐνε.
ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
ξυνῆκ’· Ό ρέστη μή ποτ’ εκτίση δίκην. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τοῦτ' αὐτὸ ταρβών, πρὸς δὲ καὶ σώφρων ἔφ< ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
φεῦ.
γενναῖον ἄνδρ’ ἔλεξας, εὖ τε δραστέον. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
εἰ δή ποθ’ ἦξει γ’ εἰς δόμους ὁ νῦν ἀπὼν. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
μήτηρ δέ σ’ ἡ τεκοῦσα ταῦτ’ ήνεσχετο ; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
γυναίκες ἀνδρῶν, ὼ ξεν, οὐ παίδων φίλαι. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τίνος δέ σ’ ε'Ινεχ ύβρισ Αϊγισθος τάδε ; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τεκεΐν μ εβούΧετ ασθενή, τοιῷδε δους. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
ώς δῆθε παῖδας μὴ τέκοις ιτοινάτορας ;
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Never hath he presumed to touch my couch.
ORESTES
A vow of chastity, or scorn of thee ?
ELECTRA
He took not υπ him to insult my sires.
ORESTES
How ? did he not exult to win such bride ?
ELECTRA
He deems that who betrothed me had not right.
ORESTES
I understand :—and feared Orestes’ vengeance ?	260
ELECTRA
Yea, this : yet virtuous is he therewithal.
ORESTES
A noble soul this, worthy of reward!
ELECTRA
Yea, if the absent to his home return.
ORESTES
But did the mother who bare thee suffer this ?
ELECTRA
Wives be their husbands’, not their children’s friends.
ORESTES
Why did Aegisthus this despite to thee ?
ELECTRA
That weaklings1 of weak sire my sons might prove. ORESTES
Ay, lest thou bear sons to avenge the wrong ?
1 i.e. Politically and socially.
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τοιαῦτ’ εβουλευσ* ὧν ἐμοὶ δοίη δίκην.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οἷδεν δὲ σ’ οΰσαν παρθένον μητρος πόσις ; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οὐκ οἶδε· σιγῇ τοῦθ’ ὕφαιρουμβσθά νιν. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
αίδ’ οὖν φίλαι σοι τούσδ’ ακουουσιν λόγους; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ώστε στέγειν γε τἀμὰ καὶ σ’ ἔπη καλῶς. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τί δῆτ’ Ὀρἐστης πρὸς τάδ’, ’Άργος ἣν μὁλῃ;
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ήρου τὁδ’; αισχρόν γ* εἴπας· οὐ γὰρ νῦν ακμή ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
ἐλθὼν δὲ δὴ πῶ? φονέας ἂν κτάνοι πατρός ; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τολμών υπ* εχθρών οΓ έτολμήθη πατήρ. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἡ καὶ μετ’ αὐτοῦ μητέρ αν τλαίης κτανεῖν ; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ταύτω γε πελέκει τῷ πατήρ άπώλετο. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
λέγω τάδ’ αὐτῷ, καὶ βέβαια τάπο σου ; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
θάνοιμι μητρος αίμ ἐπισφάξασ’ ἐμῆς. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ5
φευ·
εἴθ’ ἦν Ὀρέστης πλησίον κλνων τάδε. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἀλλ’, ὦ ξέν, οὐ γνοίην αν εἰσιδοῦσά νιν.
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So schemed he—God grant I requite him yet!
ORESTES
Knows he, thy mother’s spouse, thou art maiden still ? 270
ELECTRA
Nay, for by silence this we hide from him.
ORESTES
Friends, then, are these which hearken these thy words ?
ELECTRA
Yea, true to keep thy counsel close and mine.
ORESTES
What help, if Argos-ward Orestes came ?
ELECTRA
Thou ask !—out on thee !—is it not full time ?
ORESTES
How slay his father’s murderers, if he came ?
ELECTRA
Daring what foes against his father dared.
ORESTES
And with him wouldst thou, couldst thou, slay thy mother ?
ELECTRA
Ay !—with that axe whereby my father died !
ORESTES
This shall I tell him for thy firm resolve ?	280
ELECTRA
My mother’s blood for his—then welcome death !
ORESTES
Ah, were Orestes nigh to hear that word!
ELECTRA
But, stranger, though I saw, I should not know him.
29
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
OPESTH2
νέα γάρ, οὐδὲν θαῦμ’, άπβζβύχθης νέου. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
εἷς αν μόνος νιν των ἐμῶν γνοίη φίτρον. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἄρ’ ον λέγουσιν αυτόν έκκλέψαι φόνου; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
πατρὸς γε παιδαγωγὸς αρχαίος γέρων. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ὁ κατθανών δὲ σὸς πατὴρ τύμβου κυρεῖ; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἔκυρσεν ώς ἔκυρσεν, έκβληθβϊς δόμων. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οἵμοι, τὁδ’ οἷον εἶπας· αἴσθησις γὰρ οὖν κάκ των θυρσίων πημάτων δάκνβι βροτούς. λἑξον δ’, ίν’ εἰδὼς σῷ κασιγνήτφ φέρω λἀγους ἀτερπεῖς, ἀλλ’ αναγκαίους κλύβιν. ίνβστι δ’ οίκτος, ἀμαθία μὲν οὑδαμοῦ, σοφοΐσι δ’ ἀνδρῶν καὶ γὰρ οὐδ’ άζήμιον γνώμην iveivai τοῖς σοφοίς 'Slav σοφήν.
Χ0Ρ05
κἀγὼ τον αὐτόν τῷ δ’ ἔρον ψυχής έχω. πρόσω γὰρ αστβως ουσα τἀν πόλει κακὰ οὐκ οἶδα, νῦν δὲ βούλομαι κάγώ μαθβϊν. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
λέγοιμ αν, εἰ χρῷ χρὴ δὲ πρὸς φίλον λέγβιν τύχας βαρβίας τάς έμάς κάμου πατρός. ἐπεὶ δὲ κινεῖς μύθον, ίκβτβύω, ξένβ, ἄγγελλ’ ’ O ρέστη τάμα καί κβίνου κακά, πρώτον μὲν ο ἴσις ἐν πἐπΧοις αὐλίζομαι,1
1 So MSS. Weil reads αύαΐνομαι, “wastes my life away.” Tucker suggests άγλ$£βμαι (ironical): “lam fair-arrayed.”
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ELECTRA
ORESTES
No marvel—a child parted from a child.
ELECTRA
One only of my friends would know tom now,—
ORESTES
Who stole him out of murder’s clutch, men say ?
ELECTRA
That old man, once the child-ward of my sire.
ORESTES
And thy dead father—hath he found a tomb ?
ELECTRA
Such tomb as he hath found, flung forth his halls !
ORESTES
Ah me, what tale is this!—Yea, sympathy Even for strangers’ pain wrings human hearts.
Tell on, that, knowing, to thy brother I May bear the joyless tale that must be heard.
Yea, pity dwells, albeit ne’er in churls,
Yet in the wise :—this is the penalty Laid on the wise for souls too finely wrought.
CHORUS
His heart’s desire, the same is also mine :
For, from the town far dwelling, naught know I The city’s sins: now fain would I too hear.
ELECTRA
Tell will I—if I may. Sure I may tell A friend my grievous fortune and my sire’s.
Since thou dost wake the tale, I pray tliee, stranger, Report to Orestes all mine ills and his.
Tell in what raiment I am hovel-housed,
31
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
πίνω θ’ ὅσῳ βέβριθ\ υπό στέγαισί τε οΐαισι ναίω βασιλικών ἐκ δωμάτων, αὐτὴ μὲν εκμοχθουσα κερκίσιν πέπλους, ἢ γυμνόν ἕξω σώμα καί στερήσομαι, αὐτὴ δὲ πηγὰς ποταμίους φορουμένη. ἀνέορτος ἱερῶν καὶ 'χορών τητωμένη, άναίνομαι γυναίκας, ουσα παρθένος, άναίνομαι δὲ Κάστορ’, ᾤ, πρὶν εἰς θβοὺς ἐλθεῖν ἔμ’ εμνηστευον, ουσαν εγγενή. μήτηρ δ’ ἐμὴ Φρυγίοισιν ἐν σκυλεύμασι θρόνω κάθηται, προς δ’ ἕδραισιν Ἀσίδες δμωαὶ στατίζουσ , ας ἔπερσ’ ἑμὺς πατήρ, ’Ιδαῖα φάρη χρυσέαις έζευγμέναι πόρπαισιν. αίμα δ’ ἔτι πατρός κατά στέγας μέλαν σέσηπβν ος δ’ εκείνον εκτανεν, εἰς ταυτα βαίνων αρματ έκφοιτα πατρι, καί σκηπτρ ἐν οἷςἝλλησιν εστρατηλάτει μιαιφόνοισι χερσὶ γαυροΰται λαβών.
Ἀγαμέμνονος δὲ τύμβος ητιμασμένος οὔπω χοάς ποτ’ οὐδὲ κλώνα μυρσίνης ελαβε, πυρά δὲ χέρσος αγλαισμάτων, μέθη ὅ€ βρεχθείς της εμής μητρός πόσις ὁ κλεινός, ως λέγουσιν, ενθρφσκει τάφω πέτροις τε λεύει μνήμα λάϊνον πατρός, καί τοῦτο τόλμα τοΰπος εἰς ἡμᾶς λέγειν· ποῦ παῖς Ὀρἐστης ; ὰρά σοι τύμβω καλώς παρών άμύνει; ταύτ απών υβρίζεται. αλλ, , ω ζβν , ικετεύω σ , απαγγειλον ταοε* πολλοί δ’ έπιστέλλουσιν, ερμηνευς δ’ ἐγώ, αἰ χειρες, ἡ γλώσσ^η, Ψηλαίπωρός τε φρην '' κάρα τ εβοί ξυρηκες^&τ εκείνου τεκών. αισχρόν γάρ, ει παχήρ μεν έξείλεν Φρύγας,
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ELECTRA
Under what squalor I am crushed, and dwell Under what roof, after a palace home;
How mine own shuttle weaves with pain my robes,—
Else must I want, all vestureless my frame ;—
How from the stream myself the water bear;
Banned from the festal rite, denied the dance,	310
No part have I with wives, who am a maid,
No part in Castor, though they plighted me To him, my kinsman, ere to heaven he passed.
Mid Phrygian spoils upon a throne the while Sitteth my mother : at her footstool stand Bondmaids of Asia, captives of my sire,
Their robes Idaean with the brooches clasped Of gold:—and yet my site’s blood ’neath the roofs,
A dark clot, festers! He that murdered him Mounteth his very car, rides forth in state ;	320
The sceptre that he marshalled Greeks withal Flaunting he graspeth in his blood-stained hand.
And Agamemnon’s tomb is set at naught:
Drink-offerings never yet nor myrtle-spray Had it, a grave all bare of ornament.
Yea, with wine drunken, he, my mother’s spouse— Named of men “ glorious ” !—leaps upon the grave,
And pelts with stones my father’s monument;
And against us he dares to speak this taunt:
“ Where is thy son Orestes ?—bravely nigh	330
To shield thy tomb! ” So is the absent mocked.
But, stranger, I beseech thee, tell him this:
Many are summoning him,—their mouthpiece I,—
These hands, this tongue, this stricken heart of mine,
shorn heaajjiis own father therewithal.
Shame, thatrtfie sire destroyed all Phrygia’s race,
33
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ὁ δ’ ἄνδρ’ ἐν’ εἷς ων οὐ δυνήσεται κτανεῖν νέος πεφυκὼς κἀξ ἀμείνονος πατρός.
Χ0Ρ02	,
καὶ μὴν δέδορκα τόνδβ, σὺν λέγω πόσιν, λήξαντα μόχθου προς δόμους ὼρμημένον. ΑΤΤ0ΤΡΓ02
ἔα· τινας τοὑσδ’ ἐν πύλαις όρώ ξένους ; τινος δ’ ἕκατι τάσδ’ ἐπ’ ἀγραύλους πύΧας π^οσηΧθον / ἣ ’μοῦ δεόμενοι; γυναικί τοι αισχρόν μετ’ ἀνδρῶν ὲστάναι νεανιών. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ώ φίλτατ’, εἰς ύποπτα μὴ μὁλῃς ἐμοί· τον οντα δ* εἴσει μύθον οἵδε γὰρ ξἐνοι ήκουσ Όρέστου πρός με κήρυκβς λόγων. ἀλλ’, ὦ ξένοι, σὑγγνωτε τοῖς εἰρημένοις. ΑΤΤ0ΤΡΓ05
τί φασίν ; ἀνὴρ ἔστι καὶ λευσσει φάος ; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἔστιν λἀγῳ γοῦν φασι δ’ οὐκ απιστ ἐμοί. ΑΤΤ0ΤΡΓ02
ἡ καί τι πατρός σῶν τε μέμνηται κακών ; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἐν ἐλπίσιν ταῦτ’· ἀσθενὴς φεύγω ν ἀνήρ. ΑΤΤ0ΤΡΓ02
ἡλθον δ* Όρέστου τίν ἀγορεὑοντες λόγον; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
σκοπούς ἔπεμῆτε τούσδε τῶν ἐμῶν κακών. ΑΤΤ0ΤΡΓ02
οὔκουν τὰ μὲν λεύσσουσι, τὰ δὲ σύ που λέγεις ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἴσασιν, οὐδὲν τώνδ’ ἔχουσιν ἐνδεες.
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And the son singly cannot slay one man,
Young though he be, and of a nobler sire !
CHORUS
But lo, yon man—thy spouse it is I name—
Hath ceased from toil, and homeward hasteneth. 340 Enter peasant.
peasant
How now ? What strangers these about my doors ?
For what cause unto these my rustic gates Come they ?—or seek they me ? Beseemeth not That with young men a wife should stand in talk.
ELECTRA
O kindest heart, do not suspect me thou,
And thou shalt hear the truth. These strangers come Heralds to me of tidings of Orestes.
And, O ye strangers, pardon these his words.
PEASANT
What say they ? I.iveth he, and seeth light ?
ELECTRA
Yea, by their tale—and I mistrust it not.	350
PEASANT
Ha !—and remembereth thy sire’s wrongs and thine ?
ELECTRA
Hope is as yet all: weak the exile is.
PEASANT
And what word from Orestes have they brought?
ELECTRA
These hath he sent, his spies, to mark my wrongs.
PEASANT
They see but part: thou haply tell’st the rest ?
ELECTRA
They know: hereof nought lacketh unto them.
35
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ΑΤΤ0ΤΡΓ02
οὐκοῦν πάλαι χρῆν τοῖσδ’ άνετττύχθαι πὑλας, χωρεΐτ ἐς οίκους* ἀντὶ γὰρ χρηστών λόγων ξένιων κυρήσεθ’, οἷ’ ἑμὺς κευθει δόμος.
360 αἵρεσθ’, ὸπαδοί, τῶνδ’ ἔσω τεὐχη δόμων καὶ μηδὲν ἀντείπητε, παρὰ φίλου φίλοι μολὁντες ἀνδρὸς· καὶ γὰρ εἰ πἐνης ἔφυ ν, οὔτοι τό γ* ἦθος δυσyεvες παρέπομαι.
ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
πρὸς θεών, ὅδ’ ἀνὴρ δ? συνεκκλἐπτει γάμους τοὺς σοὺν, Όρέστην οὐ καταισχύνειν θελων ; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οὖτος κεκληται πόσις ἑμὺς τῆς ἀθλίας.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
φεῦ·
οὐκ ἔπτ’ ακριβές οὐδὲν εἰς ευανδρίαν* εχουσι γὰρ τapayμbv αἱ φύσεις βροτῶν. ἡ δη γὰρ ειδον παῖδα yevvaiov ττατρος 370 τὺ μηδὲν ὄντα, χρηστά δ’ ἐκ κακών τέκνα, λιμόν τ εν άνδρος ττλουσίου φρονηματι, γνώμην δὲ μεγάλη ν ἐν πένητι σώματι. πώς οὖν τις αὐτὰ διαλαβών ὀρθῶς κρίνει; πλούτφ ; ττονηρω τάρα χρήσεται κριτή· ἢ τοῖς ἔχουσι μηδέν ; ἀλλ* ἔχει νόσον •πενία, διδάσκει δ’ ἄνδρα τῆ χρεία κακόν. ἀλλ’ εἰς ὅπλ’ ἔλθω ; τίς δὲ πρὸς λόγχην βλε·πων μάρτυς γἐνοιτ’ ἄν ὅστις ἐστὶν ἁγαθὁς ; κράτιστον ει κη ταῦτ’ εάν άφ ει μίνα.
380 οὖτος γὰρ ἀνὴρ οὔτ’ ἐν Ἀργείοις μέγας οὔτ’ αὖ δοκησει δωμάτων ώγκωμενος, ἐν τοῖς δὲ πολλοῖς ὦν, ἄριστος ηὑρέθη. οὐ μὴ άφρονησεθ*, οι κενών δοξασμάτων
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ELECTRA
PEASANT
Then should our doors ere this have been flung wide.
Pass ye within : for your fair tidings’ sake Receive such guest-cheer as mine house contains.
Ye henchmen, take their gear these doors within. 3(50 Say me not nay—friends are ye from a friend Which come to me : for, what though I be poor,
Yet will I nowise show a low-born soul. [Goes to rear.
ORESTES
Tore heaven, is this the man who keepeth close Thy wedlock-secret, not to shame Orestes ?
ELECTRA
Even he, named spouse of me the hapless one.
ORESTES
Lo, there is no sure test for manhood’s worth:
For mortal natures are confusion-fraught.
I have seen ere now a noble father’s son
Proved nothing-worth, seen good sons of ill sires, 370
Starved leanness in a rich man’s very soul,
And in a poor man’s body a great heart.
How then shall one discern ’twixt these and judge ?
By wealth ?—a sorry test were this to use.
Or by the lack of all ?—nay, poverty Is plague-struck, schooling men to sin through need.
To prowess shall I turn me ?—who, that looks On spears, can swear which spearman’s heart is brave ?
Leave Fortune’s gifts to fall out as they will!
Lo, this man is not among Argives great,	380
Nor by a noble house’s name exalted,
But one of the many—proved a king of men !
Learn wisdom, ye which wander aimless, swoln *
*7
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
πλήρεις πλανᾶσθε, τῇ δ’ ομιλία βροτους κρινεϊτε καί τοῖς ήθεσιν τοὺς ειτ/ενεΐς ; οἱ γὰρ τοιοίδε τὰς πόλεις οικούσιν εὖ καὶ δώμαθ', αι δὲ σάρκες αι κεναὶ φρένων ἀγάλματ’ άyopάς εἰσιν. οὐδὲ γὰρ δόρυ μᾶλλον βραγιών σθεναρός ασθενούς μένει· εν τῇ φύσει δὲ τούτο καν ευψυχία. ἀλλ’ άξιος γὰρ δ τε παρών ο τ ου παρών Ἀγ αμέμνονος παις, ο υπέρ εϊνεχ ηκομεν, δεξώμεθ’ οϊκων καταλύσεις· χωρειν χρεών, δμώες, δόμων τώνδ’ ἐντός. ώς ἐμοὶ πένης εἴη πρόθυμος πλουσίου μάλλον ξένος.
\	*	AM J Λ \	»	£	\ S* /
αίνω μεν ουν τουο ανορος εισοοχας οομων εβουλόμην δ’ ἄν, εἰ κασίηνητός με σὸς εἰς εύτυγούντας ἦγεν ευτυχών δόμους. ἴσως δ’ ἄν ελθοι· Αοξίον yap εμπεδοι χρησμοί, βροτών δε μαντικήν χαίρειν ἐω. Χ0Ρ05
νῦν ἢ πάροιθεν μάλλον, 'Ήλεκτρα, χαρά θερμαινόμεσθα καρδίαν Ίσως yap αν μόλις προβαίνουσ' ή τύχη σταίη καλώς. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ὦ τλημον, εἰδὼς δωμάτων χρείαν σέθεν τί τοὑσδ’ εδέξω μείξονας σ αυτού ξένους ; ΑΤΤ0ΤΡΓ02
τί δ’ ; εἴπερ είσιν ως δοκούσιν ευyεvεις, οὐκ ἐν τε μικροΐς εν τε μη στέρξουσ ὁμῶς ; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
επεί νυν εξημαρτες εν σμικροισιν ών, ελθ’ ώς παλαιόν τροφόν εμού φίλον πατρός· ος ἀμφὶ ποταμόν ΤΛναόν Άδειας ορούς τέμνοντα yαίας %παρτιάτιδυς τε γ ἧς
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ELECTRA
With vain imaginings : by converse judge Men, even the noble by their daily walk.
For such be they which govern states aright And homes : but fleshly bulks devoid of wit Are statues in the market-place. Nor bides The strong arm staunchlier than the weak in fight;
But this of nature’s inborn courage springs.	390
But—seeing worthy is Agamemnon’s son,
Present or absent, for whose sake we come,—
Accept we shelter of this roof. Ho, thralls,
Enter this house. For me the host whose heart Leaps out in welcome, rather than the rich !
Thanks for the welcome into this man’s house ;
Yet fain would I it were thy brother now That prospering led me into prosperous halls.
Yet may he come ; for Loxias’ oracles Fail not. Of meii’s soothsaying will I none.	400
[orestes and pylades enter cottage.
«	CHORUS
Now, more than heretofore, Electra, glows
Mine heart with joy. Thy fortune now, though late
Advancing, haply shall be stablished fair.
ELECTRA
Poor man, thou know’st thine house’s poverty.
Wherefore receive these guests too great for thee ?
PEASANT
How ?—an they be of high birth, as they seem,
Will they content them not with little or much ?
ELECTRA
Since then thou so hast erred, and thou so poor,
Go-±o the ancient fosterer of my sire,
Who on the banks of Tanaiis, which parts	410
The Argive marches from the Spartan land,
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ΉΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ποίμναις ὁμαρτεῖ πόΧεος εκβεβΧημένος· κέλευε δ’ αυτόν εἰς δὁμου? ἀφιγμένον ἐλθεῖν, ξένων τ εἰς Sacra πορσΰναί τινα. ἡσθήσεται τοι καὶ προσεύξεται θεοῖς, ζῶντ’ εισακόυσα? τταῖδ’ ον εκσωζει ποτέ. οὐ γὰρ πατρώων etc δόμων μητρος πάρα Χάβοιμεν ἄν τι· πικρά δ’ άγγειΧαιμεν ἄν, εἰ ζώντ Ὀρέστην ἡ τάΧαιν αϊσθοιτ ἔτι.
ΑΤΤ0ΤΡΓ05
ἀλλ’ εἰ δοκεῖ σοι, τούσδ’ ἀπαγγελῶ Χόγους yepovrr χώρει δ’ εἰς δόμους ὅσον τάχος καί τάνδον ἐξάρτυε. πολλά τοι γυνὴ χρηζουσ αν εΰροι δαιτι προσφορήματα.
V *	£ \	\	Λ /»»£/'	>/
εστιν οε όη τοσαυτα γ εν οομοις ere, ωσθ* εν y ἐπ’ ἦμαρ τοὑσδε πΧηρώσαι βοράς. ἐν τοῖς τοιούτοις δ’ ηνίκ αν γνώμη πέση, σκοπώ τα χρημαθ’ ὼ? ἔχει μίγα σθένος, ξένοις τε δούναι σώμά τ εἰς νόσον πεσον δαπάναισι σώσαι· τῆ? δ’ ἐφ’ ημέραν βοράς εἰς μικρόν ήκει· πάς yap ἐμπλησθεὶς ἀνὴρ ὁ πλούσιος τε %ώ πένης ἴσον φέρει.
XOPOS
κΧειναι νᾶες, αι ποτ’ εμβατε Τροίαν στρ. α τοῖς άμετρήτοις έρετμοϊς πέμπουσαι χορούς μετὰ Νηρῄδων, ιν* ὁ φίΧαυΧος επαΧΧε δελφὶς πρωραις κυανεμβόΧοις είΧισσόμενος, πορεύων τον τάς Θἐτιδος κοΰφον άΧμα ποδών ΆχιΧή συν Άγαμέμνονι Τρωίας ἐπὶ Σιμουντίδας άκτάς.
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ELECTRA
An outcast from our city, tends his flocks.
Bid him to wend home straightway, and to come And furnish somewhat for the strangers’ meat.
He shall rejoice, yea, render thanks to heaven,
To hear how lives the child whom once he saved.
For of my mother from my father’s halls Nought should we gain : our tidings should we rue If that wretch heard that yet Orestes lives.
PEASANT
If thus thou wilt, thy message will I bear	420
To yon grey sire : but pass thou in with speed,
And there make ready. Woman’s will dan find Many a thing shall eke the feasting out.
Yea, and within the house is store enough To satisfy for one day these with meat.
In such things, when my thoughts tum thitherward,
I mark what mighty vantage is in wealth,
To give to guests, to'medicine the body
In sickness ; but for needs of daily food
Not far it reacheth. Each man, rich and poor,	430
Can be but filled, when hunger is appeased.
[Exit peasant. Electra enters the cottage.
CHORUS
O galleys renowned, by your myriad-sweeping (Str. 1) Oars hurled high on the Trojan strand,
Whom the Sea-maids followed, with dances surrounding	[ing
Your dusky prows, when the dolphin was bound-Around them, bewitched by your music, and leaping In sinuous rapture on every hand,
Escorting Achilles, the fleetfoot son Of Thetis, with King Againemnon on Unto where broad Simoi's, seaward-creeping	440
Rippled and glittered o’er Trojan sand.
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
Νηρῇδες δ’ Εὐβοῖδας ἀκτὰς Χητούσαι ἀντ. α 'Ηφαιστου χρυσίων άκμόνων μόχθους άσπιστας ίφβρον τευχέων, άνά τε Πήλιον άνά τε πρύ-μνας Ὄσσα ς ίερὰς νάπας,
Νυμφαίας σκοπιάς, ἐμάστευον, ἔνθα πατήρ ίππότας τρέφβν Ἑλλάδι φως,
Θέτιδος εἰνάλιον γόνον, ταχύπορον πόδ’ Ἀτρείδαις.
Ίλιόθεν δ’ ἔκλυὁν τινος ἐν λιμέσιν Ναυττλίοισι βββωτος τας σας, ω Θἐτιδος παῖ, κλεινᾶς άσπιλος ἐν κὑκλῳ τοιάδε σήματα, Ρίματα Φρυγία, τβτνχθαί-περιδρὁμῳ μὲν ἴτυος ἕδρα Πε^σέα Χαιμοτόμον ὑπὲρ ἁΧος ποτανοΐσι πεδίλοι-σι φυὰν Γοργὸνος ϊσχβιν,
Διὸς άγγίΧω συν Ἕρμα τῷ Μαίας ἀγροτἣρι κονρω·
στῇ. β
ἐν δὲ μέσῳ κατίΧαμπβ σάκει φαίθων αντ. β' κύκλος ἀελίοιο Χπποις αμ πτζροίσσαις άστρων τ αίθίριοι χοροί,
Πλειάδες, 'Τάδεε, Ἕκτορος
ομμασι τροπαΐοι·
ἐπὶ δὲ χρυσοτύπω tcpavet,
%φίγγες ὄνυξι ν αοίδιμον
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And the Sea-maids fleeted by shores Euboean (Ant. 1) From the depths where the golden anvils are Of the Fire-god, a hero’s harness bearing—
Over Pelion, over the wild spurs faring Of Ossa, over the glens Nymphaean ;
From the watchtower-crags outgazing afar They sought where his lather, the chariot-lord, Fostered for Thetis a sea-born ward,
A light for Hellas, a victory-paean,	450
The fleetfoot help to the Atreids’ war.
Of a farer from Ilium heard I the story, (Str. 2) Who had stepped to the strand in the Nauplian haven,
Heard, O Thetis’ son, of thy buckler of glory,
Of the blazonry midst of the round of it graven Whose god*fashioned tokens of terror made craven The hearts of the Trojans in battle adread,—
How gleamed on the border that compassed its splendour
Perseus, on sandals swift-winged as he fled	460
Bearing throat-severed the Gorgon-fiend’s head,
While Maia’s son, Prince of the Fields, for defender, Herald of Zeus, at his side ever sped.
(Ant. 2)
And flamed in the midst of the buckler outblazing The orb of the Sun-god, his heaven-track riding On the car after coursers wing-wafted on-racing.
And therein were the stars in their sky-dance gliding,
The Pleiads and Hyades, evil-betiding To Hector, for death in his eyes did they fling. [ing On the golden-forged helmet were Sphinxes, bear- 470 In their talons the victim that minstrels sing.
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
aypav φέρουσαι· περιπΧεύρφ δὲ κὑτει πύρπνοος εσπευ-δε δρόμφ λέαινα χαλαῖς
Πειρηναῖον όρωσα πώλον.	ἐπῳδ.
ἄορι δ’ ἐν φονίω1 τετραβάμονες 'ίπποι ἔπαλλον,
κελαινὰ δ’ ἀμφὶ νῶθ’ ιετο κόνις.
τοιῶνδ* άνακτα δοριπόνων
ἔκανες άντρων, Τυνδαρί,
σὰ λἐχεα, κακόφρων κάρα.
τοιγὰρ σέ ποτ’ ούρανίδαι
πέμψουσιν θανάτοις* ἦ σὰν
6T 6τι φονιον νπο οεραν
οψομαι αίμα χυθέν σιδάρψ.
ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
ποῦ ποῦ νεᾶνις πότνι ἐμὴ δέσποινα τε, Ἀγαμέμνονος παῖς, ον ποτ’ εξέθρεψ’ ἐγώ; ως πρόσβασιν τῶνδ’ όρθίαν οϊκων ἔχει ρυσω γέροντι τῷδε προσβήναι ποδί. όμως δὲ πρὸς γε τοὺς φίλους εξεΧκτέον διπλήν ακανθαν καλ παΧίρροπον γόνυ. ώ θὑγατερ, ἄρτι γάρ σε πρὸς δὁμοις ὁρῶ, ἦκω φέρων σοι των έμών βοσκημάτων ποίμνης veoyvov θρέμμ υποσπάσας τόδε, στεφάνους τε τευχέων τ’ ἐξελὼν τ ν ρεύματα, παΧαιόν τε θησαύρισμα Διονύσου τόδε οσμή κατηρες, μικρόν, ἀλ-λ’ έπεισβαΧεϊν ἡδὺ σκύφον τοῦδ’ άσθενεστέρω ποτω. ἴτω φέρων τις τοῖς ξένοις τάδ’ εἰς δόμους· ἐγὼ δὲ τρύχει τω δ* εμων πέπΧων κόρας δακρύοισι τέγξας εζομόρζασθαι θέ\ω.
1 Hartung: for ἐν δε δὅρει of MSS.
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On the corslet his bosom encompassing
The fire-breathing lioness rushed, up-glaring At the winged steed trapped by Peirene’s spring.1
(Epode.)
And battle-steeds pranced on his falchion of slaughter;
O’er their shoulders was floating the dark dust-cloud :—
And thou slewest the chieftain,O Tyndareus’ daughter, 480 That captained such heroes, so godlike and proud 1 Thine adultery slew him, O thou false-hearted!
Therefore the Dwellers in Heaven shall repay Death unto thee in the on-coming day.
I shall see it—shall see when the life-blood hath started From thy neck at the kiss of the steel that shall slay! Enter old man.
OLD MAN
Where shall the princess, my young mistress, be,
Child of the great king fostered once of me ?
How steep ascent hath she to this her home
For mine eld-wrinkled feet to attain thereto !	490
Howbeit to those I love must I drag on
Mine age-cramped spine, must drag my bowing knees.
Enter Electra.
Daughter,—for now I see thee at thy door,—
Lo, I am come : I bring thee from my flocks A suckling lamb, yea, taken from the ewe,
Garlands, and cheeses from the presses drawn,
And this old treasure-drop of the Wine-god’s boon, Rich-odoured—little enow; yet weaker draughts Are turned to nectar, blent with a cup of this.
Let one bear these unto thy guests within.	600
Lo, with this tattered vesture am I fain To wipe away the tears that dim mine eyes.
1 Bellerophon, mounted on Pegasus, attacking the Chimaera.
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τί δ’, ώ yepate, δι άβροχο ν τὁδ’ ὄμμ’ ἔχεις ; μῶν τἀμὰ διὰ χρόνον σ’ ἀνέμνησεν κακά; ἢ τὰς Ὀρέστου τλήμονας φυγὰς στένεις καὶ πατέρα τον ἐμὁν, ον ποτ’ ἐν χεροῖν ἔχων άνόνητ εθρεψάς σοι τε καὶ τοῖς σοῖς φίλοις;
ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
άνόνηθ'· ὅμως δ’ οὖν τοῦτο γ’ οὐκ ήνεσχὁμην. ἡλθον γὰρ αυτού προς τάφον πάρεργ ὁδοὐ, καὶ ποοσπεσών εκΧανσ, ἐζημίας τυχών, σπονοάς τε, Χύσας ασκόν ον φέρω ξἐνοις, ἔσπεισα, τύμβω δ* άμφέθηκα μυρσίνας. πυράς δ’ ἐπ’ αυτής οίν μεΧάτ/χιμον πόκω σφαγίον ἐσεῖδον αἷμα τ’ οὐ πάλαι χυθέν Ν ξανθής τε χαίτης βοστρύχους κεκαρ μένους καθαύμασ, ω παῖ, τίς ποτ’ ανθρώπων ετΧη πρὸς τύμβον ἐλθεῖν. οὐ γὰρ Ἀργείων γἐ τις· ἀλλ’ ἦλθ’ ἴσως που σὸς κασίηνητος Χάβρα, μολὼν δ’ έθαύμασ άθΧιον τύμβον πατρός. σκέψαι δὲ χαίτην προστιθεΐρα τῆ κόμη, εἰ χρώμα ταύτ&& ^κόυρίμι$ ear at ὰριχὸς* φιλεῖ γάρ, αἷμα ταύτόν οίς αν ή πατρός τα πόΧΧ ομοια σώματος πεφυκέναι.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οὐκ ἄξὁ ἀνδρὁς, ὦ ηέρον, σοφού λέγεις, εἰ κρυπτόν εἰς γῆν τήνδ’ ἄν Αίηίσθου φόβφ δοκεῖς ἀδελφὺν τὸν ἐμὺν ευθαρσή μολεῖν. ἔπειτα χαίτης πώς συνοίσεται πλόκος, ν1 < ρ μὴν παλαίστρα!? ἀνδρὸς εύyεvoύς τραφέίς,χ ο δἔ κτἑτίαὰρῖςτᾶἣνυς; ἀλλ’ άμήγανον. ^,r \ ^ πολλοῖς δ’ ἄν εὕροις βοστρύχους ομοπτέρους
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Whence to thine eyes, grey sire, this sorrow-rain ?
Have mine ills wakened memories long asleep ?
Or for Orestes’ exile groanest thou,
And for my sire, whom in thine arms of old Thou fosteredst ?—all in vain for thee and thine !
OLD MAN
In vain ! Yet this despair could I not brook.
I turned, in coming, to his tomb aside,
There kneeling, for its desolation wept,	510
Poured a drink-offering from the skin I bare Thy guests, and crowned the tomb with myrtle-sprays.
But—<>n the grave a black-fleeced ewe I saw New-slain, and blood but short time since out-poured,	^
ἈητΙ severed locks thereby of golden hair I A—
Imarvelled, daughter, who of men had dared Draw nigh the tomb : no Argive he, I wot.
Haply thy brother hath in secret come,
^Vnd honoured so his father’s grave forlorn.
«CLook on the tress; yea, lay it to thine hair;	520
Mark if the shorn lock’s colour be the same >-For they which share one father s blood shall oft By many a bodily likeness kinship show.
ELECTRA
Not worthy a wise man, ancient, be thy words—
To think mine aweless brother would have come,
Fearing Aegisthus, hither secretly.
Then, how should tress be matched with tress of hair—
^—That, a young noble’s trained in athlete-strife,
This, womanlike comb-sleeked ? It cannot be.
Sooth, many shouldst thou find of hair like-hued, -	530
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
καὶ μὴ ηεηωσιν αίματος τ αυτού, γέρον. ἀλλ’ ἡ τι? αυτού τάφον εποικτείρας ξένος1 ἐκείρατ’, ἣ τἣσδε σκοπός Χαθων χθονὸς. ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
σὺ δ’ εἰς ἴχνος βᾶσ’ άρβύΧης σκέψαι βάσιν, εἰ σύμμετρος σῷ ποδὶ γενήσεται, τέκνον. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
πῶ? δ’ ἂν ηενοιτ αν ἐν κραταιΧεω κέδω γαίας ποδῶν εκμακτρον ; εἰ δ’ ἔστιν τοδε,' δυοῖν ἀδελφοῖν ποὺς ἄν οὐ ηενοιτ ἴσος ἀνδρὸς τε καὶ γυναικὸς, ἀλλ’ ἄρσην κρατεί. ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
540 · οὐκ ἔστιν, εἰ καὶ γῆν κασίηνητος μόλοι, κερκίδος ὅτῳ ηνοίης αν εξύφασμα σῆς, ἐν ᾤ ποτ’ αυτόν εξέκΧεψα μὴ θανεῖν;
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οὐκ οἶσθ\ Ὀ^οέστης ήνίκ εκπίπτει χθονὸς, νέαν μ’ ετ ουσαν ; εί δὲ κακρεκον πέπΧους, πως &ν τότ ων παϊς ταύτά νῦν ἔχοι φάρη, εἰ μὴ ξυναύξοινθ’ οἱ πέπΧοι τῷ σώματι; ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ5
οἱ δὲ ξἐνοι ποῦ; βουλομαι γὰρ εἰσιδὼν αυτούς έρέσθαι σοῦ κασιηνήτου πέρι.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οἵδ’ ἐκ δόμων βαίνουσι Χαιψηρω πόδι.
ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
550 ἀλλ’ εύηενεΐς μέν, ἐν δὲ κιβδήΧω τόδε· πολλοὶ γὰρ ὄντες ευμενείς είσιν κακοί. ὅμως δὲ γαίρειν τούς ξένους προσεννέπω.
1 This line and the next are transferred by Paley from their old pl&oe after 544.
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Though of the same blood, ancient, never born.
Nay, pitying his tomb, some stranger shore it,
Or Argive friend, my brother’s secret spy.
old manι
A sandal’s print is there : go, look thereon,
Child ; mark if that foot’s contour matotr with thine.
ELECTRA
How on a stony plain should there be inade Impress of feet ? Yea, if such print be there, Brothers and sisters foot should never match—
A man’s and woman’s : greater is the male.
OLD MAN
Is there no weft of thine own loom—whereby To know thy brother, if he should return—
Wherein I stole him, years agone, from death ?
ELECTRA
Know’st thou not, when Orestes fled the land,
I was a child? Yea, had I woven vests,
How should that lad the same cloak wear to-day, Except, as waxed the body, vestures grew ?
OLD MAN
Where be the strangers ? I would fain behold And of thine absent brother question them.
ELECTRA
Lo, here with light foot step they forth the house. Re-enter orestes and pylades.
old man {aside)
High-born of mien :—yet false the coin may be ;
For many nobly born be knaves in grain.
Yet—{aloud) to the strangers greeting fair I give.
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ν ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
χαΐρ\]ί> yeραιε.χ τον ποτ, Ήλεκτρα, τόδε παλαιόν ἀνδρὺς λείψανον φίλων κνρεΐ; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οντος τον άμοΑ πάτερ' εθρεψεν, ώ ξἐνε. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
τί φής ; ὅδ’ ος σὺν εξέκλεψε avyyovov ; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
·* S* ν /ρ <	/	λ	>/	ν ϊ ν
οο εσσ ο σωσας κείνον, ειπερ εστ ετι.
ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ5
ν
εα·
τί μ’ εἰσδἐδορκεν ὧσπερ apyvpov σκοπών λαμπρόν χαρακτηρ; ή προσεικάζω με τω ; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἴσως Ὀρἐστου σ’ ἦλιχ’ ἦδεται βλέπων.
ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ3
φίλον ye φωτός. τί δὲ κνκλεΐ πέριξ πόδα; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
καντη τὁδ’ είσορωσα θανμάζω, ξἐνε.
ΠΡΕ5ΒΤ5
ὦ πότνι, ενχον, θύγατερ Ήλεκτρα, θεοῖς—
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τί τῶν άπόντων ἣ τί τῶν οντων περί;
ΠΡΕ5ΒΤ2
λαβεῖν φίλον θησανρόν, ον φαίνει θεός.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἰδοὺ, καλῶ θεούς, ἢ τί δὴ λἐγεις, γἑρον ;
ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ5
βλέψον νυν εἰς τὁνδ’, ὦ τέκνον, τον φίλτατον.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
πάλαι δέδοικα, μὴ σύ γ’ ονκέτ εὖ φρόνις.
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^ ORESTES
Greeting^grey sire[% Electra, of thy friends Who haththis time-worn wreck of man to thrall ?
ELECTRA
This, stranger, was my father’s fosterer.
ORESTES
How say’st thou ?—this, who stole thy brother hence ?
ELECTRA
Even he who saved him, if he liveth yet.
ORESTES
Why looks he on me, as who eyes the stamp On silver ?—likenirig me to any man ?
ELECTRA
Joying perchance to see Orestes* friend.	560
ORESTES
Yea, dear he is :—yet wherefore pace me round ?
ELECTRA
I also marvel, stranger, seeing this.
OLD MAN
Daughter Electra—princess !—pray the Gods—
ELECTRA
For what—of things that are or are not ours ?
OLD MAN
To win the precious treasure God reveals 1
ELECTRA
Lo, I invoke them. What dost mean, old sire ?
OLD MAN
Look on him now, child,—on thy best-beloved !
ELECTRA
Long have I dreaded lest thy wits be crazed.
e 2
5*.
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ΉΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ5
οὐκ εὖ φρονώ ’γὠ σὺν κασίγνητον βλέπων;
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
570 πως εἷπας, ώ yεpaι, ανέλπιστου λόγον ;
ΠΡΕ5ΒΤ5
ὁρᾶν Ὀρέστην τὁνδε τὸν Ἀγαμἑμνονος. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ποιον χαρακτήρ* εἰσιδὼν, ᾤ πείσομαι; ΠΡΕ5ΒΤ5
ουλήν παρ όφρύν, ἦν ποτ’ ἐν πατρός δόμοις νεβρόν διώκων σοῦ μἐθ’ ῄμάχθη πεσὼν. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
πῶ? φής ; ορώ μεν πτώματος τεκμήριον. ΠΡΕ5ΒΤ5
ἔπειτα μέλλεις προσπίτνειν τοῖς φιλτάτοις ; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἀλλ’ οὐκέτ’, ὦ yεpaιέt συμβόλοισι yap τοῖς σοῖς πέπεισμαι θυμόν. ώ χρόνφ φανείς, ἔχω σ’ ἀέλπτως
ΟΡΕ2ΤΉ5
κἀξ ἐμοῦ γ* ἔχει χρόνω.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ουδέποτε δόξασ.
OPESTHS
580	οὐδ’ ἐγὼ γὰρ ηλπισα.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
εκείνος ει συ ;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
σύμμαχός yέ σοι μόνος, ἢν εκσπάσωμαί y ον μετέρχομαι βόλον. πέποιθα δ’ · ἢ χρὴ μηκέθ’ ἡγεῖσθαι θεούς, ει ταδικ ἔσται τῆς δίκης υπέρτερα.
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OLD MAN
I, crazed!—who look upon thy brother,—there !
ELECTRA
What mean’st thou, ancient, by a word past hope ?	570
OLD MAN
I see Orestes, Agamemnon’s son.
ELECTRA
What token hast thou marked, that I may trust ?
OLD MAN
A scar along his brow : in his father’s halls Chasing with thee a fawn, he fell and gashed it.
ELECTRA
How say’st thou? Yea, I see the mark thereof!
OLD MAN
Now, art thou slow to embrace thy best-beloved ?
ELECTRA
No, ancient, no! By aH thy signs convinced Mine heart is. Thou who hast at last appeared, Unhoped I clasp thee !
ORESTES
Clasped at last of me !
ELECTRA	,,	,
Never I looked for this l,
. , '	* OREST2S -» -
,t , Nor djired Lbofe* *	580
,	ELteeTRA *	- ι ι ' *
And art thou he ?
ORESTES
Yea, thy one champion I,—
If I draw in the net-cast that I seek:
And sure I shall! We must believe no more In Gods, if wrong shall triumph over right.
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590
600
610
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XOPOS
ἔμολες, εμολες, ω χρόνιος άμε ρα,
κατέλαμψας, εδειξας εμφανή
πόλει πυρσόν, ος παλαια φυηα
πατρίων από δωμάτων τάλας
άλαίνων εβα. θεός αν θεός
άμετέραν τις ayei
νικάν, ώ φίλα.
ανεχε χέρας, ἄνεχε
λόγον, ιει λιτὰς εἰς τοὺς θεούς,
Τνχα σοι τύχα
κασιγνητον εμβατεύσαι πόλιν.
ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
εἶεν· φιλάς μεν ἡδονὰς άσπασμάτων εχω, χρόνφ δὲ κανθις αυτά δώσομεν. συ δ’, ὦ yεpaιέ, καίριος yap ήλνθες, λεξον, τί δρῶν ἄν φονέα τισαίμην πατρός μητέρα τε την κοινωνόν ανοσιών yάμωv ; ἔστιν τί μοι κατ ',Apyoς ενμενες φίλων ; ἢ πάντ άνεσκενάσμεθ1, ώσπερ αι τύχαι; τῷ συyyεvωμaι ; νύχιος ἣ καθ’ ημέραν ; ποίμνπὸδὐχ πραπώμεσ εἰς εχθρούς έμονς ;
ώ τεκνον, ονΒεΙς Βνστνχούντ'ϋ.σοι φίλος, εύρημα γὰρ τὺ χρήμα yiyvs^ai τόδε, κοιτῆ μεταςχεϊν τἀγπὸοῦ καὶ τοῦ κακού. σὺ δ’, ἐκ βάθρων yap πας άνηρησαι φίλοις οὐδ’ ἐλλἐλοιπας ελπίΒ\ ἴσθι μου κλύων, εν χειρὶ τῇ σῇ πάντ’ ἔχεις καὶ τῇ τύχη πατρφον οίκον καί πόλιν λαβεϊν σἐσεν.
ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
τί δῆτα δρῶντες τοῦδ’ ἄν έξικοίμεθα ;
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CHORUS
Thou hast come, thou hast come, dawn long delayed ! Thou hast flashed from the sky, thou hast lifted on high
O’er the land as a beacon the exile that strayed From his father’s halls, while the years dragged by In misery.
Victory! God unto us is bringing	590
Victory, O my friend!
Lift up thine hands and thy voice upringing In prayers to the Gods, that, with Fortune flinging Her shield round about him, thy brother through Argos’ gates may wend !
ORESTES
Hold—the sweet bliss of greeting I receive Of thee, hereafter must I render back.
But, ancient—for in season hast thou come,—
Say, how shall I requite my fathers slayer,
And her that shares his guilty couch, my mother ? · 600 Have I in Argos any loyal friend,
Or, like my fortunes, am I bankrupt all ?
With whom to league me ?—best were night, or day?
What path shall I essay to assault my foes ?
OLD MAN
Ah son, no friend hast thou in thy misfortune.
Nay, but this thing as treasure-trove is rare,
That one should share thine evil as thy good.
Since thou art wholly, as touching friends, bereft,- -Art even hope-forlorn,—be assured of me,
In thine own hand and fortune is thine all	610
For winning father’s house and city again.
ORESTES
What shall I do then, to attain thereto ?'
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ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
κτανών Θυἐστου παῖδα σήν τε μητέρα,
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἦκω ’πὶ τὁνδε στέφανον * ἀλλὰ πώς Χάβω
ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
τειχέων μὲν ἐλθὼν ἐντὸς οὐδ’ ἄν εἰ θέΧοις.
ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
φρονραΐς κέκασται δεξιαῖς τε δορυφόρων;
ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
ἔγνως* φοβείται yap σε κοὐχ εὕδει σαφώς.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
εἶεν σὺ δὴ τοὐνθἐνδε βονΧενσον, yέpov.
ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
κάμοΰ γ* ἄκουσον* ἄρτι γάρ μ εσήΧθέ τι,
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
620 εσθΧόν τι μηνύσειας, αίσθοίμην δ’ ἐγώ.
ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
.	Αἵγισθον εϊδον, ἡνίχ’ εἶρπον ενθάΰε,
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ττροσηκάμην το ρηθέν. εν ποίοις τόποις ;
ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
αγρών πὲλας τῶνδ’ ιπποφορβίων ἔπι.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τί δρώνθ ; ὁρῶ γὰρ ἐλπίδ’ ἐξ αμήχανων.
ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
Νὑμφαις ἐπὁρσυν’ έροτιν, ως ἔδοξε μοι, ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τροφεία παίδων, ἢ πρὸ μέλλοντος τόκον ;
ΠΡΕ5ΒΤ5
οὐκ οἶδα πλὴν εν βovσφayεΐv ώπΧίξετο.
ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
πόσων μετ ἀνδρῶν ; ἢ μόνος δμώων μετά ;
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ELECTRA
OLD MAN
Thyestes’ son and thine own mother slay.
ORESTES
To win this prize I come. How shall I grasp it ?
OLD MAN
Through yon gates, never, how good soe’er thy will.
ORESTES
With guards beset is he, and spearmen s hands ?
OLD MAN
Thou sayest: he fears thee, that he cannot sleep.
ORESTES
Ay so :—what followeth, ancient, counsel thou.
OLD MAN
Hear me—even now a thought hath come to ine.
ORESTES
Be thy device good, keen to follow I !	620
OLD MAN
Aegisthus saw I, hither as I toiled,—
ORESTES
Now welcome be the word! Thou saw’st him—where ?
OLD MAN
Nigh to these fields, by pastures of his steeds.
ORESTES
What doth he ? From despair I look on hope !
OLD MAN
A feast would he prepare the Nymphs, meseemed.
ORESTES
For nursing-dues of babes, or birth at hand ?
OLD MAN
Nought know I, save his purposed sacrifice.
ORESTES
With guards how many ?—or alone with thralls ?
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030
640
5*
ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
οὐδεὶς παρῆν Ἀργεῖος, οἰκεία δὲ χείρ. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οὑ που τις ὅστις γνωριεῖ μ’ ἰδών, γἐρον ; ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ5
δμῶες μέν εἰσιν, οἳ σέ γ’ οὐκ ειδὁν ποτε. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἡμῖν ἂν εἶεν, εἰ κρατοΐμζν, εὐμενεῖς ; ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ5
δουλών γὰρ ἴδιον τοῦτο, σοι δὲ σὑμφορον. ΟΡΕΧπα
πως οὖν αν αύτφ πλησιασθείην ποτὲ ; ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
στειχῳν ὅθεν σε βονθυτων ἐσόψεται. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
ὁδὺν παρ’ αυτήν, ώς ἔοικ’, ἀγροὺς ἔχει. ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
ὅθεν γ’ ἰδών σε δαιτὶ κοινωνον καλεῖ. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
πικρόν γε συνθοινάτορ\ ἢν θεὺς θἐλῃ. ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
τοὐνθένδε πρὸς τὺ πιπτον αντος ivvoei. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
καλώς ἔλεξας. ἡ τ€κουσα δ’ ἐστὶ ποῦ ; ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
Ἀργει* παρέσται δ’ ἐν τάχει θοίνη ν ἔπι. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τί δ’ οὐχ ὅμ’ ἐξωρμᾶτ’ ἐμὴ μήτηρ πὁσει; ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
ῆτὁγον τρ όμου σ α δημοτών ἐλείπετο. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
ξννὐχ’· {/ποπτος ουσα γιγνώσκ€ΐ πόλει.
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ELECTRA
OLD MAN
They only of his household ; Argives none.
ORESTES
None, ancient, who might look on me, and know ?	630
OLD MAN
Thralls are they who looked never on thy face.
ORESTES
Haply my partisans, if I prevail ?
OLD MAN
The bondmans wont, by happy chance for thee.
ORESTES
How then shall I make shift to approach to him ?
OLD MAN
Pass full in view at hour of sacrifice.
ORESTES
Hard by the highway be his lands, I trow.
OLD MAN
Thence shall he see, and bid thee to the feast.
ORESTES
A bitter fellow-feaster, heaven to help !
OLD MAN
Thereafter thou take thought, as fortune falls.
ORESTES
Well hast thou said. My mother—where is she ?	640
OLD MAN
In Argos, yet shall soon attend the feast.
ORESTES
Why went not forth my mother with her lord ?
OLD MAN
Fearing the people’s taunts there tarried she.
ORESTES
Yea—knowing how men look askance on her.
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ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
τοιαύτα· μισείται γὰρ ανόσιος γυνή.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
πως οὖν ἐκείνην τὁνδε τ’ ἐν ταυτῷ κτενώ ; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἐγὼ φόνον ye μητρος εξαρτύσομαι.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
καὶ μὴν ἐκεῖνά γ’ ἡ τύχη θήσει καλῶς. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ὑττηρετείτω μὲν δυοῖν οντοιν ὅδε.
ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
ἔσται τάδ’ · ευρίσκεις δὲ μητρὶ πῶς φονον ;
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
λἐγ’, ὦ yepaie, τάδε Κλυταιμνήστρα μολὼν· λεχώ μ’ ἀπάγγελλ’ ονσαν αρσενος τόκου. ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
πότερα πάλαι τεκοϋσαν ἣ νεωστὶ δή;
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
δέχ’ ήλιους, ἐν οἷσιν ἁγνεύει λεχὼ.
ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
καὶ δὴ τί τοῦτο μητρὶ προσβάλλει φόνον ; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἦξει κΧυουσα Χόχι ἐμοῦ νοσήματα.
ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
πόθεν; τί δ’ αὐτῇ σοῦ μεΧειν δοκεῖς, τἐκνον ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ναί* καὶ δακρύσει y άξίωμ βμων τόκων. ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
ἴσως· πάλιν τοι μύθον εἰς καμπὴ ν ἄγε. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
εΧθοΰσα μέντοι δῆλον ως ἀπόλλυται.
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OLD MAN
Even so ; a woman for her crimes abhorred.
ORESTES
How shall I slay together him and her ?
ELECTRA
Even I my mother’s slaying will prepare.
ORESTES
Good sooth, for his shall Fortune smooth the path.
ELECTRA
Herein shall twain be served of this one man.
OLD MAN
Yea. How wilt thou contrive thy mother’s death ?	650
ELECTRA
Go, ancient, say to Clytemnestra this—
Report me mother of a child, a male.
OLD MAN
Long since delivered, or but as of late ?
ELECTRA
Within Jhese ten days—purifying’s space.
OLD MAN
Yet—to thy mother how doth this bring death ?
ELECTRA
At tidings of my travail will she come.
OLD. MAN
How ?—deem’st thou, child, she careth aught for thee? ELECTRA
Yea—even to weeping for my babes’ high birth !
OLD MAN
Haply : yet toward thy goal tum thou thy speech.
ELECTRA
Let her but come, and surely is she dead.	660
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ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
καὶ μὴν ἐπ’ αὐτάς γ’ εἰσίτω δόμων πύλας. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οὔκουν τραπέσθαι σ μικρόν εἰς Ἀιδου τόδε ; ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
εἰ γὰρ θάνοιμι τοντ ἰδὼν ἐγώ ποτε.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
πρώτιστα μέν νυν τῷδ’ νφήγησαι, yepov. ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
Αἴγισθος ἔνθα νυν θυηπολεῖ θεοῖς ;
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἔπειτ’ ἀπαντῶν μητρί τἀπ’ ἐμοῦ φράσον. ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
ὦστ’ αὐτά γ’ ἐκ σοῦ στόματος εἰρῆσθαι δοκεῖν. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
σὺν ἔργον ἦδη* πρόσθεν εἵληχας φόνον. ΟΡΕΠΉ2
στείχοιμ’ ἄν, εἴ τις ἡγεμὼν γίγνοιθ’ ὁδοῦ. ΠΡΕ5ΒΤ2
670 καὶ μὴν ἐγὼ πέμποιμ’ αν οὐκ ἀκουσίμς.
ΟΡΕΧΓΗ2
ώ Ζεῦ πατρῷε καὶ τροτταΐ έχθρών £μων,1
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οϊκτ€ΐρ€ θ’ ἡμᾶς, οἰκτρὰ γὰρ πεπὁνθαμεν, ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ25
οϊκτ€ΐρ€ δῆτα σούς γε φύντας ἐκγὁνους. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
Ἠρα τε, βωμών ἢ Μ υ κη ναίω ν κρατεῖς,
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
νίκην δὺς ἡμῖν, εἰ Βίκαι αίτούμβθα,
1 Lines 671-682 have been variously arranged and assigned. Murray’s arrangement is here adopted, as most dramatio.
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OLD MAN
Nay then, to the very house-door let her come.
ELECTRA
Is not the bypath thence to Hades’ short ?
OLD MAN
Oh but to see this hour, then welcome death!
ELECTRA
First, ancient, then, be guide unto this mail.
OLD MAN
To where Aegisthus doeth sacrifice ?
ELECTRA
Then seek my mother, and my message tell.
OLD MAN
Yea, it shall seem the utterance of thy lips.
Electra (to Orestes)
Now to thy work. Thou drewest first blood-lot.
ORESTES
I will set forth if any guide appear.
OLD MAN
Even I will speed thee thither nothing lotto	670
ORESTES
My fathers’ God, Zeus, smiter of my foes,
ELECTRA
Pity us : pitiful our wrongs have been.
OLD MAN
Yea, pity those whose lineage is of thee !
ELECTRA
Queen of Mycenae’s altars, Hera, help!
ORESTES
Grant to us victory, if we claim the right.
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ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
δὺς δῆτα πατρός τοῖσδε τιμωρον δίκην.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ί Π Μ »	λ	Τ £ /	>	*	/
ω 1 αι ανασσα, χειρας ἡ οιοωμ εμάς,
ΟΡΕ3ΤΗ2
σύ τ’, ὦ κάτω γῆς ἀνοσίως οἰκῶν πάτερ, ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
αμυν ἄμυνε τοῖσδε φιλτάτοις τέκνοις.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
νυν πάντα νεκρόν ἐλθὲ σύμμαχον λαβών, ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οΐπερ γε σὺν σοὶ Φρύγας άνήΧωσαν δορί, ΠΡΕ2ΒΤ2
χωσοι στυηούσιν άνοσίονς μιάστορας'
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ήκουσας, ω Βείν ἐξ ἐμῆς μητρος παθών; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
πάντ, οΐΒ\ ακούει τάδε πατήρ· στείχειν δ’ ἀκμή. καί σοι προφωνώ προς τάδ’ Αἵγισθον θανεῖν ώς, εἰ παΧαισθεις πτώμα θανάσιμου πεσει, τέθνηκα κάηώ, μηδὲ με ζώσαν λἐγε. παίσω yap ήπαρ 1 τοὐμὸν άμφήκει ξίφει. δόμων δ’ ἔπω /3ᾶσ* εύτρεπες ποιήσομαι, ως, ἢν μὲν ἔλθῃ πύστις ευτυχής σέθεν, ὸλολὑξεται πᾶν δῶμα* θνήσκοντος δὲ σου τάναντι εσταΛ τῶνδε· τ αυτά σοι λέγω. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
πάιπ οἶδα.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
προς τάδ’ ἄνδρα γίηνεσθαί σε χρή. ὑμεῖς δέ μοι, γυναῖκες, ευ πυρσεύετε
1 Geel: for κάρα γάρ of MS-
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OLD MAN
Grant for their father vengeance unto these!
ELECTRA
0	Earth, O Queen, on whom I lay riiine hands,
ORESTES
Father, by foul wrong dweller ’neath the earth,
OLD MAN
Help, help them, these thy children best-beloved.
ORESTES
Come ! bring all those thy battle-helpers slain,	680
ELECTRA
All them whose spears with thee laid Phrygians low,
OLD MAN
Yea, all which hate defilers impious!
ORESTES
Hear’st thou, O foully-entreated of my mother ?
ELECTRA
Our sire hears all, I know :—but time bids forth. Therefore I warn thee, Aegisthus needs must die.
If thou, o’emastered, fall a deadly fall,
1	die too; count me then no more alive :
For I with sword twin-edged will pierce mine heart.
Now pass I in, to set in order all,
For, if there come fair tidings touching thee,	690
The house shall shout its joy ; but, if thou die,
Far other shall betide. Thus charge I thee.
ORESTES
All know I.
ELECTRA
Wherefore must thou play the man.
And ye, girls, beacon-like raise signal cry
«5
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
κραυγήν άγωνος τοῦδε, φρουρήσω δ* ἐγὼ πρόχειρον ἔγχος χειρὶ βασταζουσ ἐμῆ. οὐ γὰρ 7Γ0Τ’ ἐχθροῖς τοῖς ἐμοῖς νικωμένη δίκην ύφέξω σωμ ἐμὺν καθυβρίσαι.
XOPOS
ἀταλᾶς ὑπο ματρός	στρ. α!
700	Ἀργείων ορίων ποτὲ κΧηδὼν
ἐν ποΧιαϊσι μἐνει φάμαις εὐαρμὁστοις ἐν καλάμοις Πᾶνα μούσαν άδύθροον ττνίοντ, αγρών ταμίαν, χρυσίαν αρνα καΧλΙττοκον ιτ ο ρ ευ σ αι* 7Γ€τρίνοις ο ἐπιστὰς καρυξ ίαχβν βάθρου?* αγοράν αγοράν, Μυκηναιοι,
710	στεἔχετε μακαρίων όψόμενοι τυράννων
φάσματα,f λείματα, χοροί δ’ Ατρείδαν |ἐγἐραιρομὴ οἴκους·1
θυμέλαι δ’ ἐπίτναντο	ἀντ. α'
χρυσήΧατοι, σελαγεῖτο δ’ ἀν’ ἄστυ πῦρ έττιβώμων Ἀργείων · λωτὸς δὲ φθόγγον κέΧάδει
1 The text of 11. 711, 712 is corrupt, and scholars are not agreed as to the sense.
66
Digitized by L.ooole
ELECTRA
Of this strife’s issue. I will keep good watch, 1 Holding the sword aye ready in my grasp :
For never, overmastered, to my foes Will I for vengeance-outrage yield me up.
[Retires within cottage. Exeunt or., pyl.. and o. m.
. CHORUS
In ancient song is the tale yet told1	(Str. 1)
How Pan, the Master of forest and mead,	700
Unearthly sweet while the melody rolled From his pipes of cunningly-linked reed,
•Did of yore from the mountains of Argos lead,
From the midst of the tender ewes of the fold,
A lamb bright-fleeced with the splendour of gold.
From the steps of marble the herald then Cried all the folic to the market-place—
"To the gathering away, O Argive men!
On the awesome portent press to gaze	710
Of the lords of the heaven-favoured race ! ”
And with blithe acclaim the dancers came, and with songs of praise.
(Ant. 1.)
And the gold-laid pavements in glorious wise Were tapestry-spread : through street on street Flashed flames of the Argives’ sacrifice ;
And the voices were ringing of flutes most sweet, Which render the Muses service meet:
1 When Atreus and Thyestes both claimed the throne, it was decided that whichever of them should display a divine portent should be king. A lamb with golden fleeoe appeared amongst the flocks of Atreus; but Aerope, his wife, conveyed it to her paramour Thyestes. Atreus, in revenge, threw Aerope into the sea, murdered Thyestes’ eons, and served their flesh up at a feast to them father. Euripides omits the details of this vengeance, and passes on directly to its consequences in the judgment of Heaven.
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κάΧΚιστον, Μ ουσα ν θεράπων μολπαὶ δ’ ηΰξοντ εραται χρυσέας ἀρνὁς, ως ἐστὶ Χἀγος1 Θυέστου· κρύφιας yap βὐναῖς 7τείσας ἄλογον φιλάν Ἀτρέως, τέρας εκκομίξει πρὸς δώματα* νεὁμενος δ’ εἰς ἀγὁρους ἀύτει τὰν κερὁεσσαν ἔ-
χειν χρυσόμαλλου κατὰ δώμα ποίμναν.
τότε δὴ τότε φαεννὰς	στρί
άστρων μετέβασ ὀδοὺς
Ζεὺς καὶ φέγγος άελίου
λευκόν τε πρόσωπον ἀοῦς,
τὰ δ’ ἔσπερα νώτ’ ελαύνει
θερμά φλoyι θεοπύρψ,
νεφέλαι δ’ ἔνυδροι πρὸς άρκτον,
ζηραί τ Άμμωνίδες ἕδραι
φθίνουσ ἀπειρὁδροσοι,
καλλίστων όμβρων Διόθεν στερείσαι.
λἐγεται, τάδε δὲ πίστιν	*αντ.
σμικραν παρ’ ἔμοιγ’ ἔχει,
στρέψαι θερμαν άέλιον
γρνσωπδν έδραν ἀλλάξαν-
τα δυστυχία βροτείφ
θνατας ενεκεν οίκας,
φοβεροί δὲ βροτοΐσι μύθοι
κέρδος προς Θεών θεραπείας.
ὦν οὐ μνασθεισα πόσιν
κτείνεις, κλεινών συyyεvέτειp άδίλφών,
1 Paley: for (corrupt) Mkoyot of MSS.
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But with triumph-swell did a strange chant rise—
“ Lo, the Golden Lamb is Thyestes’ prize ! ”
For the nets of a love with dark guile fraught
O’er the soul of Atreus* bride did he fling ;	720
And the marvel so to his halls hath he brought,
And hath sped to the thronged folk, publishing How his palace had gotten that strange homed thing,	[they hailed him king.
The golden-fleeced and the strife so ceased, and
Then, theii, in his anger arose Zeus, turning (Str. 2)
The stars’ feet back on the fire-fretted way;
Yea, and the Suns car splendour-burning,
And the misty eyes of the morning grey.	730
And with flash of his chariot-wheels back-flying Flushed crimson the face of the fading day:
To the north fled the clouds with their burden sighing;
And for rains withheld, and for dews fast-drying The dwellings of Ammon in faintness were yearning,
For sweet showers crying to heavens denying.
(Ant. 2)
It is told of the singers—scant credence such story, Touching secrets of Gods, of my spirit hath won—
That the Sun from that vision turned backward the glory
Of the gold of the face of his flaming throne, [ing With the scourge of his wrath in affliction repay- 740 Mortals for deeds in their mad feuds done.
Yet it may be the tale liveth, soul-afFraying,
To bow us to God ward in lowly obeying.
O mother of princes, it rose not before thee [slaying!
Mid thy lord’s moan, staying thine hand from the
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ἔα ἔα·
φίλαι, βοής ήκούσατ, ἢ δοκὼ κενὴ ὑπῆλθέ μ’, ὧστε νερτέρα βροντή Διὸς ; ἰδού, τάδ’ οὐκ άσημα πνεύματ’ αίρεται* δέσποιν’, ἄμεόψον δώματ’, Ήλεκτρα, τάδε. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
φίλαι, τί χρήμα ; πώς άφωνος ἦκομεν ; Χ0Ρ02
οὐκ οἶδα'πλὴν ἕν φόνων οίμωηήν κλύω,
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ήκονσα κἀγώ, τηλόθεν μέν, ἀλλ’ ὅμως. Χ0Ρ02
μακράν yap ἔρπει γῆρυς, ἐμφανἧς γ6 μὴ^· ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
Ἀργεῖος ὁ στεναγμός ἣ φίλων έμών;
Χ0Ρ05
οὐκ οἶδα* πᾶν γὰρ piyvvrai μέλος βοής,
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
σφayήv ἀυτεῖς τήνδε μοι* τί μέλλομεν ; ΧΟΡΟΣ
ἔπισχε, τρανῶς ως μάθης τύχας σέθεν. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οὐκ ἔστι* νικώμεσθα* ποῦ γὰρ ά^γ^έλοι; XOPOS
ήξουσιν οὔτοι βασιλέα φαΰλον κτανεῖν.
ΑΓΓΕΛΟΙ
ὦ καλλίνικοι παρθένοι Μυκηνίδες, νικώντ Ὀρέστην πᾶσιν άyyέλλω φίλοις, Ἀγαμέμνονος δὲ φονέα κείμενον πέδῳ Αἴγισθον ἀλλὰ θεοῖσιν εὓχεσθαι χρεὼν.
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Ha, friends!
Heard ye a great voice—or am I beguiled Of fancy ?—like earth-muffled thunder of Zeus ?
Lo there, the gale is swelling all too plain !
Princess, come forth thine house!—Electra, come !	750
Enter Electra.
ELECTRA
Friends, what befalls ? How doth our conflict speed ?
CHORUS
I know but this, I hear a cry of death.
ELECTRA
I also hear—far off—yet oh, I hear!
chorus ·
Faint from the distance stole the cry, yet clear.
ELECTRA
A shriek of Argives ?—or of them I love ?
CHORUS
I know not: all confused rang out the strain.
ELECTRA
Thine answer is my death !—why linger I ?
CHORUS
Stay, till in certainty thou learn thy fate.
ELECTRA
No—vanquished!—where be they, his messengers ?
CHORUS
They yet shall come ; not lightly slain are kings. 760 Enter messenger. .
MESSENGER
Victory! victory, Mycenaean maids !
To all friends, tidings of Orestes’ triumph!
Low liet.h igftmpmnnn’q mimrWef Aegisthus: render thanks unto the Gods.
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τις δ’ εἴ σύ ; πώς μοι πιστὰ σημαίνεις τάδε ; ΑΓΓΕΛ05
οὐκ οἵσθ’ ἀδελφοῦ μ’ είσορώσα πρὁσπολον ; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ὦ φίλτατ’, ἐκ τοι δείματος δυσηνωσίάν ει^ον προσώπου· νῦν δὲ γιγνώσκω σε δή. τι φής ; τἐθνηκε πατρός εμού στυγνός φονεὺς ; ΑΓΓΕΛ05
770 τέθνηκε· δίς σοι ταυθ\ α y ονν βούλει, λέγω.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ὦ θεοί, Δίκη τε πάνθ’ όρώσ, ἡλθές ποτε.
7Γ0ί^> τρόπω δὲ καὶ τίνι ρυθμφ φόνον κτεΐνει Θυέστου παῖδα, βουλομαι μαθεΐν. ΑΓΓΕΛΟΙ
ἐπεὶ μεΧάθρων τώνδ* άπηραμεν πόδα, εισβάντες ἦμεν δίκροτον εἰς αμαξιτόν, ενθ* ἦν ὁ κλεινὸς τῶν Μυκηναίων ἄναξ.
βφώϊ, ^
\ r-κέ -πὲῖοεπων τερεινης μυρσίνης καρα πΧοκους^/.<&\ ίοων τ άυτεΐ· χαίρετ, ω ξένοι· τινες ;
780 ποθεν πορεύεσθ*; ἔστε τ’ ἐκ ποιας χθονός ;
ὁ δ’ εἶπ’ Ὀρέστης· Θεσσαλοί* πρὸς δ’ Ἀλφεὺν θύσοντες έρχόμεσθ’ Ὀλυμπί^) Διί. κΧύων δε τaΰτ·Aϊyισθoς έννεπει τάδε· νυν μεν παρ ἡμῖν χρὴ σννεστίονς εμοι θοίνη yεvέσθaι· τυγχάνω δὲ βουθυτών Νὑμφαις· ὲῴοι δ’ εξαναστάντες Χεχους εις ταυτον ηξετ. ἀλλ’ ϊωμεν εις δόμους— καὶ ταῦθ’ άμ χόρευε και χερὸς Χαβών παρηηεν ημάς—οὐδ’ άπαρνεισθαι χρεών.
790 ἐπεὶ δ’ εν οϊκοις ἦμεν, έννεπει τάδε·
72
vt£>
5*
Digitized by UoogLe
ELECTRA
ELECTRA
Who art thou ?—what attests thy tidings’ truth ?
MESSENGER
Look,—dost thou know me not,—thy brother’s henchman ?
ELECTRA
O friend, I knew not, out of very fear,
Thy face ; but now in very sooth I know.
How Say’st thou ?—is my site’s foul murderer dead ?
MESSENGER
Dead. Twice I say it, since thou will’st it so.	«770
ELECTRA
Gods ! All-seeing Justice, thou hast come at last!
In what wise, and by what device of death,
Slew he Thyestes’ son ? I fain would know.
MESSENGER
Soon as our feet from thine abode had passed,
The highway chariot-rutted entered we:
There was this Mycenaean king renowned.
Into his watered garden had he turned,	* κ’ ^
yrlucking soft myrtle-sprays to bind his brows. ^ r* \
He saw, and cried, “ Hail strangers, who be ye ?
Whence journeying, and children of what land ? ”	780
“ Thessalians we/’ Orestes spake, “ who seek Alpheus, to sacrifice to Olympian Zeus.”
Now when Aegisthus heard this, answered he :
“ Nay, at this altar-feast ye needs must be My guests : I sacrifice unto the Nymphs.
With moriitng shall ye rise from sleep, and speed No less. Come, let us go into the house/’—
So speaking, did he take us by the hand,
And led us in,—“ ye may not say me nay.”
And, when we stood within his doors, he spake :	790
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λουτρ’ ως τάγιστα τοῖς ξένοις τις αίρέτω, ώς ἀμφὶ βωμόν στῶσι χερνίβων πἐΧας. ἀλλ’ εἷπ’ Ὀρέστης· ἀρτίως ηηνίσμεθα ΧουτροΙσι καθαροΐς ποταμίων ρείθρων απο. εἰ δὲ ξένους άστοισι συνθὑειν χρεών,
Αἴγισθ*, ἔποιμοι κοὐκ ἀπαρνούμεσθ’, ἄναξ. τούτον μὲν οὖν μεθεῖσαν ἐκ μέ&ου λόγον Xoyχaς δὲ θέντες δεσπότου φρουρηματα δμῶες πρὸς ἔργον Πάντες tea αν χέρας. οι μὲν σφαγεῖον ἔφερον, οἱ δ* ἦρον κανά, ἄλλοι δὲ πυρ άνήπτον άμφί τ έσχάρας Χέβητας ωρθουν πάσα δ’ έκτυποι στέγη. Χαβών δὲ προχντας μητρος εὐνέτης σέθεν εβαΧΧε βωμούς, τοιάδ’ έννέπων ἔπη*
Νύμφαι πετραἷαι, πολλάκις με βονθυτβΐν καί την κατ οίκους Τυνδαρίδα δάμαρτ’ ἐμήν πράσσοντας ως νυν, τούς δ’ ἐμοὺς εχθρούς κακώς·
λέγων Ὀρέστην καὶ σέ. δεσπότης δ’ ἐμὸς τάναντι ηΰχετ, ου ηεηωνίσκων Xoyovr, λαβεῖν πατρώα δώματ’. ἐκ κανού δ* ὲλὼν Αἴγισθος ορθήν σφαγίδα, μοσχείαν τρίχα τερών, ἐφ’ ayvov πύρ εθηκε δεξιᾴ, κἄσφαξ* ἐπ’ ώμων μόσχον ως ήραν χεροΐν δμώες, λέγει δέ σῷ κασιγνήτῳ τάδε* ἐκ τῶν καλών κομπούσι τοῖσι Θεσσαλοῖς εἶναι τὁδ’, ὅστις ταύρον άρταμεΐ καΧώς ίππους τ’ ὸγμάξει. λαβὲ σίδηρον, ω ξένε, δεΐξόν τε φημην ἔτυμον ἀμφὶ Θεσσαλῶν. ὁ δ’ εύκρότητον Δωρίδ’ άρπάσας χεροϊν, ρίψας απ’ ώμων ευπρεπή πορπάματα Πυλάδην μὲν εἵλετ’ ἐν πόνοις υπηρέτην,
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“ Let one with speed bring water for the guests,
That they may compass with cleansed hands the altar.”
But spake Orestes, “ In pure river-streams It was but now we purified ourselves.
If strangers may with citizens sacrifice,
Ready we are, nor say thee nay, O King.”
Such words they spake in hearing of us all.
Then, laying down their spears, the tyrant’s guards,
His thralls, all set their hands unto the work.
Some brought the bowl of slaughter, some the
maunds:	800
The fire some kindled, and the caldrons set Over the hearths: with tumult rang the roofs.
Then took thy mother’s paramour the meal,
And thus spake, on the altars casting it:
" Nymphs of the Rocks, vouchsafe me oft, with her,
Mine home-mate Tyndareus* child, to sacrifice,
As now, blest, and my foes in like ill case.”
Thee and Orestes meant he; but my lord Reversed the prayer, low-murmuring, even to win Ancestral halls. Aegisthus from the maund	810
Took the straight blade, the calf’s hair shore therewith,
And on the pure flame with his right hand cast;
Then, when his thralls heaved shoulder-high the calf, .Severed the throat, and to thy brother spake:
“ Herein, men boast, Thessalians take their pride,
In deftly quartering the slaughtered bull,
And taming steeds. Take thou the steel, O guest,
And prove the fame of the Thessalians true.”
He grasped a fair-wrought Dorian blade in hand,
And from his shoulder cast his graceful cloak,	820
Took Pylades for helper in his task,
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δμῶας δ* απωθεί· καὶ λαβών μόσχον πόδα, λευκάς iyύμνου σάρκας έκτείνων χἐρα* θᾶσσον δὲ βύρσαν ἐξέδειρεν ἢ δρομεὺς δισσοὺς δίαυλους ιππίους διήνυσε, κἀνεῖτο Xayόvaς. ιερά δ* εἰ? χεῖρας Χαβων Αἴγισθος ἡθρει. καὶ Χοβος μεν ον προσήν σπΧάηχνοις, πύλαι δὲ καὶ δοχαὶ χολῆς πέλας κακάς εφαινον τῷ σκοποΰντι προσβοΧάς. χώ μὲν σκυθράζει, δεσπότης δ’ άνιστορεΐ· τί χρῆμ ἀθυμεῖς, ὦ ξέν’; ορρωδώ τινα δόλον θύρσιον. ἔστι δ’ ἔχθιστος βροτων Ἀγαμέμνονος παῖς πολέμιος τ’ ἐμοῖς δὁμοις. ὁ δ’ εἷπε· φυγάδος δῆτα δειμαίνεις δὁλον, πόλεως ανάσσων ; οὐχ, ὅπως παστήρια θοινασόμεσθα, Φθιάδ* ἀντὶ Δωρικής οϊσ€ΐ τις ή μιν κοπίδ’/ ἀπορρήξω χέΧνν.
Χαβων δὲ κόπτει. σπΧάηγνα δ’ Κϊηισθος Χαβων ἡθρει διαιρῶν* τοῦ δὲ νευοντος κάτω όνυχας ἐπ’ άκρονς στὰς κασίηνητος σέθεν εἰς σφονδύλους ἔπαισε, νωτιαΐα δὲ ερρηξεν άρθρα· πᾶν δὲ σῶμ’ ἄνω κάτω ησπαιρεν, έσφάΒαζε Βνσθνήσκον φὁνῳ.
Βμώες δ’ ἰδὁντες εὐθὺς ῄξαν εἰ? δόρυ, πολλοὶ μάχεσθαι πρὸς δὺς ἀνδρείας δ* ὑπο ἔστησαν άντίπρφρα σείοντες βέΧη Πυλάδης Ό ρέστης τ’* εἶπε δ’, οὐχὶ δυσμενὴς ἦκω πόλει τῇδ’ οὐδ’ ἐμοῖς ὸπάοσι, φονέα δὲ πατρός άντετιμωρησάμην τΧήμων Ὀρέστης· ἀλλὰ μή με καίνετε, πατρὸς τταΧαιοΙ Βμώες· οι δ’, ἐπεὶ Xόyωv
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And put the thralls back; seized the calf s foot then,
Bared the white flesh, with free sweep of his arm,
And quicker flayed the hide than runner’s feet Twice round the turnings of the horse-course speed:
So opened it. Aegisthus grasped the inwards,
And gazed thereon. No lobe the liver had :
The gate-vein, the gall-bladder nigh thereto,
Portended perilous scathe to him that looked.
Scowling he stared ; but straight my master asks :	830
“Why cast down, O mine host?” “A stranger’s guile
I dread. Of all men hatefullest to me,
And foe to mine, is Agamemnon’s son.”
But he, “ Go to : thou fear an exile’s guile—
The King! That we on flesh of sacrifice May feast, let one for this of Doris bring A Phthian knife:1 the breast-bone let me cleave.”
So took, and cleft. Aegisthus grasped the inwards, Parted, and gazed. Even as he bowed his head,
Thy brother strained himself full height, and smote 840 Down on his spine, and through his backbone’s joints Crashed. Shuddered all his frame from head to foot, Convulsed in throes of agony dying hard.
Straightway the thralls beholding sprang to arms,—
A host to fight with two,—but unafraid
Pylades and Orestes, brandishing
Their weapons, faced them : “ Not a foe,” he cried,
“ To Argos, nor my servants, am I cpme !
I have avenged me on my father’s slayer,—
Orestes I, the hapless ! Slay me not,	850
My father s ancient thralls ! ” They, when they heard
1 A heavy cleaver, better adapted both for hie ostensible and for his real purpose.
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ήκουσαν, ίσχον κάμακας* ἐγνώσθη δ* ὑπο 7έροντος ἐν δὁμοισιν αρχαίου τινος, ^.στίφουσι δ\ εὐθὺς σοῦ βκασιγνήτου κάρα χαίροντβς ὰλακα^ὐτὲςχτερ^εται δὲ σοὶ κάρα ’πιδείξων, οὐχὶ -Ρσργὁνος φέρων, ἀλλ’ ὸν στυγεῖς Αἵγισθον αἷμα ο αίματος πικρὸς δανεισμὸς ἦλθε τῷ θανόντι νυν.
Χ0Ρ02
θε? εἰ? χορόν, ὦ φίλα, ίχνος,	στρ.
ως νββρος ουράνιον
πήδημα κουφίζουσα συν ά<γλαία'
νίκα στβφαναφορίαν
οΐαν παρ Ἀλφειοῦ ρβέθροις τελέσας
κασίγνητο? σέθεν* ἀλλ ἐπάειδε
καλλίνικον φδάν έμφ χορφ.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ὦ φέγγος, ω τέθριππον ήλιου σέλας, ω yaia και νὺξ ἢν ἐδερκὁμην πάρος, νῦν ὄμμα τοὐμὸν άμπτυχαί τ ελεύθεροι, ἐπεὶ πατρός πἐπτωκεν Αἴγισθος φ(ψ€υς. ^ϋφέρ, olaJSm έχω και δόμοι κ€υ$ουσι μου κόμης ἀγάλματ’ ἐξἐνέγκωμαι, φίλαι, στέψω τ ἀδελφοῦ κράτα του νικηφόρουῶμ
Χ0Ρ05
σὺ μέν νυν άηάλματ aeipe	ἀντ.
κρατί· τό δ* ἁμέτερον
χωρήσβται Μούσαισι χόρβυμα φίλον.
νυν οι πάρος ἁμέτεροι
ηαίας τυραννβύσουσι φίλοι βασιλής,
δικαίως τούσδ’ αδίκους καθέλόντες.
ἀλλ’ ἴτω ξύναυλος βοά χαρά.
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His words, stayed spear; and recognised was he 0{ an old servant, long time of the house.
<-Stipightway a wreath upon thy brother’s brow They s^fc^ith shouts rejoicing. And he comes To show the head to thee—no Gorgon’s this,
But whom thou hat’st, Aegisthus. Blood for blood,
Bitter repayment, to the slain hath come.
CHORUS
Forth to the dance, O beloved, with feet	(Str.)
That rapture is winging !	860
Bounding from earth, as a fawn’s, let them fleet!
Lo, thy brother comes bringing Victory-garlands more fair than they gain By Alpheus’ flow! As I dance, be thy strain Of triumph outringing!
ELECTRA
O light, O splendour of the Sun-god’s steeds,
O Earth, and Night that filled my gaze till now,
Free are mine eyes now:	dawn’s wings open
free !
My father’s slayer Aegisthus is laid low!
<^Qome, such things as I have, my dwelling’s store, 870 Let me bring forth to grace his hair, O friend^
To crown my conquering brother’s head withal*. ^
CHORUS
Crown him, the conqueror !—garlands upraise, (Ant.)
Thy thanksgiving-oblation!
To the dance that the Muses love forth will we pace.
Now shall rule o’er our nation Her kings well-beloved whom of old she hath known;
For the right is triumphant, the tyrant o’erthrown.
Ring, joy’s exultation!
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ω καλλίνικε, πατρὸς ἐκ νικηφόρου	.
7*γ ὡς, * O ρέστα, της ίπτ Τλίμ μάχης,ν ν^χ^ ^^οέξαι κόμης σῆς βοὑπρὗ)^νἀνδήμαται^> ηΚεις γὰρ οὐκ ἀχρεῖον ἕκπλεθρον δραμὼν ἀγὼν’ ἐς οϊκους, ἀλλὰ πολέμιον κτανων Αἔχισθον, ὺς σὺν ττατέρα κάμον ώλεσε. σύ τ’, ώ παρασπίστ, άνδρος ευσεβέστατου παίδευμα/ΤΙυΧάδη, στέφανον ἐξ ἐμῆς χερὸς δέχου^φίρει 7ὰΡ καὶ συ τωδ* Ισον μέρος ayωvoς· αει ο ευτυχείς φαινοισσέ μοι.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
θεοὺς μὲν ἡγοῦ πρώτον, Ἠλέκτρα, τύχης δήχηγέτας τῆσδ’, εἶτα καμ €7Γαίν€σον τον των Θεών τε τῆς τύχης θ’ ύττηρέτην. ἦκω γὰρ οὐ λόγοισιν ἀλλ* ἔργοις κτανων Αἴγισθον ὼς δέ τῳ σάφ’ εἰδέναι τάδε προθώμεν, αυτόν τον θανόντα σοι φέρω, ον, εἴτε χρῄζεις, θηρσϊν αρπαγήν προθες, ἢ σκῦλον οιωνοΐσιν αίθέρος τέκνοις ττήζασ ἔρεισον σκόΧοπι· σὸς γάρ ἐστι νῦν δοῦλος, πάροιθε δεσπότης κεκλημένος.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
αίσχύνομαι μέν, βούλομαι δ* εἰπεῖν όμως, ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τί χρήμα; λέξον, ως φόβου y ἔξωθεν εἶ.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
νεκρούς ὑβρίζειν, μή μέ τις φθὁνῳ βάλῃ. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οὐκ ἔστιν οὐδεὶς ὅστις ἄν μὑμψαιτὁ σε.
8ο
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Enter orestes and pylades, with attendants hearing Aegisthus’ body.
ELECTRA
Hail, glorious conqueror, Orestes sprung	880
Of father triumph-crowned in Ilium’s war !
{^Receive this wreath to bind thy clustering hair^^*
Thou hast come home, who hast run no profitless course
In athlete-race, but who hast slain thy foe Aegisthus, murderer of thy siye and mine.
And thou, his battle-helper, Pylades,
A good man’s nursling, from mine hand accept A wreafih^dor in this conflict was thy part As his :' m my sight ever prosper ye!
ORESTES
The Gods account thou first, Electra, authors	890
Of this day’s fortune : praise thereafter me,
Whom am but minister of heaven and fate.
I come, who not in word, but deed, have slain Aegisthus, and for proof for whoso will To know, the dead man’s self I bring to thee ;
Whom, if thou wilt, for ravin of beasts cast forth,
Or for the children of the air to rend Impale him on a stake : thy bondman now Is he, who heretofore was called thy lord.
ELECTRA
I take shame—none the less I fain would speak—	900
ORESTES
What is it ? Speak: thou hast left fear’s prison-house.
ELECTRA
To mock the dead, lest ill-will light on me. ‘
ORESTES
There is no man can blame thee for such cause.
δι
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δυσάρεστος ἡμῶν καὶ φιλόψογος πόλις.
ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ5
λέγ’, εἴ τι χρῄζεις, σύyyov · ἀσττὁνδοισι γἐφ νὁμοισιν ἔχθραν τῷδε συμβεβλήκαμβν.
•	ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
εἶεν τίν αρχήν πρωτά σ ἐξείπω κακών; ποία? τελευτάς; τινα μέσον τάξω λόγον; καὶ μὴν δι’ ορθρων γ’ οὑποτ’ ἐξελίμπανον θρυλούσ α y εἰπεῖν ἡθελον κατ’ ὄμμα σὸν, εἰ δὴ γενοίμην δειμάτων ελεύθερα των πρόσθε· νῦν οὖν ἐσμεν ἀποδώσω δέ σοι ἐκεῖν’ ἆ σε ζῶντ* ἡθελον λέξαι κακά. ἀπώλεσάς με κώρφανην φίλου ητατρὺς καὶ πὸνδ’ ἔθηκας, οὐδὲν ἡδικημένος, κἄγημας αἰσχρῶς μητέρ’ ἄνδρα τ’ ἔκτανες στρατηλατοΰνθ’ Ἕλλησιν, οὐκ ἐλθὼν Φρἀγας. εἰς τοῦτο δ’ ἦλθες ἀμαθία? ὧ στ’ ήλπισας ώς ἐς σὲ μὲν δὴ μητέ^’ οὐ^ ἕξεις κακήν 7ἥμας, ἐμοῦ δὲ πατρός ἡδικεις λἐχη. ἴστω δ’, ὅταν τις διολἐσας δάμαρτά του κρνπταϊσιν εὐναῖς εἷτ’ ἀναγκασθῇ λαβεῖν, δύστηνός ἐστιν, εἰ δοκεῖ τὺ σωφρονεῖν ἐκεῖ μὲν αυτήν ου κ ἔχειν, παρ’ οἷ δ’ ἔχειν. αληιστα δ’ ωκβις, οὐ δοκών οἰκεῖν κακώς· ῄδησθα γὰρ δῆτ’ αν όσων yημάς yapfov, μητηρ δὲ σ’ ἄνδρα δυσσεβῆ κεκτημένη. αμφω πονηρώ δ* ὅντ’ άφαιρβΐσθον τύχην, κείνη τε τὴν σὴν και σὺ τούκβίνης κακόν. πᾶσιν δ’ ἐν Ἀργείοισιν ἦκουες τάδε· ὁ τῆς 7υναικός, οὐχὶ τἀνδρὺς ἡ γυνή. καίτοι τὁδ’ αισχρόν, προστατών γε δωμάτων
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Our folk be ill to please, and censure-prone.
ORESTES
Speak, sister, what thou wilt. No terms of truce Be in the feud betwixt us and this man.
Electra (to the corpse)
So be it. Where shall my reproach begin ?
Where end ? Where shall the arraignment find its midst?
Yet, mom by mom, I never wont to cease Conning what I would tell thee to thy face,	910
If ever from past terrors disenthralled I stood. Now am I; and I pay the debt Of taunts I fain had hurled at thee alive.
Thou wast my ruin, of a sire beloved
Didst orphan me and him, who wronged thee never,
Didst foully wed my mother, slew’st her lord,
Hellas’ war-chief,—thou who ne’er sawest Troy ϊ Such was thy folly’s depth that thou didst dream Thou hadst wedded in my mother a true wife,
With whom thou didst defile my father s couch !	920
Let whoso draggeth down his neighbour’s wife To folly, and then must take her for his own,
Know himself dupe, who deemeth that to him She shall be true, who to her lord was false.
Wretched thy life was, which thou thoughtest blest:
Thou knewest thine a marriage impious,
And she, that she had ta’en for lord a villain. Transgressors both, each other s lot ye took;
She took thy baseness, thou didst take her curse.
And through all Argos this was still thy name—	930
“ That womans husband”: none said “That man’s wife.”
Yet shame is this, when foremost in the home
• 83
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γυναῖκα, μὴ τον ἄνδρα· κἀκείνους στνγώ τοὺς παιδας, ὅστις τοῦ μὲν ἄρσενος πατρὸς οὐκ ωνόμασται, τῆς δὲ μητρὺς ἐν πόλει. ἐπίσημα γὰρ γήμαντι καὶ μείξα> λἐχη τἀνδρὺς μὲν οὐδείς, τῶν δὲ θηλειών λόγος. δ δ’ ἡπάτα σε πλεῖστον οὐκ ἐγνωκότα, ηὑχεις τις εἶναι τοῖσι χδήμασι σθένων τὰ δ’ οὐδὲν εἰ μὴ βραχυνόμιλήσαι χρόνον. ἡ 7ὰρ φύσις βέβαιος, ον τα χρήματα. ἡ μὲν γὰρ ἀεὶ τταραμένουσ αίρει κάρα·1 ὁ δ* ὄλβος ἄδικος καὶ μετὰ σκαιων ξυνων ἐξἐπτατ’ οϊκων, σμικρον άνθήσας χρόνον. α δ’ εἰς γυναίκας, παρθένφ γὰρ οὐ καλὸν λέγειν, σιωπώ, γνώριμος δ’ αίνίξομαι. ύβριζες, ως δὴ βασιλικούς ἔχων δόμους κάλλει τ’ άραρώς^αλλ' ἔμοιγ’ εἴη πόσις μὴ παρθενωπός, αλΧὰ τάνδρείον τρόττονΓ^> τὰ γὰρ τἐκν αυτών Ἀρεος εκκρεμάνννται, τὰ δ* εὑπρεπῆ δὴ κόσμος ἐν χοροΐς μόνον, ἔρρ\ οὐδὲν εἰδὼς ών εφευρεθείς χρόνφ δίκην δέδωκας, ωδέ τις κακούργος ὦν. μή μοι, το πρώτον βήμ εάν δράμη καλώς, νικάν δοκείτω τὴν δίκην, πριν ἄν πέρας γραμμής ΐκη τ αι καί τέλος κάμψη βίου.
Χ0Ρ02
ἔπραξε δεινά, δεινά δ’ άντέδωκε σοὶ καὶ τῷδ’ · ἔχει 7ὰρ ἦ Δίκη μέγα σθένος.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
εἶεν· κόμιζειν τονδε σώμ εἴσω χρεών σκότφ τε δούναι, δμωες, ως όταν μόλη μήτηρ, σφαγής πάροιθε μὴ είσίδη νεκρόν.
1 Tyrwhitt: for κακά, ‘‘ maketh end of ills.”
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Is wife, not husband. Out upon the sons That not the man’s, their father’s, sons are called,
Nay, but the mother s, all the city through !
For, when the ignoble weddeth high-born bride,
None take account of him, but all of her.
This was thy strong delusion, blind of heart,
Through pride of wealth to boast thee some great one!
Nought wealth is, save for fleeting fellowship.	940
’Tis character abideth, not possessions :
This, ever-staying, lifteth up the head ;
But wealth by vanity gotten, held of fools,
Takes to it wings ; as a flower it fadeth soon.
For those thy sins of the flesh—for maid unmeet To name—I speak them not: suffice the hint!
Thou waxedst wanton, with thy royal halls,
Thy pride of goodlihead k^Be mine & spouse Not girl-faced, but a man in mien and porjtU^
The sons of these to warrior-prowess cleave ;	950
Those, the fair-seeming, but in dances shine.
Perish, O blind to all for which at last,
Felon convict, thou’rt punished, caitiff thou !
Let none dream, though at starting he run well,
That he outrunneth Justice, ere he touch The very goal and reach the bourn of life.
CHORUS
Dread were his deeds ; dread payment hath he made To thee and this man. Great is Justice* might.
ORESTES
Enough : now must ye bear his corpse within,
And hide in shadow, thralls, that, when she coines^ 930 My mother ere she die see not the dead.
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἐπίσχες· ἐμβάλωμεν εἰς ἄλλον λόγον. ΟΡΕΧΓΗ2
τί δ’; ἐκ Μυκηνών μῶν βοηΒρόμονς όρας ; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οὑκ, ἀλλὰ τὴν τβκονσαν η μ ἐγείνατο. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
καλώς ἄρ* ἄρκυν εἰ? μέσην πορεύεται. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
καὶ μὴν ὅχοις γ6 στολῇ λαμπρύνεται, ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τί δῆτα δρώμεν; μητέρ* ἢ φονεὑσομεν; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
μῶν σ’ οἶκτος εἷλε, μητρὺς ώς είδες δέμας; ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ3
φεῦ.
ττώς γὰρ κτάνω νιν, ἤ μ’ ἔθρεψτε κἄτεκεν; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ώσπερ πατέρα, σὺν ἦδβ καμόν ώλεσεν. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
ὦ Φοῖβε, πολλήν γ’ άμαθίαν ἐθἐσπισας, ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ὅπου δ’ Ἀπόλλων σκαιὸς ἥ, τινες σοφοί; ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ5
ὅστις μ’ ἔχρησας μητίρ’, ἢν οὐ χρῆν, κτανεῖν. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
βλάπτει δε δὴ τί πατρί τιμωρών σέθεν; ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
μητροκτόνος νυν φ€νζομαι} πὸθ’ ἁγνὸς ὦν. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
καὶ μή 7* αμύνων πατρί δυσσεβὴς ἔσει.
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Hold ! Tum we now to our story’s second part.
ORESTES
How, from Mycenae seest thou rescue come ?
ELECTRA
Nay, but my mother, her that gave me birth.
ORESTES
Ha! fair and full into the toils she runs.
ELECTRA
O flaunting pomp of chariots and attire !
ORESTES
What shall we do ? Our mother—murder her ?
ELECTRA
How? Hath ruth seized thee, seeing thy mother sform?
ORESTES
Woe!
How can I slay her ?—her that nursed, that bare me ?
ELECTRA
Even as she thy father slew and mine.	970
ORESTES
O Phoebus, folly exceeding was thine hest—
ELECTRA
Nay, where Apollo erreth, who is wise ?
ORESTES
Who against nature bad’st me slay my mother!
ELECTRA
How art thou harmed, avenging thine own sire ?
ORESTES
Arraigned for a mother’s murder—pure ere this
ELECTRA
Yet impious, if thou succour not thy sire.
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ΟΡΕ3ΤΗ2
ἀγὼ δὲ μητρὶ του φόνου δώσω Bi κ ας. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τῷ δ’, ἢν πατρψαν διαμεθῇς τιμωρίαν. ΟΡΕΤΓΗ5
ἄρ’ αὑτ’ ἀλάστωρ εἶπ’ ἀπεικασθεὶς θεῷ; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἱερὸν'καθίζω ν τρίποΒ'; ἐγὼ μὲν οὐ δοκὼ. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
οὐκ ἄν πιθοίμην εὖ μεμαντεῦσθαι τάδε. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οὐ μὴ κακισθεὶς εἰς ανανδρίαν πεσεῖ; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἀλλ’ ἦ τον αὐτὸν τῇδ’ ύποστήσω δόλον;
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ᾤ καὶ πόσιν καθεῖλες Αιηισθον κτανών· ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
εἴσειμι· δεινοῦ δ’ ἄρχομαι προβλήματος, καί δεινὰ Βράσω γ’· εἰ θεοῖς δοκεῖ τάδε, ἔστω· πικρόν δὲ χἡδὺ τἀγώνισμά μοι.
Χ0Ρ02
> / ιω,
βασίλεια ηύναι χθονὸς Ἀργείας, παῖ Τυνδάρεω,
καὶ τοῖν ἀγαθοῖν ξὑγγονε κουροιν Διὸς, οἳ φλογερὰν αίθερ εν αστροις ναίουσι, βροτων εν ἁλὸς ροθίοις τιμάς σωτήρας ἔχοντες· χαῖρε, σεβίζω σ’ ἴσα καὶ μάκαρας
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ORESTES
Her blood-price to my mother must I pay.1
ELECTRA
And Him /—if thou forbear to avenge a father.
ORESTES
Ha!—spake a fiend in likeness of the God ?
ELECTRA
Throned on the holy tripod !—1 trow not.
ORESTES
I dare not trust this oracle’s utter faith!
ELECTRA
Wilt thou turn craven—be no more a man ?
ORESTES
How ? must I lay the selfsame snare for her ?
ELECTRA
Ay! that which trapped and slew the adulterer !
ORESTES
I will go in. A horror I essay !—
Yea, will achieve ! If ’tis Heaven’s will, so be it. Oh bitter strife, which I must needs hold sweet!
[Enters hut.
Enter clytemnestra in chanot, with attendants, captive maids of Troy.
CHORUS
Hail, Queen of the Argive land!
All hail, O Tyndareus’ daughter!
Hail, sister of Zeus’ sons, heroes twain In the glittering heavens mid stars who stand, And their proud right this, to deliver from bane Men tossed on the storm-vext water.
Hail! As to the Blest, do I yield thee thine own,
1 i.e. Her avenging Furies will exact satisfaction from me.
89
Digitized by
Googl·
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ττλούτου μεγάλης τ’ ευδαιμονίας. τὰς σὰς δὲ τύχας θεραπεύεσθαι καιρός. χαιρ, (S βασίλεια.
ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
έκβητ άπηνης, ΎρφάΒες, χάρος δ’ ἐμῆς λαβεσθ\ ἵν’ ἔξω τοῦδ’ ὅχου στήσω πόδα. σκύλοισι μὲν γὰ^> θεών κεκόσμηνται δόμοι ΦpvyLow, ἐγὼ δε τάσδε, Τρῳάδος χθονὸς ἐξαίρετ’, ἀντὶ παιδὺς ἢν άπώλεσα, σμικρὺν 'γέρας, καλόν δὲ κέκτημαι δὁμοις. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οὔκουν ἐγώ, Βουλή yap εκβεβλημένη δόμων πατρώων Βυστυχεϊς οίκώ Βόμους μῆτερ, λάβω μοι μακαριας της σῆς χερὸς; ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
Βονλαι πάρβισιν αϊΒε, μη συ μοι πόνει. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τί δ*; αιχμάλωτόν τοι μ άπφκισας δόμων, η ρη μένω ν δὲ Βωμάτων ῄρήμεσα, ως αἵδε, πατρός όρφαναϊ λελειμμέναι.
ΚΛΤΤΑΙΜΝΗ2ΤΡΑ
τοιαυτα μέντοι σός πατήρ βουλεύματα εἰς οὺς ἐχρῆν ηκιστ έβούλευσεν φίλων, λέξω Βέ· καίτοι Βόξ' όταν λάβη κακή γυναῖκα, ηλωσση πικρότης ἔνεστι τις* ως μὲν παρ’ ἡμῖν, οὐ καλώς· το π pay μα δὲ μαθόντας, ἢν μὲν ἀξίως μισειν ἔχῃ, στυyειv Βίκαιον ει δὲ μή, τί δεῖ στυyεΐv; ή μας δ’ ἔδωκε Τυνδάρεως τῷ σῷ πατρί, ούχ ώστε θηνσκειν, οὐδ’ α y είναι μην ἐγώ.
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Mine homage, for awe of thy wealth and thy bliss. With watchful service to compass thy throne This, Queen, is the hour, even this!
CLYTEMNESTRA
Step from the wain, Troy’s daughters; take mine hand, That from this chariot-floor I may light down.
As the Gods’ temples are with spoils adorned Of Troy, so these, the chosen of Phrygian land, Have I, to countervail my daughter lost:1—
Scant guerdon, yet fair honour for mine house.
ELECTRA
May I not then,—the slave, the outcast I
From my sire’s halls, whose wretched home is here,—
Mother, may I not take that heaven-blest hand ?
CLYTEMNESTRA
Here be these bondmaids: trouble not thyself.
ELECTRA
How ?—me thou mad’st thy spear-thrall, haled from home:
Captive mine house was led, and captive I,
Even as these, unfathered and forlorn.
CLYTEMNESTRA
Such fruit thy father’s plottings had, contrived Against his dearest, all unmerited.
Yea, I will speak; albeit, when ill fame Compasseth woman, every tongue drops gall—
As touching me, unjustly: let men learn The truth, and if the hate be proved my due,
’Tis just they loathe me; if not, wherefore loathe ? Of Tyndareus was I given to thy sire—
Not to be slain, nor I, nor those I bare.
1 Iphigeneia, sacrifioed for the Greeks* sake, who have therefore given these ae some compensation.
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κεῖνος δὲ παῖδα τὴν ὑμὴν, Ἀγιλλέως λέκτροισι πείσας, ᾤχετ’ ἐκ όόμων άγων πρυμνουγον Αὖλλν ἔνθ’ ὑπερτείνῳς πυρὰ?
<Ἀευκὴ^ὥιήμησκ’ιφιγ0νης παρηίδαι. * κεἰ μὲν πόλεως ὅλωσιν ἐξιωμενος ἢ δῶμ’ όνήσων τἄλλα τ’ βκσώσων τίκνα ἔκτεινε πολλῶν μίαν υπέρ, συγγνώστ ἄν ἦν νῦν δ’, οὔνεχ’ Ἑλένη μάργος ἦν, ὅ τ’ αὖ λαβών 'άλογον κολάξειν προόότιν οὐκ ήπίστατο, τούτων ίκατι παῖδ ἐμὴν διώλεσεν. ἐπὶ τοἴσδε τοίνυν, καίπερ ἡδικημένη οὐκ ἡγριώμην οὐδ’ αν βκτανον πόσιν· ἀλλ’ ἦλθ’ ἔχων μοι μαινόΖ' ἔνθεον κόρην λόκτροις τ ἐπεισέφρηκε, καὶ νύμφα δύο ἐν τοῖσιν αὐτοῖς δώμασιν κατβιγ ὁμοῦ. μωρόν μὲν οὖν γυναΐκβς, οὐκ ἄλλως λέγω* ὅταν δ’, ὑπὁντος τοῦδ’, ἁμαρτάνῃ πόσις τἄνδον παρώσας λἐκτρα, μιμεῖσθαι θέλει γυνὴ τὸν ἄνδρα χἄτερον κτᾶσθαι φίλον κἄπειτ’ ἐν ἡμῖν ὁ ψόγος λαμπρύνεται, οἱ δ’ αίτιοι τωνΚ ον κλύουσ ανδρ€ς κακώς. εἰ δ’ ἐκ δόμων ηρπαστο Μενἑλεως λάθρα, κτανεῖν μ’ Ὀρἐστην χρῆν, κασιγνητης πόσιν Μενέλαον ώς σώσαιμι; σός δὲ πῶς πατήρ ἡνέσνετ’ ἄν ταῦτ’; εἶτα τον μὲν οὐ θανεῖν κτ€ΐνοντα χρην ταμ, εμε οε προς κάνου παθέίν;
€ΚΤ€ΐν\ έτρόφθην ἦνπερ ἦν πορεὑσιμον πρὸς τοὺς ἐκείνῳ πολεμίους, φίλων yelp civ τις αν πατρός σου φόνον έκοινώνησό μοι; λέγ\ εἴ τι χρῄξεις, κἀντίθες παρρησία, ὅ7τα>ς τέθνηκβ σός ττατὴρ οὐκ ἐνδίκως.
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He took my child—drawn by this lie from me,
That she should wed Achilles,—far from home To that fleet’s prison, laid her on the pyre,
And shore through^miigeneia’s snowy thro^r Had he, to avert Mycehae’s overthrow,—
To exalt his house,—to save the children left,— Slain one for many, ’twere not past forgiving.
But, for that Helen was a wanton, he
That wed the traitress impotent for vengeance,
Even for such cause murdered he my child.
Howbeit for this wrong, how wronged soe’er,
I had not raged, nor had I slain my lord;
But to me with that prophet-maid he came,
Made her usurp my couch, and fain would keep Two brides together in the selfsame halls.
Women be frail: sooth, I deny it not.
But when, this granted, ’tis the husband errs, Slighting his own true bride, and fain the wife Would copy him, and find another love,
Ah then, fierce light of scandal beats on us ;
But them which show the way, the men, none blame!
Now had Menelaus from his home been stoln,
Ought I have slain Orestes, so to save My sisters lord? How had thy sire endured Such deed? Should he ’scape killing then, who slew
My child, who had slain me, had I touched his son ?
I slew him; turned me—’twas the only way—
Unto his foes ; for who of thy sire’s friends Had been partaker with me in his blood ?
Speak all thou wilt: boldly set forth thy plea To prove thy father did not justly die.
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
δίκην ἔλεξας* ση δίκη δ’ αἰσχρῶς ἔχει· γυναίκα, γὰρ χρὴ πάντα συγχωρεῖν πὸσει, ἥτις φρενήρης* ἦ δὲ μὴ δοκεῖ τάδε, οὐδ’ εἰς αριθμόν των ἐμῶν ἦκει Χόγων. μέμνησο, μῆτερ, οὺς ἔλεξας υστάτους λόγους, διδοῦσα πρὸς σἐ μοι παρρησίαν. ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
καὶ νῦν δέ φημι κοὐκ άπαρνουμαι το μη. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἆρα κλύουσα, μῆτερ, εἶτ’ ἔρξεις κακώς ; ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
οὑκ ἔστι, τῇ σἤ δ’ ἡδὺ προσθήσω φρβνί.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
1060 λέγοιμ’ ἄν* ἀρχὴ δ’ ἥδε μοι προοίμιον.
εἴθ’ είχες, ὦ τβκοΰσα, βελτίους φρένας. τὺ μὲν γὰρ είδος αίνον ἄξιον φέρει Ἑλένης τε καὶ σοῦ, δύο δ’ ἔφυτε συγγόνω, ἄμφω ματαίω Κ άστοχος τ ούκ άξίω. η μὲν γὰρ άρπτασθύσ βκουσ ἀπώλετο, σὺ δ* ἄνορ’ άριστον Ἑλλἄδος διώλεσας, σκήψιν προτείνουσ’, ως ὑπὲρ τέκνου πόσιν ἔκτεινας* οὐ γάρ» ὼ? ἔγωγ\ ϊσασί σ εὖ· ἦτις θνγατρός πριν κβκυρώσθαι σφαγὰς 1070 ψεον τ’ ἀπ’ οί^ων ἀνδρὸς ἐξωρμη/ιενον
ξανθόν κατοπτρω πλόκαμον έξήσκ€ΐς κὁμη*Γ
μ > /	> £ ν > £> r	\	Χ
ητις ο αποντος ανορος εκ οομων γυνή εἰς κάλλος ἀσκεῖ, διάγ^αφ’ ως ουσαν κακήν. ^ οὐδὲν γὰρ αυτήν δεῖ θιψ&σιν εὑπρεπὲς φαίνειν πρὁσωπομμὴν τι μὴ ζῆ τῇ κακόν. J y μόνην δὲ πασών μ8* ἐγὼ σ’ Έλληνιδων, εἰ μὲν τὰ Τρώων εὐτυχοῖ, κεχαρμένην,
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Justice thy plea!—thy “ justice ” were our shame! The wife should yield in all things to her lord,
So she be wise. If any think not so,
With her mine argument hath nought to do. Bethink thee, mother, of thy latest words, Vouchsafing me free speech to answer thee.
CLYTEMNESTRA
Again I say it; and I draw not back.
ELECTRA
Yea, mother, but wilt hear—and punish then ?
CLYTEMNESTRA
Nay: I grant grace of license to thy mood.
ELECTRA
Then will I speak. My prelude this shall be :—	1060
O mother, that thou hadst a better heart!
This beauty wins you worthy meed of praise,
Helen s and thine : true sisters twain were ye !—
Ay,ewantons both, unworthy Castor’s name !—
She, tom from home, yet fain to be undone ;
Thou, murderess of Hellas’ noblest son,
Pleading that for a daughter’s sake thou slew’st A husband!—ah, men know thee not as I,
Thee, who, before thy daughter’s death was doomed, When from thine home thy lord had newl·^ passed, 1070 ^Wert sleeking at the mirror thy bright haij?T*
THfe woman who, her husband far from home,
Bedecks herself, blot out her name as vile! r $he needeth not to flaunt abroad a face ^~Made fair,incept she be on mischief bent.
Of Hellarf' daughters none save thee I know,
Who, when the might of Troy prevailed, was glad,
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•ἀγεἰ δ’ ἧσσον’ εἴη, συννεφοῦσαν ὅμματα^ Ἀγαμὑμνον οὐ χρῄζουσαν ἐκ Τροίας μολεῖν. καίτοι καλώς ye σωφρον€ΐν παρέιγέ σοι· ἄνδρ’ είχες οὐ κακίον Αιηίσθον πόσιν, ον Έλλας αυτής εἵλετο στρατηλάτην. 'Ελένης δ’ ἀδελῴῆς τοιάδ’ εξειργασμἐνης ἐξῆν κλέος σοι μέγα λαβεῖν* τὰ γὰρ κακὰ παράδειγμα τοῖς ἐσθλοῖοιν εἴσοῆτίν τ’ ἔχει. εἰ ο, ως λέγεις, σὴν θυγατἐρ’ ἔκτεινεν πατὴρ. ἐγὼ τί σ’ ἡδίκησ’ ἐμὸς τε σύ^γ^ονος; πως ον πόσιν κτείνασα πατρώους δόμους ἡμῖν προσήψας, ἀλλ’ iπηvέyκω λἑχη τάλλότρια, μισθού τούς γάμους ώνουμένη; κοΰτ ἀντιφεἀγει παιδὺς ἀντὶ σοῦ πόσις, οὔτ’ ἀντ’ ἐμοῦ τἐθνηκε, δὶς τόσως ἐμὲ κτείνας ἀδελφῆς ζώσαν. εἰ δ* ἀμείῆτεται φόνον δικάξων φόνος, άποκτενω σ ἐγὼ καὶ παῖς Ὀρέστης πατρὶ τιμωρούμενοι' εἰ γὰρ δίκαι’ ἐκεῖνα, καὶ τάδ’ ἔνδικα.
[ὅστις δὲ πλούτον ἢ εὐγeveiav εἰσιδὼν yaμeΐ πονηρόν, μωρός ἐστι* μικρά yhp μπάλων άμείνω σώφρον ἐν δὁμοις λεχη.
ΧΟΡ05
τὐχη γυναικών εἰς γάμους, τὰ μὲν γὰρ εὖ, τὰ δ’ οὐ καλώς πίπτοντα δέρκομαι βροτών.]1 ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
ὦ παῖ, πέφυκας πατέρα σὺν στέργειν αει. ἔστιν δὲ καὶ τὁδ*· οἱ μέν εἰσι ν άρσένων, οι δ’ αὖ φιλούσι μητέρας μάλλον πατρός. συγγ νώσομαί σοι' καί γὰρ οὐχ ούτως ay αν
1 Nauok brackets these lines, as of doubtful genuineness. They certainly weaken the dramatic effect.
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<'*e“*Whose .ejes were clouded when her fortunes
sanj^-^
Who wished not Agamemnon home from Troy Yet reason fair thou hadst to be true wife:
Not meaner than Aegisthus was thy lord,
Whom Hellas chose to lead her war-array.
And, when thy sister Helen so had sinned,
High praise was thine to win ; for sinners’ deeds Lift up the good for ensamples in mens sight.
If, as thou say st, my father slew thy daughter,
How did I wrong thee, and my brother how ?
Why, having slain thy lord, didst thou on us Bestow not our sire’s halls, but buy therewith An alien couch, and pay a price for shame ?
Nor is thy paramour exiled for thy son,
Nor for me slain, who hath dealt me living death
Twice crueller than my sister s : yea, if blood ’Gainst blood in judgment rise, I and thy son, Orestes, must slay thee to avenge our sire:
For, if thy claim was just, this too is just.
[Whoso, regarding wealth, or birth, shall wed
A wanton, is a fool: the lowly chaste
Are better in men’s homes than high-born wives.
CHORUS
Chance ordereth women’s bridals. Some I mark Fair, and some foul of issue among men.]
CLYTEMNESTRA
Child, still thy nature bids thee love thy sire.
’Tis ever thus : some cleave unto their father,
Some more the mothers than the father love.
I pardon thee. In sooth, not all so glad
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χαίρω τι, τέκνον, τοῖς δεδραμένοις ἐμοι. σὺ δ’ ώδ* ἄλουτος καὶ δυσείματος χροα λεχὼ νεογνών ἐκ τόκων πεπαυμἐνη; οἵμοι τάλαινα τῶν ἐμῶν βουλευμάτων*
1110 ώς μᾶλλον ἢ χρῆν ηλασ εἰς οργήν πόσιν.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ὸῆτὲ στενάξεις, ἡνίκ’ οὐκ ἔχεις ἄκη. πατήρ μὲν οὖν τόθνηκβ. τον δ’ ἔξω ^θονός πώς οὐ κομίζει παῖδ’ ἀλητεύοντα σὸν;
ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
δέδοικα· τοὐμὸν δ*, οὐχὶ τοὐκείνου, σκοπώ. πατρός yap, ως λέγουσι, θυμόνται φόνω.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τί δαὶ πόσιν σὺν ἄγριον εἰς ἡμᾶς ἔχεις;
ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
τρόποι τοιοῦτοι * καὶ σὺ δ’ αυθάδης ἔφυς.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἀλγῶ γὰρ* ἀλλὰ παύσομαι θ υ μου μόνη, ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
καὶ μὴν ἐκεῖνος οὐκέτ’ ἔσται σοι βαρύς.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
1120 φρονεῖ μ ἡγ’ ἐν γὰρ τοῖς ἐμοῖς ναίει δὁμοις.
ΚΛΤΤΑΙΜΝΗ2ΤΡΑ
ὁρᾴς, ἀν’ αὖ σὺ ζωπυρεΐς νείκη νέα.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
σιγώ* δόδοικα yap νιν ως δέδοικ’ ἐγώ.
ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
παυσαι λόγων τῶνδ’* ἀλλὰ τί μ’ ἐκάλεις, τέκνον ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ηκουσας, οι μαι, των ἐμῶν λοχβυμάτων' τούτων υπέρ μοι θύσον, ου γὰρ οἶδ’ ἐγώ, δεκάτη σελήνη παιδός ως νόμιζε ται* τριβών yap οὐκ εἵμ’, άτοκος ούσ’ ἐν τῷ πάρος.
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Am I, my child, for deeds that I have done.
But thou, why thus unwashed and meanly clad,
Seeing thy travail-sickness now is past ?
Woe and alas for iny devisings !—more I spurred my spouse to anger than was need	Π10
ELECTRA
Too late thou sighest, since thou canst not heal My sire is dead: but him, the banished one,
Why dost thou not bring back, thine homeless son ?
CLYTEMNESTRA
I fear: mine own good I regard, not his.
Wroth for his father’s blood he is, men say.
ELECTRA
Why tarre thy spouse on ever against me ?
CLYTEMNESTRA
Nay, tis his mood : stiff-necked thou also art,
ELECTRA
For grief am I; yet will I cease from wrath.
CLYTEMNESTRA
Yea?—then he too shall cease from troubling thee.
ELECTRA
He is haughty, seeing he dwelleth in mine home. 1120
CLYTEMNESTRA
Lo there,—thou kindlest fires of strife anew.
ELECTRA
I am dumb: I fear him—even as I fear.
CLYTEMNESTRA
Cease from this talk. Why didst thou summon me ?
ELECTRA
Touching iny travailing thou hast heard, I wot.
Thou sacrifice for me—I know not how—
The wonted tenth-moon offerings for the babe.
Skilless am I, who have borne no child ere this.
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ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
ἄλλη? τὁδ* ἔργον, ἦ σ ἔλυσεν ἐκ τόκων. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
αὐτὴ ’λοχευον κἄτεκον μονή βρέφος. ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
1130 όντως άγείτον οἶκον ἵδρυσαι φίλων;
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
πένητας οὐδεὶς βούλεται κτάσθαι φίλους. ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
ἀλλ’ εἶμι, τταιδὸς αριθμόν ως τελεσφόρον θύσω θεοισι* σοι δ’ ὅταν πράξω χάριν τήνδ’, εἷμ’ ἐπ’ ἀγρὁν, οὖ πόσις θυηπολεῖ Νὑμφαισιν. άλλα τούσδ’ οχους, ὸπάονες, φάτναις άγοντες πρόσθεθ* * ηνίκ ἄν δὲ με οοκήτε θυσίας τῆσδ’ άττηλλάχθαι θεοῖς, πάρεστε * δεῖ γὰρ καὶ ττόσει δούναι χάριν. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
χωρει πένητας εις δόμους * φρούρει δε μοι 1140 μή σ’ αίθ άλωση πολύκαπνον στέγος πέπλους. θύσεις γὰρ οἷα χρή σε δαίμοσιν Θύειν. κάνουν δ’ ενηρκται καί τεθηγμένη σφαγίς, ἡπερ καθεῖλε ταύρον, ον πέλας πεσεϊ πληγεισα · νυμφεύσει δὲ κἀν Ἀ ϊδον δόμοις ώπερ ξννηύδες εν φάει, τοσηνδ’ ἐγὼ &ώσω χάριν σοι, συ δε δίκην έμοϊ πατρός. XOPOS
άμοιβαι κακών · μετάτροποι πνέου-	στρ.
σιν ανραι δόμων. τότε μὲν ἐν λουτροΐς ἔπεσεν ἑμὺς ἐμὸς άρχέτας,
1150 ίάχησε δὲ στέγα λάινοί ιοο
Digitized by
ELECTRA
CLYTEMN E8TR Α
This were her task, who in thy travail helped.
ELECTRA
Unhelped I travailed, bore alone my babe.
CLYTEMNESTRA
Dwell’st thou from friends and neighbours so remote ? 1130
ELECTRA
The poor—none careth to win these for friends !
CLYTEMNESTRA
I enter, to the Gods to pay the dues For a soil’s time accomplished. Having shown thee That grace, I pass afield, to where my lord Worships the Nymphs. This chariot ye my maids Lead hence, and stall my steeds. Soon as ye deem That this my service to the Gods is done,
Attend. My spouse too must my presence grace.
ELECTRA
Pass in to my poor house ; and have a care
The smoke-grimed beams besmirch not thine attire.
The Gods’ due sacrifice there shalt thou offer.	1140
[clytemnestra enters hut.
The maund is dight, and whetted is the knife Which slew the bull by whose side thou shalt lie Stricken. Thou shalt in Hades be his bride Whose love thou wast in life. So great the grace I grant thee : thine to me—to avenge my sire !
[Enters hut
CHORUS
Vengeance for wrong! The stormy winds, long lashing	(Str.)
The house, have veered! There was an hour saw fall My chief, with blood the laver’s silver dashing,
When shrieked the roof,—yea, topstones of the wall 1150
IOI
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τε θριγκοί δὁμων, τάδ’ ενέποντος· ω σχετΧία, τί με, γύναι, φονεύεις φίλαν πατρίδα δεκέτεσι σποραΐσιν ἐλθὁντ* ἐμάν;
παΧίρρους δὲ τάνδ’ νπάηεται δικα	ἀντ.
διάδρομον Χέχονς, μέλεον α πόσιν χρονιον Ικόρωνον εἰς οϊκονς Κυκλώπεια τ’ ουράνια τείχε’ ὸ-ξνθήκτφ βέ\έι κατέκαν αντόχειρ, πέΧεκνν ἐν χεροῖν Χαβονσα. τΧάμων πόσις, ο τί ποτε τὰν τάΧαιναν εσχεν κακόν.
ὸρεία τις ὼ? λέαιν’ ὸργάδων	ἐπῳδ.
δρνοχα νερωμένα, τάδε κατ'ήνυσεν.
ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
ώ τέκνα, προς θεών μὴ κτάνητε μητέρα. Χ0Ρ02
κλύεις ύπώροφον βοάν;
ΚΛΥΤΑΙΜΝΗΣΤΡΑ
ίω μοι μοι.
Χ0Ρ02
φμωξα Kay ω πρὸς τέκνων χείρονμένης. νέμει τοι δίκαν θεός, όταν τύχη· σχέτΧια μὴν επαθες, ανόσια ο είρηάσω, τάΧαιν, εννέταν.
ἀλλ’ οἵδε μητρὺς νεοφόνοισιν αΐμασι πεφνρμένοι βαίνουσιν ἐξ οϊκων πόδα, τρόπαια δεἐγματ’ άθΧίων προσφθερμάτων, ον κ εστιν οὐδεὶς οἶκος άθΧιώτερος των Ύανταλείων ονδ* ἔφυ ποτ’ ἐκγὁνων.
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Shrieked back his cry, “Fiend-wife, and art thou tearing
My life from me, who in the tenth year’s earing Come to my dear land, mine ancestral hall ? ”
{Ant.)
The tide of justice whelmeth, refluent-roaring,
The wanton wife who met her hapless lord,
When to the towers Titanic heavenward-soaring He came,—with welcome met him of the sword,
Who grasped in hand the axe keen-edged to sever Life’s thread:—O hapless spouse, what wrong soever 1160 Stung to the deed the murderess abhorred!
{Epode)
Ruthless as mountain lioness roaming through Green glades, she wrought the deed she had set her hands to do.
clytemnestra {within)
0	children, in God's name slay not your mother !
CHORUS
Dost thou hear how thrills ’neath the roof a cry ?
clytemnestra {tvithin)
Woe ! wretched I!
CHORUS
1	too could wail one by her children slain.
God meteth justice out in justice’ day.
Ghastly thy sufferings ; foully didst thou slay	1170
Thy lord for thine own bane !
They come, they come ! Lo, forth the house they set Their feet, besprent with gouts of mother’s blood, Trophies that witness to her piteous cries.
There is no house more whelmed in misery,
Nor hath been, than the line of Tantalus.
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1180
/ OPS2TH2 — ἰὼ Γᾶ tcajL^jev πανΒερκέτα/ βροτών, ἴδετε τάδ’ ἔργα φονιά μυσαρά, δίγονα σώματ ἐν χθονί κείμενα, irXaya χερὸς υπ εμάς, άποιν εμων πημάτων,
στρ. α
*	*
*	*
*	*
*	*
*	*
*	*
*
*
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
Βακρύτ ἄγαν, ω aiyyov, αιτία δ* ἐγώ. διὰ πυρος εμοΧον α τάΧαινα ματρϊ ταΒ', α μ ετικτε κούραν.
XOPOS
ἰὼ τύχας, τάς σάς τύχας, μάτερ τεκούσ , αΧαστα μέΧεα καί πέρα παθούσα σων τέκνων υπ αι. πατρός δ’ ετισας φόνον Βικαίως.
OPESTH2
1190	ἰὼ Φοΐβ\ άνύμνησας Βίκαν,	ἀντ. α!
άφαντα φανερά δ’ εξέπρα-ξας άχεα, φόνια δ’ ωπασας Χέχε9 από yάς ΈΧΧανίΒος. τινα δ’ έτέραν μόΧω πόλιν; τις ξένος. τίς ευσεβής έμον κάρα προσέχεται ματέρα κτανόντος;
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἰὼ ίώ μοι. ποῖ δ’ ἐγώ; τί ν* εἰς χορόν, τινα yάμον εἶμι; τίς πόσις με Βέξεται 1200	νυμφίκάς ες εύνάς;
1 The gap in the metre indicates that two lines have been lost here.
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Enter orestes with Electra.
*	ORESTES
Earth^Zeus, whose all-beholding ey^ (Sir. 1) Is over men, behold this deed Of blood, of horror—these that lie
Twinned corpses on the earth, that bleed For my wrongs, and by mine hand die.
EVoe and alas ! I weep to know y mother by mine hand laid low !]1
ELECTRA
Well may we weep !—it was my sin, brother !
My fury was kindled as flame against her from whose womb I came.
Woe’s me, a daughter!—and this, my mother !
CHORUS
Alas for thy lot! Their mother wast thou,
And horrors and anguish no words may tell At thy childrens hands thou hast suffered now ! Yet justly the blow for their sire’s blood fell.
ORESTES
Phoebus, the deed didst thou commend, (Ant. 1) Aye whispering “ Justice.” Thou hast bared The deeds of darkness, and made end,
Through Greece, of lust that murder dared.
But me what land shall shield ? What friend, What righteous man shall bear to see The slayer of his mother—me ?
ELECTRA
Woe’s me ! What refuge shall what land give me ? O feet from the dance aye banned ! O spousal-hopeless hand!
What lord to a bridal-bower shall receive me ?
1 Conjecturally supplied to fill lacuna.
*°5
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Digitized by v^oosle
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
Χ0Ρ02
πάλιν, πάλιν φρόνημα σὺν μετεστάθη πρὸς αύραν φρονβΐς yap όσια νυν, τ οτ’ οὐ φρονούσα, δεῖνα δ’ εἰργάσω, φίλα, κασίγνητον ου θβλοντα.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
κατεῖδες, οἷον ἁ τάλαιν εμων πἐπλων	στρ. β*
ἐλἄβετ’, ἔδειξε μαστόν ἐν φοναΐσιν,
Ιώ μοι, προς πέδῳ
τιθεΐσα y ον ι μα μέλεα; τὰν κόμαν δ’ ἐγώ—
Χ0Ρ05
1210 σάφ* οἶδα δι ὸδύνας ἔβαε, ἰήιον κ\ύων yoov ματρός, α σ ἔτικτεν.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
βοὰν δ’ ἔλασκε τάνδε, πρὸς yevvv ἐμὰν ἀντ. β' τιθεΐσα χβΐρα· τόκος ἐμὁν, λιταίνω· παρῄδων τ’ ἐξ ἐμᾶν
ἐκρήμναθ’, ώστε χέρας ἐμὰς λιπεῖν βέΧος.
XOPOS
τάλαινα, πώς ἔτλας φόνον Bi ὀμμάτων	1 ;
1220 ἰδεῖν σέθεν ματ ρος εκπνεούσας;	f. *
ν ongngis
ἐγὼ μεν έπιβαΧων ^>αρἡ κοραις εμαΐς	στρ. γ'
φασγάνω κατηρξάμαν ματέρος ἔσω δἐρας μεθείς.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἐ7ὼ δ’ επεyκέXευσά σοι ξίφους τ έφηψάμαν άμα.
Βεινότατον τταθέων ερεξα, ιο6
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CHORUS
Again have thy thoughts veered round, yet again!
Now right is thine heart, which was then not right When to deeds of horror didst thou constrain Thy brother, O friend, in his heart’s despite.
ORESTES
Didst thou mark, how the hapless, clinging, clasping	(Str. 2)
My mantle, bared her bosom in dying—
Woe’s me !—and even to the earth bowed low A mother s limbs ?—and her hair was I grasping—
CHORUS
I know thine agony, hearing the crying
Of the mother that bare thee, her wail of woe.
ORESTES
Her hand on my cheek did she lay, and her calling	(Ant. 2)
Rang in mine ears—“ My child / I implore thee ! ” And she hung, she hung on my neck, to stay The sword, from my palsied hand-grasp falling.
chorus (to Electra)
Wretch, how couldst thou bear to behold before thee Thy mother, gasping her life away ?
ORESTES ^
^JLcast my mantle before mine eyesT/^	(Str. 3)
And my sword began that sacrifice;
Through the throat of my mother cleaving, cleaving!
ELECTRA
Yea, and I urged thee with instant word,
And I set with thee mine hand to the sword.
I have done things horrible past believing !
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ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
λαβοΰ, κάλυτττε μέλεα ματέρος πἐπλοις, ἀντ. καὶ καθάρμοσον σφα'γάς. φονέας ἔτικτες ἆρα σοι.
/ρ*
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
1230 ἰδού, φίλα τε κοὐ φίλα, ^ μὴ ^φάρεα σὲ γ’ άμφίβάλλομεν* _> τέρμα κακών μνγάλων δόμοισιν.
Χ0Ρ05
αλλ οιοε οομων υπέρ ακροτατων φαίνονσί rive? δαίμονες ή Θεών τῶν ουρανίων; ου yap θνητών y ἦδε κέλευθος· τί ποτ εἰς φανεραν οψιν βαίνουσι βροτοΐσιν;
ΚΑ5ΤΛΡ
Ἀγαμἑμνονος παῖ, κλῦθι· δίτττυχοι δέ σε καλορσι μητρός avyyovoi Διόσκοροι,
1240 Κάστωρ κασίγνητὁς τε Πολυδεύκης ὅδε. δεινόν δε ναός ἀρτίως πόντου σάλον Ίταύσαντ ἀφίγμεθ’ Ἀργος, ώς εσείδομεν σφayaς αδελφής τήσδε, μητέρος δὲ σῆς. δίκαια μεν νυν ἦδ’ ἔχει, σὺ δ’ οὐχὶ δρᾴς* Φοῖβος τε Φοῖβος—ἀλλ’ ἄναξ γἀθ ἐστ’ ἐχἧς> σιγώ* σοφός δ’ ών ούκ εχρησέ σοι σοφά, αίνεΐν δ’ ἀνάγκη ταῦτα· τἀντεῦθεν δὲ χρὴ ττράσσειν α μοίρα Ζευς τ’ εκρανε σου ττέρι. Πυλάδῃ μὲν Ἠλἐκτραν δὺς αλοχον εις δομόυς, 1250 σὺ δ’ w Αργος ἔκλιπ’· οὐ γὰρ ἔστι σοι πόλιν τἡνδ’ εμβατεύειν, μητέρα κτείναντα ση ν. μὴ^ειναὶ δὲ Κῆρἐς σ’ αἱ κυνώττιδες θεοί
ιο8	^
τ’
• Ι ■
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ORESTES
Take, take, with her vesture the limbs shroud round	(Ant, 3)
Of my mother: O close her wide death-wound.
Thou barest them, thou, these hands deathdealing !
ELECTRA
Lo, thou that wast dear and yet not dear,
*^Jl&ith the mantle I veil thee over > here
May the curse of the house Rave end and healing! castor and pollux appear in mid air above the stage.
CHORUS
Lo, lo, where over the roof-ridge high Demigods gleam;—or from thrones in the sky Stoop Gods ?—it is not vouchsafed unto men To tread yon path : why draw these nigh Unto mortal ken ?
CASTOR
Hear, child of Agamemnon : Sons of Zeus,
Twin brothers of thy mother, call to thee;
I Castor, this my brother Polydeuces.
Even now the sea’s shipwrecking surge have we Assuaged, and come to Argos, having seen The slaying of our sister, of thy mother.
She hath but justice ; yet thou, thou hast sinned; And Phoebus—Phoebus—since he is my king,
I am dumb. He is wise :—not wise his hest for thee ! We must needs say “ ’Tis well.” Henceforth must thou Perform what Fate and Zeus ordain for thee.
To Pylades Electra .give to wife :
But thou, leave Argos ; For Thou mayst not tread Her streets, since thou hast wrought thy mothers death.	c
^The dread Weird Sisters, hound-eyed Goddesses
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τροχηΧατήσονσ εμμανη πλανώμβνον. ἐλθὼν δ’ ’Αθήνας, ΠαλΧάδος σεμνὸν βρέτας πρόσπτνξον εΐρξει γάρ νιν ἐπτοημένας δεινοῖς δράκουσιν ὧστε μὴ ψαύειν σέθεν, γοργῶφ* ὺπερτείνουσά σου κάρα κύκλον. ἔστιν ο Ἀρεώς τις ὄχθος, οὖ πρώτον θεοὶ εζοντ ἐπὶ ψήφοισιν αἵματος πέρι,
1260 ΆΧιρρόθιον ὅτ’ ἔκταν’ ώμόφρων ’'Αρης, μῆνιν θυηατρος ανοσιών νυμφευμάτων, πόντου κρέοντος παῖδ*, ἵν* εύσεβεστάτη ψήφος βεβαία τ’ ἐστὶν Ι*ἔκ γε τοῦ θεοῖς. ἐνταῦθα καὶ σὲ δεῖ δραμεῖν φόνον πέρι. ἴσαι δέ σ’ εκσωζουσι μὴ θανεῖν δίκη ψῆφοι τεθεῖσαι· Λοξίας γὰρ αΙτίαν εἰς αυτόν οἴσει, μητέρος χρήσας φόνον. καὶ τοῖσι λοιποῖς ὅδε νόμος τεθήσεται νικᾶν ἴσαις ψήφοισι τον φείτ/οντ ἀεί.
1270 δειναὶ μὲν οὐν θεαὶ τῷδ’ ἄγει πεττΧηημέναι παγ ον παρ’ αυτόν χάσμα δύσονται χθονός, σεμνὸν βροτοΐσιν ευσεβές χρηστήριον. σὲ δ* Αρκάδων χρή πόλιν ἐπ’ ΆΧφειον ροαΐς οίκβΐν Ανκαίου πλησίον σηκώματος* επώνυμος δὲ σοῦ πόλις κεκλήσεται. σοι μὲν τάδ* εἶπον τὁνδε δ’ Αἰγίσθου νέκυν *Αργους ποΧΐται γῆς καΧνψουσιν τάφφ. μητέρα δὲ την σήν άρτι Ναυπλίαν παρών ΜενέΧαος, ἐξ οὖ Τρωικήν εἷλε χθόνα,
1280	Ελἐνη τε θάψει· Πρωτέως γὰρ ἐκ δόμων
ήκει Χιπουσ Αίγυπτον οὐδ’ ἦλθεν Φρὑγας. Ζεὺς δ’, ως ἔρις ηενοιτο και φόνος βροτών, εἴδωλον Ελένης εξέπεμψ’ ες Τλιον.
Πυλάδης μὲν οὖν κόρην τε και δάμαρτ ἔχων
ι ίο
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Shall drive thee mad, and dog thy wanderings.
To Athens go: the awful image clasp Of Pallas; for their serpent-irenzied rage Shall she refrain, that they may touch thee not, Outstretching o’er thine head her Gorgon shield.
There is a Hill of Ares, where first sat
Gods to give judgment touching blood-shedding,
When fierce-souled Ares Halirrothius slew,	1260
The Sea-king’s son, in wrath for outrage done His daughter. That tribunal since that hour Sacred and stablished stands in sight of Gods.
There must thou for this murder be arraigned.
And, in the judgment, equal votes cast down From death shall save thee:	for the blame
thereof
Shall Loxias take, who bade thee slay thy mother.
And this for after times shall rest the law,
That equal votes shall still acquit the accused.
Yet shall the Dread Ones, anguish-stricken for
this,	1270
Hard by that hill sink into earth’s deep cleft Revered by men, a sacred oracle.
Thou by Alpheius* streams must found a city Arcadian, near Lycaean Zeus’s shrine ;
And by thy name the city shall be called.
This to thee : touching yon Aegisthus’ corse,
The Argive folk shall hide it in the tomb.
Thy mother—Menelaus, now first come To Nauplia, since he won the land of Troy,
Shall bury her, he and Helen : for she comes,	1280
Who ne’er saw Troy, from Proteus’ halls in Egypt.
But Zeus, to stir up strife and slaughter of men,
A phantom Helen unto Ilium sent.
And Pylades shall take his virgin wife,
in
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
Ἀχαιίδος γῆς οἵκαδ’ είσπορενέτω, καὶ τὸν λόγῳ σὰρ πενθερὺν κομιζέτω Φωκίων ἐς αἶαν, καὶ δότω πλούτου βάρος· σὺ δ’ Ίσθμιας γἧς αὐχέν’ έμβαίνων ποδὶ χώρει πρὸς οἴκον Κεκροπίας εὐδαίμονα. 1290 πεπρωμενην γὰρ μοίραν ἐκπλήσας φόνον ευδαιμονήσεις τῶνδ’ απαλλαχθείς πόνων. Χ0Ρ02
ώ παῖδε Διὸς, θἐμις εἰς φθογγὰς τὰς ύμετέρας ἡμῖν πελάθειν;
ΚΑ2ΤΩΡ
θἐμις, οὐ μυσαροις τοῖσδε σφαγίοις. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
κάμοί μύθου μέτα, Τυνδαρίδαι;
ΚΑ2ΤΠΡ
καὶ σοι* Φοίβῳ τήνδ’ άναθήσω πράξιν φονίαν.
XOPOS
πώς ὅντε θεὼ τῆσδέ τ’ ἀδελφὼ τῆς καταφθιμενης
1300 οὐκ ηρκέσατον κήρας μέλαθρον;
ΚΑΣΤΩΡ
μοίραν ἀνἀγκης ἦγεν το χρεών,
Φοίβου τ’ άσοφοι γλώσσης ενοπαί. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τίς δ’ ἔμ’ Απόλλων, ποῖοι χρησμοί φονίαν εδοσαν μητρϊ ηενεσθαι;
ΚΑ2ΤΛΡ
κοινοί πράξεις, κοινοί δὲ πότμοι,
μία δ’ άμφοτέρονς
ἄτη πατέρων διέκναισεν.
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And from the land Achaean lead her home;
And him, thy kinsman by repute,1 shall bring To Phocis, and shall give him store of wealth.
Thou, journey round the neck of Isthmian land,
Till thou reach Athens, Cecrops’ blissful home.
For, when thou hast fulfilled this murder’s doom, Thou shalt be happy, freed from all these toils.
CHORU8
0	children of Zeus, may we draw nigh Unto speech of your Godhead lawfully?
CASTOR
Yea: stainless are ye of the murderous deed.
ELECTRA
1	too, may I speak to you, Tyndareus* seed ?
CASTOR
Thou too : for on Phoebus I lay the guilt Of the blood thou hast spilt.
CHORUS
How fell it, that ye Gods, brethren twain Of her that is slain,
Kept not from her halls those Powers of Bane ?
CASTOR
By resistless fate was her doom on-driven,
And by Phoebus’ response, in unwisdom given.
ELECTRA
Yet why hath Afiollo by bodings ordained That I with a mother’s blood be stained ?
CASTOR
In the deed ye shared, as the doom ye shared:
The curse of your sires was for twain prepared,
And it hath not spared.
1 Thy nominal brother-in-law, the peasant.
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ΟΡΕΧΓΗ2
ω συηηονέ μοι, 'χρονιάν σ ἐσιδὼν των σῶν εὐθὺς φίλτρων στέρομαι, καί σ άπολβίψω σοῦ λειπὁμενος.
ΚΑ2ΤΠΡ
πόσις ἔστ’ αὐτῇ καὶ δόμος· οὗχ ηδ* οίκτρά πἐπονθεν, πλὴν ὅτι λείπει πόλιν Ἀργείων.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
καὶ τίνες ἄλλαι στοναχαϊ μείξους ἢ γῆς πατρίας ὄρον ἐκλείπβιν; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
ἀλλ* ἐγὼ οϊκων ἔξειμι πατρος, καί ἐπ’ άλλοτρίαις ψηφοισι φόνον μητρός νφέξω.
ΚΑ5ΤΠΡ
θάρσει· Παλλάδος όσίαν ἦξεις πόλιν ἀλλ’ άνέχου. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
περί μοι στέρνοις στέρνα πρόσαψον, avyyove φίλτατβ· διὰ γὰρ ζευγνῦσ’ ἡμᾶς πατρίων μελάθρων μητρὺς φὁνιοι κατάραι.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
βάλε, πρόσπτυξον σῶμα· θανὁντος δ* ως ἐπὶ τνμβφ καταθρηνησον.
ΚΑ5ΤΛΡ
φεῦ φεῦ. δεινόν τὁδ’ έγηρνσω καί ueolai κλύειν. ἔνι γὰρ κάμοί τοῖς τ’ οὐρανίδαις οίκτοι θνητών πολυμόχθων.
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ORE8TES
Ah, sister mine, after long, long space of weary waiting, to see thy face,
And lo, from thy love to be straightway torn,
To forsake thee, be left of thee forlorn!
CASTOR
Λ husband is hers and a home : this pain .
Alone must she know, no more to remain Here, neler know Argoe-agaiiir
ELECTRA
What drearier lot than this, to be banned For aye from the borders of fatherland ?
ORESTES
But I flee from the halls of my father afar;
For a mother’s blood at the alien’s bar Arraigned must I stand !
CASTOR
Fear not: to the sacred town shalt thou fare Of Pallas all safely: be strong to bear.
ELECTRA
Fold me around, breast close to breast,
O brother, O loved !—of all loved best!
For the curse of a mother’s blood must sever From our sire’s halls us, for ever—for ever!
ORESTES
Fling thee on me ! Cling close, mine own !
As over the grave of the dead make moan.
CASTOR
Alas and alas !—for thy pitiful wail Even Gods’ hearts fail;
For with me and with all the Abiders on High Is compassion for mortals’ misery.
ii 5 ι 2
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ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οὐκέτι σ οψομαι.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οὐδ’ ἐγὼ εἰς σὺν βΧέφαρον πελάσω. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τάδε Χοίσθίά μοι προσφθέγματά σου·
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ ὦ ^αῖρε, πόλις·
χαίρετε δ’ ὑμεῖς πολλά, πολίτιδες. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ὧ πιστότατη, στεἐχεις ἡ δη;
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
στείχω βΧίφαρον reyyονσ άτταΧόν.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
Πυλάδη, χαίρων ϊθι, νυμφβύον δέμας Ἠλέκτρας.
ΚΑΣΤΩΡ
τοῖσδε μελήσει γάμος· ἀλλὰ kvvas^y τάσδ’ vlΓoφeύyωv στεῖχ’ ἐπ^Λθτμιῶν' δβινὺν γὰρ ἴχνοςβάΧΧουσ ἐπὶ σοι χβίροΒράκοντβς^χρωτα κελαιναζ^> δεινών οΒυνών καρπὸν ἔχουσαι· νὼ δ’ ἐπὶ πόντον Siκελὺν σπουδῇ σώσοντε νεῶν ττ ρ ώρας ένάΧους.
Βία δ’ αιθέριας στεἐχοντε πλακὸς τοῖς μὲν μυσαροῖς οὐκ eiraprjyopev, οίσιν δ’ ὅσιον καὶ τὺ Βίκαιον φίΧον ἐν βωτφ, τούτους χαΧεττών ἐκλύοντες μόχθων σωζομεν. όντως ἀδικεῖν μηδεὶς θελέτω,
ιιό
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I shall look upon thee not again—not again !
ELECTRA
Nor my yearning eyes upon thee shall I strain !
ORESTES
The last words these we may speak, we twain l
ELECTRA
O city, farewell;
Farewell, ye maidens therein that dwell!
ORESTES
O faithful and true, must we part, part so ?
ELECTRA
We part;—my welling eyes overflow.
ORESTES
Pylades, go ; fair fortune betide :
Take thou Electra for bride.
CASTOR
These^shall find spousal-solace :—up, be doing;
Yiinhell-hounds fl§e,Till thou to Athens win. TheirTearful feet pad on thy track pursuing, Demons of dragon talog, swart of skin, ^ Who batten on mortal agonies their malice.
We speed to seas Sicilian, from their wrath To save the prows of surge-imperilled galleys : Yet, as we pace along the cloudland path,
We help not them that work abomination ;
But, whoso loveth faith and righteousness All his life long, to such we bring salvation, Bring them deliverance out of all distress. Let none dare then jn wrong to be partaker,
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
μηδ’ ἐπιὁρκων μέτα συμπλείτω* θεὺς ὦν σνητοῖς ἀγορεύω.
Χ0Ρ02
χαίρετε* χαιρειν δ’ ὅστις δὑναται καὶ ξυντνχία μή τινι κάμνει θνητών, εὐδαίμονα πράσσει.
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Neither to voyage with the doomed oath-breaker.
I am a God : to men I publish this.
CHORUS
Farewell! Ah, whosoe’er may know this blessing, To fare well, never crushed ’neath ills oppressing, Alone of mortals tastes abiding bliss.
[Exeunt omnes.
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ARGUMENT
When Orestes had avenged his father by slaying his mother Clytemnestra and Aegistkus her paramour, as is told in the Tragedy called “ Electrahe was straightway haunted by ike Erinyes, the avengers of parricide, and by them made mad; and in the torment thereof he continued six days, till he was brought to deaths door.
And herein is told how his sister Electra ministered to him, and how by the Argive people they were condemned to death, while their own kin stood far from their help, and how they strove against their doom.
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE
Electra, daughter of Agamemnon.
Helen, wife of Menelaus.
Orestes, son of Agamemnon.
Menelaus, brother of Agamemnon.
Pylades, friend oj Orestes.
Tyndareus, father of Glytemnestra.
Hermione, daughter of Helen.
Messenger, an old servant of Agamemnon.
A Phrygian, attendant-slave of Helen.
Apollo.
Chorus, consisting of Argive women.
Attendants of Helen, Menelaus, and Tyndareus.
Scene : At the Palace in Argos.
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
Οὐκ ἔστιν οὐδὲν δεινόν ώδ’ εἰπεῖν ἔπος, οὐδὲ πάθος, οὐδὲ συμφορά θεήλατος, ἦς οὐκ ἄν ἄραιτ’ ἄ^θος ανθρώπου φύσις·
6 yap μακάριος, κονκ ονειδίζω τύχας,
Διὸς πεφυκώς, ὡς λέyoυσι, Τάνταλος κορυφής ὺπερτέλλοντα δειμαίνων πέτρον ἀέρι ττ οτ άτ αι καλ τίνει τ αυτήν δίκην, ως μὲν λέγουσιν, ὅτι θεοῖς ἄνθρωπος ών κοινής τραπέξης ἀξίωμ’ ἔχων ἴσον, ακόλαστόν ἔσχε γλώσσαν, αίσχίστην νόσον. οὖτος φυτεύει Πἐλοπα, τοῦ δ’ Ἀτρεὺς ἔφυ, ω στέμματα ξήνασ επέκλωσεν θεὰ ἔριν, Θυἐστῃ πόλεμον ὅντι συηηόνφ θέσθαι· τί τάρρητ άναμετρήσασθαί με δεῖ; ἔδαισε δ’ οὐν νιν τἑκν άποκτείνας Ἀτρεὺς. Ἀτρἐως δέ τὰς γὰρ ἐν μἐσῳ σιγώ τύχας, ο κλεινός, ει δὴ κλεινός, Ἀγαμἐμνων εφυ Μενελεώς τε Κρήσσης μητρός Άερόπης ἄπο. γαμβῖ δ* ὁ μὲν δὴ τὴν θεοῖς στυyoυμεvηv Μενἐλαος 'Ελένην, ὁ δὲ ΚΧυταιμνήστρας λεχος επίσημων ειςΓ/Ελληνας Ἀγαμέμνων ἄναξ· ᾤ παρθένοι μὲν τρεῖς ἔφυμεν ἐκ μιὰς,
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orestes asleep on fits bed, Electra watching beside it.
ELECTRA
Nothing there is so terrible to tell,
Nor fleshly pang, nor visitation of God,
But poor humanity may have to bear it* 4 He, the once blest,—I mock not at his doom—
Begotten of Zeus, as men say, Tantalus,
Dreading the crag which topples o’er his head,
Now hangs jjiid air; and pays this penalty,
As the tale telleth, for that he, a ώρη,
Honoured to sit god-like at meat with Gods,
Yet bridled not his tongue—O shamefuj madness !	10
He begat Pelops; bom to him was Atreus,
For whom Fate twined with her doom-threads a strand
Of strife against Thyestes, yea, his brother;—
Why must I tell o’er things unspeakable ?
Atreus for their sire’s feasting slew his sons.
Of Atreus—what befell between I tell not—
Famed Agamemnon sprang,—if this be fame,—
And Menelaus, of Cretan Aerope.
And Menelaus wedded Helen, loathed
Of heaven, the while King Agamemnon won	20
Clyteinnestra’s couch, to Hellenes memorable.
To him were daughters three, Chiysothemis,
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Χρυσὁθεμις Ιφιγένειά τ’ Ἠλέκτρα τ’ ἐγώ, ἄρσην δ* Ὀρἐστης, μητρὺς άνοσυωτάτης, ἢ πόσιν άττείρφ ττερφαΧοΰσ ύφάσματι ἔκτεινεν* ὧν δ* ἕκατι, παρθένῳ λέγειν οὐ καλὸν ἐω τοῦτ’ ασαφές ἐν κοινῷ σκοπεῖν. Φοίβου δ’ αδικίαν μεν τί δεῖ κατηηορειν; πείθει δ’ Ὀοἐστην μητερ ἦ σφ’ ἐγβίνατο κτεῖναι, προς οὐ^ άτταντας εΰκΧειαν φέρον. ὅμως δ* άττέκτειν οὐκ ἀπειθήσας θεῴ* κἀγὼ μετέσχον, ola δὴ γυνή, φόνου,
Πυλάδης θ’, ος η μιν συηκατείρηασται τάδε. εντεύθεν aypia συντακεϊς νόσψ δέμας τλήμων Ὀρἐστης ὅδε πεσὼν εν δεμνίοις κεΐται, το μητρὺς δ’ αἷμα νιν τροχηΧατεϊ μανίαισιν ὀνομάζειν γὰρ αἰδοῦμαι θεὰς Ευμενίδας, αἳ τὁνδ’ ἐξαμιλλῶνται φόβφ, εκτον δὲ δὴ τὁδ’ ἦμαρ ἐξ ὅτου σφαγαῖς θανούσα μητηρ πυρὶ καθήγνισται δέμας, ὧν οὔτε σῖτα οιὰ δἐρης ἐδἐξατο, ,ν ιἀγ οὐ λούτρ\ὐδωκε χρωτι* χΧανιδίων δ’ ἔσω κρυφθέίϊΐβταν μεν σώμα κουφισθή νόσου, εμφρωίΓοακρύει, ποτὲ δὲ δεμνίων ἄπο ττηδα δρομαίος, πώλος ὼς ἀπὸ ξυγοῦ. ἔδοξε δ Ἀ^γει τῷδε μήθ’ ἡμᾶς στἐγαις, μὴ πυρὶ δεχεσθαι, μήτε π^οσφωνεῖν τινα μητροκτονούντας· κυρία δ ἦδ ήμερα, εν ἦ διοίσει ψήφον Λρ^γείων πόλις, εἰ XPV θανεϊν νὼ Χευσίμφ ττετρώματι, ἣ φάσγανον θήξαντ ἐπ’ αύχένος βα\εΐν· ἐλπίδα δὲ δή τιν’ ἔχομεν ὧστε μὴ θανεῖν ἦκει γὰρ εἰς γῆν Μβνἐλεως Τροίας ἄπο, λιμένα δὲ Ναυπλίειον ἐκπληρῶν πλάτη

r '
128
Digitized by
Google
'ο ν.
ORESTES
Iphigeneia, Electra, and a son Orestes, of one impious mother born,
Who trapped in tangling toils her lord, and slew : Wherefore she slew,—a shame for maid to speak !—
I leave untold, for whoso will to guess.
What boots it to lay wrong to Phoebus’ charge,
Who thrust Orestes on to slay the mother
That bare him ?—few but cry shame on the deed, 30
Though in obedience to the God he slew.
I in the deed shared,—far as woman might,—
And Pylades, who helped to compass it.
Thereafter, wasted with fierce malady,
Hapless Orestes, fallen on his couch,
Lieth : his mothers blood aye scourgeth him With madness. Scarce for awe I name their names
Whose terrors rack him, the Eumenides.
And to this day, the sixth since cleansing fire Enwrapped the murdered form, his mother’s corse, 40 Morsel of food his lips have ncit received,
Nor hath he bathed his flesh in his cloak Now palleJJVhen he from tomient respite hath,
With brain unclouded weeps, now from his couch Frenzied with wild feet bounds like steed unyoked.
And Argos hath decreed that none with roof Or fire receive us, none speak word to us,
The matricides. The appointed day is tliis^
Whereon the Argive^state shall cast the vote,
Whether we twain must die, by stoning die,'	50
Or through our own necks plunge the whetted steel.
Yet one hope have we of escape from death ;
For Ms Troin~They -hath reached-the thind. Thronging the Nauplian haven with his fleet
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άκταισιν ὁρμεῖ, δαρὸν ἐκ Τροίας χρόνον άλαισι πλαγχθείς· τὴν δὲ δὴ πολύστονον Ελένην, φυλάξας νύκτα, μή τις εἰσιδὼν μεθ’ ημέραν στείχουσαν, ών ὑττ’ *Ιλίῳ παῖδες τεθνᾶσιν, εἰς πάτρων ἔλθῃ βολάς,
60 προνπεμψεν εἰς δῶμ’ ἡμέτερον ἔστιν δ’ ἔσω κλαίουσ αδελφήν συμφοράς τε δωμάτων. ἔχει δὲ δή τιν ἀλγίων παραψυχήν ἢν yap κατ οϊκους ἔλιφ’, ὅτ’ ἐς Τροίαν ἔπλει, παρθένον έμή τε μητρϊ παρέδωκεν τρέφειν Μενέλαος ἀγαγὼν Έρμιὁνην Σπάρτης ἄπο, ταύτῃ yέyηθε κάπιλήθεται κακών. βλέπω δε πάσαν εις οδόν, πότ’ οψομαι Μενέλαον ἦκονθ’· ώς τά γ’ ἄλλ’ ἐπ’ ασθενούς ρώμης όχούμεθ', ην τι μὴ κείνου πάρα 70	σ ωθώ μεν. άπορον χρήμα δυστυχών δόμος.
ΕΛΕΝΗ
ώ παῖ Κλυταιμνήστρας τε κάηαμέμνονος, παρθένε μικρόν δη μήκος, Τίλέκτρα, χρόνου, πώς, ω τάλαινα, συ τε κασίηνητός τε σος τλήμων Ὀρἐστης μητρός οδε φονεύς ἔφυ; πpoσφθέyμaσιv γὰρ οὐ μιαίνομαι σέθεν, εις Φοίβον άναφέρουσα την αμαρτίαν. καίτοι στένω γε τον Κλυταιμνήστρας μόρον ἐμῆς αδελφής, ἦν, ἐπεὶ πρὸς Τ\ιον ἔπλευσ’ ὅπως ἔπλευσα θεομανει πότμφ,
80 οὐκ εἶδον, άπολειφθεΐσα δ’ αίάζω τύχας.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
Ἐλίνη, τί σοι λέyoιμ αν α γε παροΰσ όρας, εν σνμφοραΐσι τον Ἀγαμέμνονος γόνον; ἀγὼ μὲν άυπνος, πάρεδρος άθλίφ νεκρφ, νεκρός yelp οντος εϊνεκα σμικράς πνοής,
13°
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Off-shore he anchors, who hath wandered long Homeless £*om Troy. But Helen—yea, that cause Of countless woes,—’neath screen of night he sent Before, unto our house, lest some, whose sons At Ilium fell, if she by daylight came,
Should see, and stone her. Now within she weeps 60 Her sister and her house’s misery.
And yet hath she some solace in her griefs :
The child whom, sailing unto Troy, she left,
Hermione, whom Menelaus brought From Sparta to my mother’s fostering,
In her she joys, and can forget her woes.
I gaze far down the highway, strain to see Menelaus come. Frail anchor of hope is ours To ride on, if we be not saved of him.
In desperate plight is an ill-fated house.	70
Eater HELEN.
HELEN
Clytemnestra’s daughter, Agamemnon’s child,
Electra, maid a weary while unwed,
Hapless, how could ye, thou and the stricken one,
Thy brother Orestes, slay a mother thus ?
I coine, as unpolluted by thy speech,
Since upon Phoebus all thy sin I lay.
Yet do I moan for Clytemnestra’s fate,
My sister, whom, since unto Ilium I sailed,—as heaven-frenzied I did sail,—
I have seen not: now left lorn I wail our lot.	80
ELECTRA
Helen, why tell thee what thyself mayst see—
The piteous plight of Agamemnon’s son ?
Sleepless I sit beside a wretched corpse ;
For, but for faintest breath, a corpse he is.
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θάσσω· τὰ τοὐτου δ* οὐκ ὀνειδίζω κακα* σὺ δ* ἡ μακαρία μακάριός θ’ ὁ σὸς πόσφ ηκετον ἐφ’ ἡμᾶς ἀθλίως πεπραηότας.
ΕΛΕΝΗ
πόσον χρόνον δὲ δεμνίοις πέπτωχ ὅδε ;
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἐξ οὑπερ αἷμα γενέθλιον κατήνυσεν.
ΕΛΕΝΗ
90 ὦ μέλεος, ἡ τεκοῦσά θ’, ώς διώλετο.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
όντως ἔχει τάδ’, ώστ’ ἀπείρηκεν κακοϊς.
ΕΛΕΝΗ
πρὸς θεών, πίθοι Αν δῆτά μοι τι, παρθένε ;
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ώς ἄσχολος γε συγγόνου προσεδρία.
ΕΛΕΝΗ
βούλει τάφον μοι προς κασιηνήτης μολειν ;
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ClA μητρος κελεύεις της εμής ; τίνος χάριν ;
%>ι \ /	" —■'	^‘^ΕΛΕΝΗ
μὴκὑμης ἀπαρχὰςκαὶ χοὰς φέρόνσ’ ἐμάς.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ '
ο·οὶ δ’ οὐ θεμιστόν προς φίλων στειχειν τάφον ; ΕΛΕΝΗ
δεῖξαι γὰρ Άργείοισι σωμ αίσχννομαι.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
όψε γε φρονείς ευ, τότε λιπούσ αίσχρώς δόμους. ΕΛΕΝΗ
100 ὸρθῶς ελεξας, ου φίλως δέ μοι λέγεις.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
αἰδὼς δὲ δὴ τίς σ’ εἰ? Μυκηναίους ἔχει; ΐ32
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ORESTES
His evils—none do I reproach with them;
But prosperous thou art come, and prosperous comes Thy lord, to us the misery-stricken ones.
HELEN
How long hath he so lain upon his couch ?
ELECTRA
Even since he spilt the blood of her that bare him.
HELEN
Alas for him, for her !—what death she died !	90
ELECTRA
Such is his plight that he is crushed of ills.
HELEN
In heaven’s name, maiden, do to me a grace.
ELECTRA
So far as this my tendance suffereth me.
HELEN
Wilt go for me unto my sister’s tomb ?
ELECTRA
My mother’s?—canst thou ask me ?—for what cause ?
^	HELEN
locks bear from me>nd drink-offerings.
ELECTRA
What sin, if thou draw nigh a dear one’s tomb ?
HELEN
I shame to show me to the Argive folk.
ELECTRA
Late virtue in who basely fled her home !
HELEN
Thou speakest truly—speakest cruelly.	100
ELECTRA
What shame is thine of Mycenaean eyes ?
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ΕΛΕΝΗ
δέδοικα πατέρας των υπ’ Ιλίῳ νεκρών.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
δεινόν γάρ · Ἀργει γ* άναβοα διὰ στόμα. ΕΛΕΝΗ
σύ νυν χάριν μοι τον φόβον Χύσασα δὁς.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οὐκ ἄν δνναίμην μητρός εΙσβΧέφαι τάφον. ΕΛΕΝΗ
αισχρόν γε μέντοι προσπόΧονς φέρειν τάδε. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τί δ’ οὐχὶ θυγατρὺς Ἑρμιὁνης πέμπεις δέμας; ΕΛΕΝΗ
εἰς οχΧον ἕρπειν παρθένοισιν ον καΧόν. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
καὶ μὴν τίνοι y ἄν τῇ τεθνηκυία τροφάς. ΕΛΕΝΗ
καΧώς εΧεξας, πείθομαι τε σοι, κόρη,
καὶ πέμψομέν γε θνηατέρ · εὖ γάρ τοι Χέηεις.
ὦ τέκνον, ἔξελθ’, Ἑρμιὁνη, δόμων πάρος,
-και λαρε χοας τασο εν χεροιν κομας τ εμάς*' ἐλθοῦσα ο ἀμφὶ τον Κλυταιμνήστρας τάφον μεΧίκρατ άφες yάXaκτoς οίνωπόν τ άχνην, καὶ στάσ ἐπὶ άκρου χώματος Χέξον ταοε· Ἑλένη σ’ ἀδελφὴ ταἴσδε δωρεΐται χοαις, φόβφ προσεΧθεϊν μνήμα σὸν, ταρβονσά τε ’Αργείον οχΧον. ευμενή δ’ άvωyέ νιν ἐμοι τε και σοὶ καὶ πόσει ^γνώμην ἔχειν τοῖν τ’ άθΧίοιν τοΐνδ\ οὺς άπώΧεσεν θεός. ὰ δ’ εἰς άδεΧφήν καιρός εκπονεΐν εμέ,
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HELRN
I fear the sires of those at Ilium dead.
ELECTRA
Well mayst thou fear : all Argos cries on thee.
ΗΚΙ,ΕΝ
Grant me this grace and break my chain of fear.
ELECTRA
I cannot look upon my mother’s tomb.
HELEN
Yet shame it were should handmaids bear these gifts.
ELECTRA
Wherefore send not thy child Hermione ?
HELEN
To pass mid throngs beseemeth maidens not.
ELECTRA
She should pay nurture’s debt unto the dead.
HELEN
Sooth hast thou said : I hearken to thee, maid.	hq
Yea, I will send my daughter: thou say’st well.
Child, come, Hermione, without the doors :
Enter hermione.
c^Iake these drink-offerings, this mine hair, in hardily—^ And go thou, and round Clytemnestra’s tomb Shed mingled honey, milk, and foam of wine ;
And, standing on the grave-mound’s height, say this :
“ Thy sister Helen these drink-offerings gives,
Fearing to approach thy tomb, and dreading sore The Argive rabble.” Bid her bear a mood Kindly to me, to thee, and to my lord,	120
And to these hapless twain, whom God hath stricken.
All gifts unto the dead which duty bids
*35
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ὅπανθ’ υπ ισχνού νερτόρων δωρήματα. ϊθ\ ω τέκνον μοι, σπεῦδε καὶ χοάς τάφῳ δοῦσ’ ώς τάχιστα τῆς πάλιν μέμνησ οδού.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ὦ φύσις, ἐν άνθρώποισιν ως μεγ εἶ κακόν, σωτήριόν τε τοῖς καλῶς κεκ^ηρΑνοις.
, ειδετέ παρ’ ακρας ως ἀπἔσρισεν τρίχας^ σωζονσα κάλλος; ἔστι δ’ ἡ πάλαι γννή.^ 130 θεοί σε μισήσειαν, ὦς μ’ ἀπώλβσας
καὶ τόνδε πάσαν θ’ Ἑλλάδ’, ὦ τάλαιν ἐγώ, αἵδ’ αὖ πάρεισι τοῖς ὑμοῖς θρηνήμασι ώίλαι Ρυνωδοί· τάνα μεταστήσουσ ύπνον τονδ ησυχαζοντ, ομμα ο εκτηξουσ εμον δακρύοις, αδελφόν όταν όρω μεμηνότα. ὦ φίλταται γνναΐκβς, ήσύχψ ποδὶ χωρειτε, μὴ ψοφεϊτε, μηδ’ ἔστω κτύπος, φιλία yap ἡ σὴ πρευμενης μεν, ἀλλ* ἐμοὶ τὁνδ’ ἐξεγεῖραι συμφορά γενήσεται.
ΧΟΡ02
140 σιγά, σιγά, λεπτόν ίχνος άρβύλης στρ.ά τίθετε, μὴ ψοφεΐτε, μὴ ’στω κτύπος.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
άποπρό βατ εκεϊσ, άποπρό μοι κοιτάς. Χ0Ρ02
ἰδού, πείθομαι.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἃ ἆ, σύριγγος όπως πνοά λεπτού δόνακος, ω φίλα, φώνει μοι.
Χ0Ρ02
ιδ’, άτρεμαϊον ως ύπόροφον φέρω βοάν.
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I render to my sister, promise thou.
Go, daughter, haste : and, soon as thou hast paid The tomb its offerings, with all speed return.
[Exeunt helen and hermione.
ELECTRA
Ah inbred Nature, cankering curse to men,
Yet blessing to thy virtuous heritors ! κ’Μρἀγ she but trimmed off at the tips her hair,
Sparing its beauty—still the Helen of
God’s hate be on thee, who hast ruined me,	130
My brother, and all Hellas 1 Woe is me !
Lo, hither come my friends who wail with me My dirges ! Soon shall they uprouse from sleep Him who hath peace now, and shall drown mine eyes In tears, when I behold my brother rave.
Enter chorus.
Ah friends, dear friends, with soundless footfall tread; Make ye no murmur, neither be there jar.
Kindly is this your friendship, yet to me,
If ye but rouse him, misery shall befall.
CHORUS
Hush ye, O hush ye ! light be the tread (Str. 1) 140 Of the sandal; nor murmur nor jar let there be.
ELECTRA
Afar step ye thitherward, far from his bed !
CHORUS
Lo, I hearken to thee.
ELECTRA
Ha, be thy voice as the light breath blown Through the pipe of the reed, O friend, I pray!
CHORUS
Lo, softly in murmured undertone I am sighing.
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150
160
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ ναὶ οὔτως,
κάταηε, καταγε, πρὁσιθ’ ἀτρέμας, ατρ4μας Wr λόγον άποδος ἐφ’ ὅ τι χρέος ἐμὁλετἑ ποτε. χρόνια γὰρ πεσὼν ὅδ* ευνάζεται,
ΧΟΡΟΣ
πώς ἔχει; λόγου μετ άδος, ὦ φίλα.	/
τίνα τνχαν εϊπω ; τινα δὲ συμφοράν ;	* α
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἔτι μὲν ἐμπνέει, βραχύ δ* ἀναστένει.
XOPOS
τί φής ; ώ τάλας.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ὸλεῖς, εἰ βλέφαρα κινήσεις ύπνου γλυκυτάταν φερομένφ χάριν, .

Χ0Ρ02
μέλεος εχθίστων θεόθεν ἐργμάτων, τάλας, φεῦ μόχθων.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἄδικος ἄδικα τὁτ’ ἄρ’ ἔλακεν ἔλακεν, ἀ7τὁ-φονον οτ ἐπὶ τρίποδι Θἐμιδος ἄρ’ ἐδίκασ$ φόνον ό Αοξίας έμας ματέρος.
Χ0Ρ02
ὁρᾴς; εν πέπλοισι κινεί δέμας.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
σὺ γάρ νιν, ώ τάλαινα, θωύξασ εβάλες ἐξ ύπνου.
XOPCXS
εύδειν μὲν οὖν εδοξα.
Ι3«

Digitized by Google
ORESTES
ELECTRA
Yea-
Lower—yet lower !—ah softly, ah softly draw nigh ! Make answer, ah why have ye hitherward wended, ah why ?—
So long is it since he hath stilled him in sleep to lie.
CHORUS
How is it with him ? Dear friend, speak. (Ant. 1) What tidings for me ? What hath come to pass ?
ELECTRA
Yet doth he breathe, but his moans wax weak.
CHORUS
How say st thou ?—alas !
ELECTRA
"^-Thou wilt slay him, if once from his eyes thou have driven
The sweetness of slumber that o’er them flo\ysr
CHORUS
Alas for the deeds of the malice of heaven!	160
Alas for his throes 1
ELECTRA
Wrongful was he who uttered that wrongful rede When Loxias, throned on the tripod of Themis, decreed The death of my mother, a foul unnatural deed 1
CHORUS
See’st thou?—he stirreth beneath his cloak] (Str. 2)
ELECTRA
Woe unto thee ! it was thy voice broke The bands of his sleep by thy wild outcry.
CHORUS
Nay, but I deemed that he yet slept on.
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
170 οὐκ ἀφ’ ημών, οὐκ ἀπ’ οϊκων πάλιν ἀνὰ πόδα σὺν εἱλίξεις μεθεμένα κτύπου;
ΧΟΡΟΣ
ύπνώσσει.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
λέγεις εὖ.
Χ0Ρ02
πότνια, πότνια ννξ, ύπνοΒότειρα των πολνπόνων βροτών, ερεβόθεν ἴθι, μὁλε μὁλε κατάπτερος τον Ἀγαμεμνὁνιον ἐπὶ δόμον.
180	ὑπὸ γὰρ ἀλγίων ὺπὁ τε συμφοράς
Βιοιχόμεθ\ οἐχὁμεθα.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
κτύπον ἡγάγετ’· οὐχὶ σῖγα σῖγα φυλασσόμενα στόματος άνακέλαΒον απο λέχεος ἦ-συχον ύπνου χάριν παρέξεις, φίλα ;
Χ0Ρ02
θρόει, τις κακών τελευτά μενει ;	ἀντ. β'
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
θανεῖν τί δ’ ἄλιλο ; οὐδὲ γὰρ πόθον ἔχει βοράς.
Χ0Ρ02
190 πρόδηλος ὰρ’ ὁ πότμος.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
εξέθυσεν Φοίβος ημάς μελεον άπόφονον αίμα Βούς πατροφόνου ματρός.
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ELECTRA
Wilt thou not hence, from the house to be gone ? 170 Ah, tuiin thee again,, and backward hie With the sound of thy voice, with the jar of thy tread !
CHORUS
Yet doth he slumber on.
ELECTRA
Sooth said. chorus (singing low)
Queen, Majesty of Night,
To travail-burdened mortals giver of sleep,
Float up from Erebus ! With wide wings’ sweep Come, come, on Agamemnon’s mansion light!
Fordone with anguish, whelmed in woeful plight, 180 We are sinking, sinking deep.
ELECT R. A
With jarring strain have ye broken in!
Ah hush ! ah hush ! refrain ye the din Of chanting lips, and vouchsafe the grace Of the peace of sleep to his resting-place.
CHORUS
Tell, what end waiteth his misery ?	(Ant. 2)
ELECTRA
Even to die,—what else should be ?
For he knoweth not even craving for food.
CHORUS
Ah, then is his doom plain—all too plain!	190
ELECTRA
Phoebus for victims hath sealed us twain,
Who decreed that we spill a mother s blood For a father s—a deed without a name !
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XOP02
δίκᾳ μέν.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
καλώς δ’ οὑ. ἔκανες ἔθανες, ώ
τεκομένα με μᾶτερ, ἀπὸ δ’ ώλεσας πατέρα τέκνα τε τάδε σέθεν ἀφ’ αἵματος·
200 όλόμεθ* ἰσονέκυες, ὸλὁμεθα.
σύ τε γὰρ ἐν νεκροῖς, τό τ’ ἐμὺν οἔχεται βίου τὺ πλέον μέρος ἐν στοναχαῖσί τε γὁοισι
δάκρυσί τ’ ἐννυχιοις·
ἄγαμος, ἔπιδ\ άτεκνος ὅτε βίοτον α
μέλεος εἰς τὸν αἰὲν ἕλκω χρόνον.
Χ0Ρ02
ο ρα παρούσα, παρθέν Ἠλέκτρα, πέλας, μὴ κατθανών σε σύγγονος λέληθ’ ὅδε*
210 οὐ γάρ μ’ αρέσκει τῷ λίαν παρειμένῳ.
ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
ὦ φί\ον ύπνον θέλγητρου, επίκουρον νόσου, ως ἡδύ μοι προσήλθες εν δέοντί γε. ὦ πότνια λήθη των κακών, ως ει σοφή καί τοῖσι δυστυχούσιν ευκταία θεός, ποθεν ποτ ήλθον δεύρο ; πώς δ’ άφικόμην; άμνημονώ γάρ, τῶν πρὶν άπολείφθείς φρένων. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ὦ φίλταθ\ ως μ ηΰφρανας εις ύπνον πεσὼν. βούλει θίγω σου κάνακουφίσω δέμα?;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2	ι\ ί ·
λαβού λαβοΰ δήτ, εκ δ’ ομορξον αθλίου ‘220 στόματος αφρώδη πέλανον ὀμμάτων τ’ ἐμων.
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CHORUS
’Twas a deed of justice—
ELECTRA
A deed of shame!
Thou slewest, and art dead,
Mother that bare me—thrustedst to the tomb Our father and these children of thy womb.
For corpse-like are we gone, our life is fled. 200 Thou art in Hades : of my days hath sped The half amidst a doom Of lamentation and weary sighs,
And of tears through the long nights poured from mine eyes.
Spouseless,—behold me !—and childless aye,
Am I wasting a desolate life away.
CHORUS
Look, maid Electra, who art at his side,
Lest this thy brother unawares have died.
So utter-nerveless, stirless, likes me not.	210
orestes (waking)
Dear spell of sleep, assuager of disease,
How sweet thou cam’st to me in sorest need!
O sovereign pain-oblivion, ah, how wise A Goddess !—by the woe-worn how invoked !
Whence came I hitherward ?—how found this place ?
For I forget: past thoughts are blotted out.
ELECTRA
Beloved, how thy sleeping made me glad!
Wouldst have me clasp thee, and uplift thy frame ?
ORESTES
Take, O yea, take m^f from mine anguished lips Wipe thou the clotted-foam, and from mine-eyes.	- 220
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἰδού· το Βονλενμ ἡδὑ, κονκ ἀναίνομαι ἀδἐλφ’ ἀδελφῇ χειρὶ θεραπεὑειν μέλη. t &1 ' ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5 ,	Γ,.: r ·*' ‘ὠ \\»1-
υπόβαλε πλευρὸνς πλευρά^/καυχμώΒη κόμην ἄφελε προσώποὼςλεπτὰ γαρ» λεὑσσω κόραιν*
, ο	Χ :
ω βοστρύχων
Χ ν Ο'-··'
τινδδ?ς άθλιον καρα,
-> f:
* f.s
Ν^^^Λύπρ^διὰ μακράν ἀλουσίας. ν
, ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2	)	ν*·β"
κλῖνον μ ἐς εὐνὴν αὖθις* ὅταν ἀνῇ νόσος μανιὰς, ἄναρθρος εἰμι κ ασθενώ μέλη. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἰδού. φίλον τοι τω νοσονντι δέμνιον, ανιαρόν ον τό κτήμ, ἀναγκαῖον δ’ ὅμως. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
αὖθίς μ’ ἐς ορθόν στήσον, άνακύκλει δέμας* δυσάρεστου οἱ νοσοῦντες απορίαν ὑπο. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἦ κἀπὶ yaiav άρμόσαι πόδας θἐλεις, χρόνων ϊχνον σεις; μεταβολή πάντων γλυκύ.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
μάλιστα· δόξαν γὰρ τὁδ’ vyieiav ἔχει. κρείσσον δὲ τὺ Βοκεΐν, καν αλήθειαν ἀπῇ. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
άκονε δὴ νῦν, ω κασίηνητον κάρα, εως ἐῶσί σ’ εὖ φρονεϊν Ερινὑες.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
λέξειν τι καινόν ; κει μεν εὖ, χάριν φέρειν* εἰ δ’ εἰς βλάβην τιν’, ἅλις εχω τον Βυστνχειν. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
Μενἐλαος ἦκει, σοῦ κασίηνητον πατρόν, εν Ναυπλίᾳ δὲ σέλμαθ’ ωρμισται νεῶν.
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ELECTRA
.Lo !—sweet the service is : nor I think scorn With sister’s hand to tend a brother s limbs.
ORESTES
Put ’neath my side thy side matted hair Brush from my brow, for dimly see mine eyes.>
ELECTRA
Ah hapless head of tresses all befouled,
How wildly tossed art thou, unwashen long!
ORESTES
Lay me again down. When the frenzy-throes Leave me, unstrung am I, strengthless of limb.
Electra {lays him down)
Lo there. To sick ones welcome is the couch,
A place pain-haunted, and yet necessary.	230
ORESTES
Raise me once more upright: tum me about.
Hard are the sick to please, for helplessness.
ELECTRA
Wilt set thy feet upon the earth, and take One step at last ? Change is in all things sweet.
ORESTES
Yea, surely : this the semblance hath of health.
Better than nought is seeming, though unreal.
ELECTRA
Give ear unto me now, O brother mine,
While yet the Fiends unclouded leave thy brain.
ORESTES
News hast thou? Welcome this, so it be fair :
If to mine hurt, sorrow have I enow.	240
ELECTRA
Menelaus, thy sire’s brother, home hath come:
In Nauplia his galleys anchored lie.
145
VOL. II.	L
Digitized by Google
OPE2TH2
OPE5TH2
πως εἴπας; ἦκει φως ἐμοῖς καὶ σοῖς κακοῖς ἀνὴρ ὁμογενὴς καὶ χάριτας ἔχων πατρός; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἦκει, τὺ πιστόν τόδε \όyωv ἐμῶν δἐχου, Ελἐνην ay ό μένος Τρωικών ἐκ τειχεων. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
εἰ μόνος ἐσώθη, μᾶλλον ἂν ζηλωτὸς ἦν εἰ δ’ άλοχον ἄγεται, κακόν ἔχων ἦκει μέγα. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἐπίσημον ἔτεκε Τυνδάρεως εἰς τον yjroyov 7ἐνος θυγατέρων ΒυσκΧεές τ’ ἀν’ Ἐλλάδα.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
σύ νυν διάφερε τῶν κακών ἔξεστι γάρ· καὶ μὴ μόνον λέγ’, ἀλλὰ καὶ φρονεί τάδε.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ ° ν t ^
οἵμοι, κασίγνητ^ομμα σὺν ταράσσεται, ταχύς δὲ μετέθονΧύσσαν, ἄρτι σωφρονών.
' ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2	" ^'·Λ '
ὦ μῆτερ, ικετεύω σε, μὴ ’πίσειἐ μοι τὰς αίματωπούς καί Βρακοντώδεις κόρας* J ανται yelp αύται πλησίον θρωσκουσι μου.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
κέν’, ω τα\αίπωρ\ άτρεμα σοις εν Βεμνίοις· ὁρᾴς γὰρ οὐδὲν ων δοκεῖς σάφ’ ειΒεναι, ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2 .·
ὦ Φοΐβ\ άποκτενονσί μὐχιἱ κυνώπιΒες . yopyώπες ενέρωνάερίαι, ΒειναΙ θεαί.
τ’ ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οὓτοι μεθησω· χεῖμα δ’ εμπΧέξασ εμην σχήσω σε πηδᾶν δυστυχή πηδήματα.
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ORESTES
How say’st ? Comes he a light on thy woes risen And mine, our kinsman, and our father’s debtor ?
ELECTRA
He conies. Receive for surety of my words This—he brings Helen from the walls of Troy.
ORESTES
More blest he were had he escaped alone :
Sore bane he bringeth, if he bring his wife.
ELECTRA
As beacons of reproach and infamy
Through Hellas, were the daughters Tyndareus gat. 250 orestes (with sudden fury)
Be thou not like the vile ones!—this thou mayst_
Not in word only, but in inmost thought!
ELECTRA	^
Woe’s me, my brother l^Wildly rolls thine eyeμὴ Swift changest thou to iriMness, sane but now!
ORESTES
^Mather t^’beseech thee^ark not thou on me c Yon maidens gory-eyed ancTSnaky-hairecrἕκ Lo there! —lo there! They are nigh; they leap on me!
ELECTRA
Stay, hapless one, unshuddering on thy couch :
Nought of thy vivid vision seest thou.
ORESTES	.
Ah, Phoebus!—they shall slay me^hound-faced
fiends,260 Goddesses dread, hell’s gorgon-priestesses!
ELECTRA
I will not let thee go ! My clasping arms Shall hold thee from thy leap of misery.
l 2
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OPE2TH2
μέθες* μι' ουσα των έμών Ἐρινύω ν μισόν μ ὸχμάξεις, ὡς βάλρς εἰς Τάρταρον,
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οι ’γὼ τάλαινα, τίν €7Γίκουρίαν Χάβω, ἐπεὶ τὺ θεῖον δυσμενές κεκτήμεθα;
ΟΡΕΧΓΗ5
δὺς τὁξα μοι κβρουλκά, δῶ/m Αοξίου, οίς μ' εἶπ’ Ἀπόλλων έξαμύνασθαι θεάς, εἴ μ’ έκφοβοΐβν μανιάσιν λυσσήμασιν. βεβλήσεταί τις θεῶν βροτησία χέρι, εἰ μὴ ’ξαμείῆτει χωρίς όμμάτων έμων. οὐκ εἰσακούετ’/ οὐχ ὁρᾶθ’ έκηβόλων τόξων 7ττερωτὰς γλυφίΒας ἐξορμωμένας; ἆ ὰ·
τί δῆτα μέλλετ’; έξακρίζβτ αιθέρα ιττ€ροΐς· τὰ Φοίβου δ’ αἰτιᾶσθε θέσφατα, ἔα.
τί χρήμ ἀλύω, πνεῦμ’ ἀνεὶς ἐκ 7τνευμὁνων;
ποῖ ποῖ ηοΘ’ ἡλάμεσθα δεμνίων ἄπο;
ἐκ κυμάτων γὰρ αὖθις αὖ γαλήν όρω.
σύγγονε, τί κλαίειςνςράτα θεῖσ’ εἴσω ττέπλωνΤ^
αίσχύνομαί σοι μεταδιδοὺς πόνων ἐμων, /
οχλον τε τταρέχων τταρθένφ νόσοις έμαΐς.
μὴ τῶν ἐμῶν ἕκατι συντηκου κακών
συ μὲν γὰρ ἐπἐνευσας τάδ’, εϊργασται δ’ ἐμοὶ
μητρωον αίμα· Αοξία δὲ μέμφομαι,
ὅστις μ έττάρας έργο ν άνοσιωτατον,
τοῖς μὲν λἀγ04? ηὕφρανε, τοῖς δ’ ίργοισιν ου.
οΐμαι δὲ ττατέρα τον έμόν, εἰ κατ’ ὄμματα
εξιστορούν νιν, μητέρ’ εἰ κτεΐναί με χρή,
πολλακ’^ενειοΰ ;τοῦδ’ ἄν ἐκτεῖναι λιτὰς
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Unhand me !—of mine Haunting Fiends thou art—
Dost grip my waist to hurl me into hell!
ELECTRA
Ah hapless I! What succour can I win Now we have gotten godhead to our foe ?
ORESTES
Give me mine horn-tipped bow, even Loxias* gift, Wherewith Apollo bade drive back the fiends,
If with their frenzy of madness they should fright
me.	270
A Goddess shall be smitten of mortal hand,
Except she vanish from before mine eyes.
Do ye not hear ?—not see the feathered shafts At point to leap from my far-smiting bow ?
Ha! ha !—
Why tarry ye ? Soar to the welkin’s height On wings ! There rail on Phoebus’ oracles !
Ah!
Why do I rave, hard-panting from my lungs ?
Whither have I leapt, whither, from my couch ?
For after storm once more a calm I see.
Sister, why weep’st thou^muffling o’er thine head? ^ 280 Ashamed am I to make thee" share my woes,
To afflict a maiden with my malady.
For mine affliction’s sake break not, dear heart.
Thou didst consent thereto, yet spilt of me My mother s blood was. Loxias 1 blame,
Who to a deed accursed thrust me on,
Arid cheered me still with words, but not with deeds.
I trow, my father, had I face to face Questioned himjf I must my mother sla^/
Had eamestlysb^sought me by thi^ beard ^	290
. · · ·	H9
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μηποτε τεκοὑσης εἰς σφα·γας ωσαι ξίφος, εἰ μήτ εκείνος άναλαβείν εμέλλε φως, ἐγώ θ’ ὁ τλήμων τοιά8* εκπλησειν κακά, ^jcal νυν άνακάλυπτκασ'^νητον κάρα, εκ δακρύων τ’ ἄπεΧθε, κεἰ μάλ’ ἀθλίως εχομεν' ὅταν δὲ τἄμ’ άθυμήσαντ ἴδη?, σύ μου τὺ δεινόν καὶ διαφθαρέν φρένων ϊσχναινε παραμυθού θ’· ὅταν δὲ σὺ στενής, ημάς παρόντας χρη σε νονθετεΐν φίλα· επικουρίαι yap αίδε τοῖς φίλοις καλαί. αλλ\ ω τάλαινα, βάσα δωμάτων ἔσω ν. νὔπνῳ τ’ άνττνον βλεφαρον^ίκταθείσοδός,^ σΐτον τ ορεξαι λουτρά τ επιβαλού χ^ροί. ει yap προλείψεις μ , ή προσεδρία νοσον κτησει τιν, οίχόμεσθα· σὲ γὰρ ἔχω μόνην επίκουρον, άλλων ως όρας έρημος ων,
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οὐκ ἔστι* συν σοι καί θανεῖν αι ρήσο μαι καί ζην· ἔχει γὰρ τ αυτόν' ἣν σὺ κατθάνης, γυνὴ τί δράσω ; πως μόνη σωθησομαι, ανάδελφος άπάτωρ άφιλος; ει δε σοι δοκεΐ, δράν χρὴ τάδ\ ἀλλὰ κλΐνον εις εύνην δέμας, και μη το ταρβοΰν κάκφοβοΰν σ εκ δεμνίων άyav άποδέχου, μένε δ’ επί στρωτού λόχους. κάν μη νοσης yάpi ἀλλὰ δοξάζης νοσεΐν κάματος βροτοϊσιν απορία τε yiyνεται.
XOPOS
αίαΐ,	στρ.
δρομάδες ω πτεροφοροι Ποτνιάδες θεοί,
άβάκχευτον at θίασον ελάχετ εν δάκρυσι καί yὅσις,
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Never to thrust sword through my mother’s heart,
Since he should not win so to light again,
And I, woe’s me ! should drain this cup of ills !
Even nowOmveil thee, sister well-belovectj>
From tears” Tfefrain, how miserable soe’er We be; and, when thou seest me despair,
Mine horror and the fainting of mine heart Assuage and comfort; and, when thou shalt moan,
M ust I be nigh thee, chiding lovingly;
For friendship’s glory is such helpfulness.	300
Now, sorrow-stricken, pass within the house _________
Lay thee down^ve thy sleepless eyelids sleep ι.-κ’
Put to thy lips food, and thy body bathe. ^
For if thou fail me, or of tireless watch Fall sick, I am lost, in the6 alone have I Mine help, of others, as thou seest, forlorn.
ELECTRA
Never ! With thee will I make choice of death Or life : it is all one ; for, if thou die,
What shall a woman do ? how ’scape alone,
Without friend, father, brother? Yet, if thou Wilt have it so, I must. But lay thee down,
And heed not terrors overmuch, that scare Thee from thy couch, but on thy bed abide.
For, though thy sickness be but of the brain,
This is affliction, this despair, to men.	[Exit.
CHORUS
Terrible Ones of the on-rushing feet,	(Sir■.)
Of the pinions far-sailing,
Through whose dance-revel, held where no Bacchanals meet,
Ringeth weeping and wailing,
I5I
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ῶμᾳελἀγχρωτες Ευμενιδεν,^ίτε τὸν τάναόν αίθερ άμπάλλέσθ\ αίματος τινὑμεναι δίκαν, τινύμεναι φόνον, καθικετεύομαι καθικετεύομαι, τον Άγαμεμνονος γόνον εάσατ εκλαθεσθαι λύσσας μανιάδος φοιταλέου. φεῦ μόχθων, οΐων, ω τ άλας, όρεχθεις ἔρρεις, τρίποδος απο φάτιν, αν ό Φοῖβος ἔλακεν ἔλακε, δεξάμενος ἀνὰ δάπεδον ίνα μεσόμφαλοι λέγονται μυχοί.
ώ Ζεῦ,
τις ελεος, τις οο ιννῳ*' φόνιος έρχεται,
θοάζων σε τον μέλεον, ω δάκρυα δάκρυσι συμβάλλει ΤΓορεύων τις εις δόμον άλαστόρων ματέρος αίμα σάς, ο σ’ άναβακχεύει; κατολοφύρομαι κατολοφύρομαι, ό μέγας ὄλβος οὐ μόνιμος εν βροτοΐς· ἀνὰ δὲ λαΐφος ως τις ακάτου θοάς τινάξας δαίμων κατέκλυσεν δεινών πόνων, ως πόντου λάβροις όλεθρίοισιν εν κύμασιν. τινα γὰρ ἔτι πάρος οἶκον ἄλλον έτερον η τον από θεογόνων γάμων τον από Ταντάλου σέβεσθαί με χρή ;
kcu μην βασιλεύς ὅδε δὴ στείχει, Μενέλαος ἄναξ, πολὺ δ’ ἁβροσύνη δῆλος όράσθαι
των Τανταλιδων ἐξ αίματος ὦν.
IS2
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<^§wart-hued Eumenide^^Vide ’neath the dome Of the firmament soaring,
Avenging, avenging blood-guilt,—Ιο, I come, Imploring, imploring !
To the son of Atreides vouchsafe to forget His frenzy of raving.
Ah for the task to the woe-stricken set!
Ah ruinous craving
To accomplish the hest of the Tripod, the word That of Phoebus was uttered At the navel of earth as thou stoodest, when stirred The dim crypt as it muttered !
O Zeus, is there mercy ? What struggle of doom {Ant.)
Cometh fraught with death-danger,
Thrusting thee onward, the wretched, on whom The Erinnys-avenger
Heapeth tears upon tears, and the blood hath she brought
Of thy mother upon tliee	[traught!
And thine house, that it driveth thee frenzy-dis-I bemoan thee, bemoan thee !
Not among men doth fair fortune abide,
But, as sail tempest-riven,
Is it whelmed in affliction’s death-ravening tide By the malice of heaven,—
Nay, abides not, for where shall I find me a line Of more honour in story Than Tantalus’ house, from espousals divine That traceth its glory ?
But lo, hither cometh a prince, meseems—
Menelaus the king! for his vesture, that gleanis In splendour exceeding,
The blood of the Tantalid House reveals.
*53
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ω χιλιὁναυν στρατόν όρμήσας εἰς γ ἣν ’Ασίαν,
ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
ὦ δώμα, τῇ μέν σ’ ήδεως προσδέρκομαι Ύροίαθεν ἐλθὼν, τῇ δ’ ἰδὼν καταστένω* κυκΧω yap ειΧιχθεϊσαν άθΧίοις κακοῖς οὐπωποτ’ ἄλλην μᾶλλον εἴ δον ἱστία ν. Ἀγαμἐμνονος μὲν γὰρ τύχας ἣπιστάμην καὶ θάνατον, οϊφ πρὸς δάμαρτος ωΧετο, Μαλία προσίσχων πρώραν ἐκ δὲ κυμάτων 6 ναυτίλοισι μάντις ἐξήγγειλέ μοι Νηρέως προφήτης Γλαῦκος αψευδής θεόν, ος μοι τὁδ’ ειπεν ἐμφανῶς κατασταθείς* Μενέλαε, Κεῖται σὸς κασίγνητο? θανων, Χουτροΐσιν άΧόχου περιπεσὼν άρκυστάτοις} δακρύων δ’ επΧησεν ἐμὲ τε καὶ ναύτας έμούς ποΧΧων. ἐπεὶ δὲ Ναυπλίας ψαύω χθονός, ήδη δάμαρτος ἐνθάὃ’ εξορμωμένης, δοκών Ὀρἐστην παῖδα τὸν Ἀγαμἐμνονος φίΧαισι χερσὶ περιβαΧειν καί μητέρα, ὡς ευτυχοΰντας, εκΧυον άΧιτύπων τινος τής Τυνδαρείας θυ·γατρος άνόσιον φόνον. καὶ νῦν ὅπου ’στὶν εϊπατ, ὦ νεάνιδες, Ἀγαμέμνονος παῖς, ος τὰ δείν ἔτλη κακά, βρέφος yap ἦν τὁτ’ ἐν Κλυταιμνήστρας χεροΐν, οτ εξέΧειπον μέΧαθρον εις Τροίαν ιών, ὦστ’ οὐκ ἀν αυτόν yvωpίσaιμ αν είσιδων. 1
1 Nauok : for πανυστ·άτοις of MSS.
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Hail, thou who didst sail with a thousand keels Unto Asia speeding!
Hail to thee, dweller with fortune fair,
Who hast gained of the Gods’ grace all thy prayer!
Enter Menelaus, with attendants.
MENELAUS
All hail, mine home ! I see thee half with joy,
From Troy returned, and half with grief behold :
For never saw I other house ere this So compassed round with toils of woeful ills.
For touching Agamemnon’s fate I knew,	3G0
And by what death at his wife’s hands he died,
When my prow touched at Malea: from the waves The shipman’s seer, the unerring God, the son Of Nereus, Glaucus, made it known to me.
For full in view he rose, and cried to me:
“ Thy brother, Menelaus, lieth dead,
Fall’n in the bath, the death-snare of his wife ! ”—
So filled me and my mariners with tears Full many. As I touched the Nauplian land,
Even as my wife was hasting hitherward,	370
And looked to clasp dead Agamemnon’s son Orestes, and his mother, in loving anus,
As prospering yet, I heard a fisher tell Of Tyndareus’ daughter’s murder heaven-accurst.
Now tell to me, ye damsels, where is he,
Agamemnon’s soil, who dared that awful deed ?
A babe was he in Clytemnestra’s arms,
When Troy ward bound I went from mine halls forth:
Wherefore I should not know him, if I saw.
*55
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ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ὅδ* εἵμ’ Ό ρέστης, Μενἐλεως, ὸν ἱστορεῖς. ἐκὼν ἐγώ σοι τἀμὰ σημανώ κακά, των σῶν δὲ γονάτων πρωτόΧεια θιγγάνω ικέτης, άφυλλους στόματος ἐξάπτω ν λιτάς· σωσον μ · ἀφῖξαι δ’ αυτόν εἰς καιρόν κακών. ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
ὦ θεοί, τί λεύσσω ; τίνα δέδορκα νερτέρων ; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
εὖ γ* εἷπας ντοὐ γὰρ ζῶ κακοῖς, φάος δ’ ὁρω.
,	γ?, ΐ ‘νκαὶ; ^ ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ	C. *>V
" ως ήγρίωσαι πΧόκαμον αυχμηρόν, τάλας ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
οὐχ ἡ πρόσοψίς μ!, ἀλλὰ τἄργ’ αἰκίζε^ᾳικ’ ^ κ ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ Α ν\
δεινόν δὲ λεύσσεις όμμάτων ξηραΐς κόραϊςΓ'* ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τὺ σώμα φρονδον τό δ’ ὅνομ’ οὐ λἐλοιπέ με*
,	^ ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ ^	,
ὦ παρὰ \oyov μοι ση φανεΐσ’ άμορφια.^ ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ὅδ* είμὶ μητρός της ταΧαιπώρον φονεύς. ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΣ
ηκουσα· φείδου δ’ ὸλιγάκις \eyeiv κακά. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
φειδὁμεθ’ · ὁ δαίμων δ* εις με πλούσιος κακών. ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
τί 'χρήμα πάσχεις ; τις σ άπόΧλνσιν νόσος ; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἡ σύνεσις, ὅτι σύνοιδα δείν’ είρηασ μένος.
*5$
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I am Orestes! This is he thou seekest.
Free-willed shall I declare to thee my woes :
Yet suppliant first for prelude clasp thy knees, Linking to thee the leafless prayers of lips.1 "Save me : thou comest in my sorest need.
MENELAUS
Gods !—what see I ? What ghost do 1 behold ?
ORESTES
A ghost indeed—through woes a death-in-life !
,	MENELAUS
/ How wild thy matted locks are, hapless on^r
ORESTES
Stem fact, not outward seeming, tortures me.
MENELAUS
«^Fearfully glarest thou with stony eyesi-^
ORESTES
My life is gone: my name alone is left.
MENELAUS
<^Ah visage marred past all imagining J>*
ORESTES
A hapless mother’s murderer am I.
MENELAUS
I heard :—its horrors spare : thy words be Few
ORESTES
I spare. No horror’s heaven spares to me 1
MENELAUS
What aileth thee ? What sickness ruineth thee ?
ORESTES
Conscience !—to know 1 have wrought a fearful deed.
1 Suppliants to a God brought leafy boughs, which they laid on his altar, linking themselves thereto by woollen fillets.
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ΜΕΝΕΛΑ02
πως φής ; σοφόν τοι το σαφές, οὐ τὺ μὴ σαφές. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
λύπη μάλιστά γ’ ἡ ΰιαφθάρουσά με,
ΜΕΛΕΛΑ02
δεινὴ γὰρ ἡ ἀεὸς> ἀλλ’ ὅμως Ιάσιμος.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
400 μανιαι τε, μητρός αίματος τιμωρίαι.
ΜΕΝΕΛΑ02
ἡρξω δὲ Χύσσης πότε; τίς ημέρα τότ ἦν; # ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἐν ἦ τάλαιναν μητέρ ἐξώγκουν τάφφ.
ΜΕΝΕΛΑ02
πότερα κατ’ οϊκους ἢ προσεδρεύων πυρά;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ννκτός φυΧάσσων όστέων άναίρβσιν.
ΜΕΝΕΛΑ02
παρῆν τις ἄλλον, ος σὺν ὦρθευεν δέ/ιας;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
Πυλάδης, ὁ συνόρων αίμα και μητρός φόνον. ΜΕΝΕΛΑ02
φαντασμάτων δὲ τάδε νοσεῖς ποιων OPE2TH2\v*.!W
ν ἔδοξ’ ἰδεῖν τρεῖς νυκτὶ προσφεβΛς κόρας.^ ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
οἶδ’ ας ἔλεξας, όνομάσαι δ’ οὐ βουλομαι.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
410 σεμναὶ γὰρ· εὐπαίδευτα δ’ ἀποτρέπει λέγειν.
ΜΕΝΕΛΑ02
ανταί σε βακχβύονσι avyyevei φόνω;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οἵμοι διωγμών, οἶς έΧαννομαι τάΧας.
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MENELAUS
How mean’st thou ? Clear is wisdom, not obscure.
ORESTES
Grief most of all is that which wasteth me,—
MENELAUS
Dread Goddess she : yet is there cure for her.
ORESTES
And Madness, vengeance for a mother s blood.	400
MENELAUS
And when began thy madness ? What the day ?
ORESTES
Whereon I heaped my wretched mother’s grave.
MENELAUS
At home, or as thou watchedst by the pyre ?
ORESTES
In that night-watch for gathering of the bones.
MENELAUS
Was any by, to raise thy body up ?
ORESTES
Pylades, sharer in my mother’s blood.
MENELAUS
And by what phantom-shapes thus art thou plagued ?
ORESTES
<;X^jethought I saw three maidens like to ni
MENELAUS
I know of whom thou speak’st, but will not name.
ORESTES
They are Dread Ones : wise art thou to name them not. 410
MENELAUS
Do these by blood of kindred madden thee ?
ORESTES
Woe for their haunting feet that dog me aye
159
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ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
οὐ δεινὰ πάσχβιν δεινὰ τοὺς eipyaa μένους. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἀλλ’ ἔστιν ἡμῖν αναφορά, τῆς ξνμφοράς— ΜΕΝΕΛΑ02
μὴ θάνατον εἵπῃς· τοῦτο μὲν γὰρ ον σοφόν. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
Φοῖβος, κελεύσας μητρὺς ἐκπρᾶξαι φόνον. ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
αμαθέστερος γ’ ών του καλού καί τῆς δίκη?. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
δουλεὑομεν θεοῖς, ὅ τι ποτ’ εἰσὶν οι θεοί. ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
κατ’ οὐκ ἀμύνει Λοξίας τοῖς σοῖς κακοῖς; ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2'
420 μἐλλει· τὺ θεῖον δ’ ἐστὶ τοιοῦτον φύσει.
ΜΕΝΕΛΑ05
πόσον χρόνον δὲ μητρὺς οίχονται πνοαί;
οΡΕΧπα
ἔκτον τὁδ’ ἦμαρ* ἔτι πυρὰ θερμὴ τάφον. ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
ὡς ταχὺ μετῆλθὁν σ’ αἷμα μητέρος θεοῖ. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
οὐ σοφός, ἀληθὴς δ’ εἰς φίλους βφυν φίλος. ΜΕΝΕΛΑ02
πατρός δὲ δή τί σ’ ὼφελεῖ τιμωρία;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οὔπω· τὺ μέλλον δ’ ἴσον απραξία λέγω. ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
τὰ πρὸς πάλιν δὲ πῶς ἔχεις δράσας τάδε; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
μισοὑμεθ’ όντως ώστε μὴ προσεννἐπειν.
16ο
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MENELAUS
For dread deeds sufferings dread—not strange is this.
ORESTES
Yet can I cast my burden of affliction—
MENELAUS
Nay, speak not thou of death!—not wise were this.
ORESTES
On Phoebus, who bade spill my mother’s blood.
MENELAUS
Sore lack was his of justice and of right!
ORESTES
The God’s thralls are we—whatsoe’er gods be.
MENELAUS
And doth not Loxias shield thee in thine ills ?
ORESTES
He tarrieth long—such is the Gods’ wont still
MENELAUS
How long since passed thy mother s breath a
ORESTES
The sixth day this : the death-pyre yet
MENELAUS
“ Gods tarry long! ”—not long they tarried, these.
ORESTES
Not subtle am I, but loyal friend to friend.
MENELAUS
Thy sire’s avenging—doth it aught avail thee ?
ORESTES
Naught yet;—delay 1 count as deedlessness.
MENELAUS
And Argos—how on thy deed looketh she ?
ORESTES
I am hated so, that none will speak to me.
161
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ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΣ
οὐδ’ ἤτνισαι σὺν αἷμα κατὰ νόμον χεροΐν; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἐκκλῄομαι δωμάτων ἔπῃ μόλω.
ΜΕΝΕΛΑ02
τινες πολιτών ἐξαμιλλῶνταί σε γῆς;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
Οἴαξ, τὺ Τροίας μῖσος ἀναφέρω ν πατρί.
ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟ5
ξυτῆκα* Παλαμήδους σε τιμωρεί φόνον.
ΟΡΕΧΓΗ5
οὖ 7* οὐ μετῆν μοι* διὰ τριών δ* ἀπὁλλυμαι. .
ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
τίς δ’ ἄλλος; ἦ που τῶν ἀπ’ Αίηίσθου φίλων;
ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ5
οὗτοι μ’ υβρίζουσ, ων πόλις τανῦν κλύει.
ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟ2
Ἀγαμὑμνονος δὲ σκψττρ id σ ἔχειν πόλις; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
πῶς, οἵτινες ζῇν οὐκ ἐῶσ’ ἡμᾶς ἔτι;
ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
Τί δρῶντες ὅ τι καὶ σαφὲς ἔχεις εἰπεῖν ἐμοί; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ3
ψῆφος καθ’ ἡμῶν οἴσεται τῇδ’ ἡμέρα.
ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
φεἀγειν πόλιν τήνδ’, ἢ θανεῖν, ἢ μὴ θανεῖν;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
θανεῖν ὺπ’ αστών λευσίμῳ πετρώματι. ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
κατ’ οὐχὶ φεύγεις γῆς ὺπερβαλὼν ορούς;
Digitized by C,ooQle
ORESTES
MENELAUS
Cleansed are thine hands, as bids the law, from blood ?
ORESTES
Nay: barred are all doors whereto I draw nigh.1 430
MENELAUS
Who of the citizens would banish thee ?
ORESTES
Oiax, for Troy-born hate against my sire.
MENELAUS
Ay so—to avenge Palamedes’ blood on thee.
ORESTES
Not shed by me. I am trebly overmatched.
MENELAUS
What other foe ? Some of Aegisthus’ friends ?
ORESTES
Yea, these insult me *. Argos hears them now.
MENELAUS
Doth Argos let thee keep thy father’s sceptre ?
ORESTES
How should they, who no more would let me live ?
MENELAUS
What do they which thou canst for certain tell i
ORE8TES
This day. shall th&y ..pasajssntiince .on Jay440
MENELAUS
For exile, death, or other doom than death ?
ORESTES
To die by stoning at the people’s hands.
MENELAUS
Why flee not o’er the confines of the land ?
1 Purification must be performed in some unpolluted house
*63
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ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
κύκΧφ yap είλισσὁμεθα irayxdXKoi^ ὅπλοις.
ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
ἰδίᾳ πρὸς εχθρών ἢ πρὸς Ἀργείας χερὸς; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
παντων πρὸς αστών, ως θ άνω* βραχύς λόγος. ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
ὦ μέλεος, ἦκεις ξυμφοράς εἰς τονσχατον.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
εἰς σ’ ἐλπὶς ἡ ’μὴ Kara(f>vy^ εχβι κακών. ἀλλ’ ἀθλίως πράσσουσιν εὐτυχης μολὼν μετάδος φίλοισι σοῖσι σῆς εὑπραξίας, καὶ μὴ μόνος το χρηστόν απολαβών ἔχε, ἀλλ’ άντιΚάζου καί πόνων ἐν τῷ μέρα, χάριτας πατρώας ἐκτίνω ν ἐς οὕς σε δεῖ. ονομα yap, epyov δ’ οὐκ ἔχουσιν οἱ φίλοι οἱ μὴ ’πὶ ταισι σνμφοραΐς οντος φίλοι.
XOPOS
καὶ μὴν yepovTC δεῦρ’ άμιΧΚάται ποδὶ ὸ Σπαρτιάτης Τυνδάρεως, μελάμπεπλος . κουρά τε θυyaτpός πβνθίμψ κεκμρμέιψς.
‘britefkisν ?
άπωΧομην, Μενέλαε* Τυνδάρεως οδε ^ στεἐχει πρὸ? ἡμᾶς, οὖ μάλιστ’ αιδώς μ ἔχει εἰς ομματ ἐλθεῖν τοῖσιν eξ£Lpyaσμέvoις. καί yap μ ἔθρσψε μικρόν οντα, πολλὰ δὲ φιΧήματ’ ἐξἐπλησε, τον Ἀγαμέμνονος παῖδ’ ἀγκάλαισι περιφερών, Λήδα θ’ άρια, τιμώντέ μ’ ουδόν ἧσσον ἢ Διοσκόρω· οίς, ώ τάλαινα καρδία ψυχή τ ἐμή,
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I am in the toils, ringed round by brazen arms.
MENELAU8
Of private foes, or of all Argos’ power ?
ORESTES
Of all the folk, that I may die;—soon said.
MENELAUS
Hapless! Misfortune’s deepest depth thou hast reached!
ORESTES
In thee mine hope hath refuge yet from ills.
Thou com’st to folk in misery, prosperous thou :
Give thy friends share of thy prosperity,	450
And not for self keep back thine happiness,
But bear a part in suffering in thy turn:
Requite, to whom thou ow’st, my father’s boon.
The name of friendship have they, not the truth,
The friends that in misfortune are not friends.
CHORUS
Lo, hither straineth on with aged feet JThe Spartan Tygdareus, in vesture black, ^ <^His hair, in mourning for his daughter, shQTHr^
ORESTES
Undone, Menelaus !—hither Tyndareus Draws nigh me, whose eye most of all I shun To meet, by reason of the deed I wrought.
He fostered me a babe, and many a kiss Lavished upon me, dandling in his arms Agamemnon’s son, with Leda at his side,
No less than those Twin Brethren honouring me. To them—O wretched heart and soul of mine!—
460
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ἀπέδωκ’ ἀμοιβὰς οὐ καλάς, τινα σκότον Χάβω προσώπφ; ποιον ἐπίπροσθεν νέφος θ ω μαι, γεροντος ὀμμάτων φεύγων κέρας; ΤΤΝΔΑΡΕΠ5
ποῦ ποῦ θυγατρός τῆς ὑμἧς ἴδω πόσιν, Μενέλαον; ἐπὶ γὰρ τῷ Κλυταιμνήστρας τάφω χοάς χεόμενος εκΧυον ώς εἰς Ναυπλίαν ἢκοι συν άΧοχφ πολυετὴς σεσωσμἐνος. ἄγετέ με* πρὸς γὰρ δεξιὰν αυτού θέλω στὰς άσττάσασθαι, χρόνιος εἰσιδὼν φίλον. ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
ὦ πρέσβα, χαῖρε, Ζηνὺς ὁμὸλεκτρον κάρα. ΤΤΝΔΑΡΕΠ2
ὦ χαῖρε καὶ σύ, Μενἐλεως, κήδευμ’ ἐμὁν. ἔα* τὺ μέΧΧον ως κακόν τὺ μὴ εἰδέναι. ὁ μητοοφόντης ὅδε πρὸ δωμάτων δράκων στίΧββι νοσώδεις άστραττάς, στνγημ ἐμὁν. Μενέλαε, προσφθέγγει νιν άνόσιον κάρα; ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
τί γαρ; φίΧον μοι ττατρός εστιν εκγονός. ΤΤΝΔΑΡΕΠ5
κείνου γὰρ ὅδε πέφυκε, τοιοῦτος ηεηώς; ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
ττεφνκεν εἰ δὲ δυστυχεῖ, τιμητέος.
ΤΤΝΔΑΡΕΧ15
βεβαρβάρωσαι, χρόνιος ών ἐν βαρβάροις. ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟ2
Ελληνικόν τοι τὸν ὁμόθεν τιμάν αει.
ΤΤΝΔΑΡΕΠ2
• καὶ τῶν νόμων γε μὴ πρότερον εἶναι θεΧειν. ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
πᾶν τοὺξ άνάηκης δοϋΧόν ἐστ’ ἐν τοῖς σοφοΐς.
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I have rendered foul return ! What veil of gloom Can I take for my face ?—before me spread What cloud, to shun the old man’s searching eye ? Enter tyndareus.
TYNDAREUS
Where, where shall I behold my daughter’s lord Menelaus ? Upon Clytemnestra’s tomb Pouring libations, heard I he had won After long years to Nauplia with his wife.
Lead me : at his right hand I fain would stand,
And greet a loved one after long space seen.
MENELAUS
Hail, ancient, sharer in the couch of Zeus !
TYNDAREUS
Hail thou too, Menelaus, kinsman mine!—
Ha, what a curse is blindness to the future !
Yon serpent matricide before the halls Gleams venom-lightnings, he whom I abhor! Menelaus, speakest thou to the accurst ?
MENELAUS
Why not ? He is son to one beloved of me.
TYNDAREUS
That hero’s son he !—such a wretch as he !
MENELAUS
His son. If hapless, worthy honour still.
TYNDAREUS
Thou hast grown barbarian, midst barbarians long.
MENELAUS
Greek is it still to honour kindred blood.
TYNDAREUS
Yea, and to wish not to o’erride the laws.
MENELAl/S
Fate’s victims are Fate’s thralls in wise men’s eyes.
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490
500
510
ΤΤΝΔΑΡΕΠ5
κέκτησὁ νυν σὺ τοντ, ἐγὼ δ’ οὐ κτησομαι.
ΜΕΝΕΛΑ02
οργή γὰρ ἅμα σου καὶ τὸνἱνῆρκαὶοὐ σοφόν.
rwv α α nr1	\ ^
ΤΤΝΔΑΡΕΠ5
πρὸς τὁνδ’ ἀγὼν ἀν τί σοφίας εἴη πὲρι; εἰ τὰ καλὰ πᾶσι φανερά καί τὰ μὴ καλἀ, τοὐτου τίς άντρων εγένετ ἀσυνβτώτερος, ὅστις τὺ μὲν δίκαιον ον κ εσκέψατο, οὐδ’ ἦλθεν ἐπὶ τον κοινόν Ἑλλήνων νόμον; ἐπεὶ γὰρ ἐξἐπνευσεν Ἀγαμέμνων βίον πληγείς θνγατρός της εμής ὑπὲρ κάρα, αϊσχιστον ἔργον, οὐ γὰ^> αίνέσω ποτε, χρήν αυτόν επιθεΐναι μεν αίματος δίκην όσίαν διώκοντ’, εκβαΧειν τε δωμάτων μητέρα· τὺ σώφρόν τ εΧαβεν αντί συμφοράς, και τον νόμου τ αν εἔχετ’ ευσεβής τ αν ἦν. νῦν δ’ εἰς τον αυτόν δαίμον* ἦλθε μητέρι· κακήν γὰρ αυτήν ἐνδίκως ηγούμενος, αυτός κακιών γέγονε μητέρα κτανών. ερησομαι δε, Μενἐλεως, τοσὁνδε σε· εἰ τὁνδ’ άττοκτείνειεν όμόΧεκτρος γυνή, χω τοῦδε παῖς αὖ μητερ άνταποκτενεΐ, καίτειθ’ ὁ κείνου γενόμενος φόνφ φόνον Χύσει, πέρας δη ποῖ κακών προβησεται; καΧώς εθεντο ταύτα πατέρες οι πάΧαι· εἰς ὀμμάτων μὲν σφιν οὐκ εἴων πέραν, οὐδ’ εἰς άπάντημ, ὅστις αἷμ’ ἔχων κυρεΐ, φυγαΐσι δ’ όσιοΰν, άνταποκτείνειν δὲ μη. αει γάρ εἷς εμεΧΧ’ ένέζεσθαι φόνφ, τό Χοίσθιον μίασμα Χαμβάνων χεροΐν. ἐγὼ δὲ μισώ μὲν γυναίκας άνοσίους,
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Τ^ίοΑΚΕϋβ
Hold thou by that:^ot I will hold thereby.
, / v_MENELAU8
Thy rage wit^ grey hair^joined makes not for wisdom. 490
^ ^TYNDAREUS
Debate of wisdom—what is that to him ?
If right and wrong be manifest to all,
What man was ever more unwise than this,
He who on justice never turned an eye,
Nor to the common law of Greeks appealed ?
When Agamemnon yielded up the ghost,
His head in sunder by my daughter cleft,—
A deed most foul, which ne’er will I commend,—
He ought to have impleaded her for blood	600
In lawful vengeance, and cast forth the home,
So from disaster had won wisdom’s fame,
Had held by law, and by the fear of God.
But now, he but partakes his mother s curse ;
For, rightfully accounting her as vile,
Viler himself is made by matricide.
But this, Menelaus, will I ask of thee If of his wedded wife this man were slain.
And his son in revenge his mother slay,
And his son blood with blood requite thereafter, 510 Where shall the limit of the horror lie ?
Well did our ancient fathers thus ordain :
Whoso was stained with blood, they suffered not To come before their eyes, to cross their path—
“ By eocile justify y not blood for blood**
Else one had aye been liable to death Still taking the last blood-guilt on his hands.
For me, sooth, wicked women I abhor,
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520
530
540
548
549
550
πρώτην δὲ θυγατέρ, ἢ πόσιν κατέκτανεν Ἐλένην τε τὴν σὴν άΧοχον οΰποτ αίνέσω οὐδ’ ἄν προσείποιμ· οὐδὲ σὲ ζηλώ, κακής γυναικος ἐλθὁνθ’ είνεκ’ εἰς Τροίας πέδον. άμννώ δ’ ὅσονπερ δυνατός εἰμι τῷ νόμφ, τὺ θηριώδες τοῦτο καὶ μιαιφόνον πανών, ο καί γην καί πόλεις ὅλλυσ’ ἀεί. ἐπεὶ τίν’ εἶχες, ὦ τάλας, ψυχήν τότε ὅτ’ έξέβαΧΧε μαστόν ἱκετεύουσά σε μήτηρ; ἐγὼ μὲν οὐκ ἰδὼν τἀκεῖ κακά, δακ[)ύοις γέροντ όφθαΧμον εκτήκω τάλας. ἐν δ’ οὖν Χογοισι τοῖς ἐμοῖς ὁμορροθεῖ* μισεῖ γε πρὸς θεῶν καὶ τίνεις μητρός δίκας, μανίαις άΧαίνων καί φόβο ος. τί μαρτύρων ἄλλων άκούειν δεῖ μ , α γ είσοράν πάρα; ως οὖν ἄν εἰδῇς, Μενἑλεως, τοῖσιν θεοῖς μὴ πράσσ έναντι, ώφεΧεΐν τούτον θέΧων, εα δ’ ὺπ’ αστών καταφονευθήναι πέτροις, ή μὴ 'πίβαίνε Σπαρτιάτιδος χθονὸς. θνγάτηρ δ’ ἐμὴ θανονσ έπραξεν ένδικα· ἀλλ’ οὐχὶ πρὸς τοῦδ* εἰκὸς ἦν αὐτὴν θανεῖν. ἐγὼ δὲ τἄλλα μακάριος πέφυκ ἀνήρ, πλὴν εἰς θυγατέρας· τούτο δ* ούκ ευδαιμονώ.
XOPOS
ξῆλωτὸς ὅστις ηύτύχησεν εις τέκνα καί μὴ ’πισήμους συμφοράς εκτήσατο. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ὦ γέρον, εγώ τοι προς σε δειμαίνω λέγειν, ὅπου γε μέλλω σήν τι Χυπήσειν φρένα. άπεΧθέτω δὴ τοῖς Χόγοισιν εκποδών τό γήρας ἡμῖν τὺ σὸν, ὅ μ’ εκπλήσσει Χόγου, καί καθ' οδόν εἶμι· νῦν δὲ σὴν ταρβώ τρίχα.
*7ο
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My daughter most of all, who slew her lord.
Helen thy wife shall have no praise of mine :	520
I will not speak to her ; nor envy thee Thy journeying unto Troy for such vile wife.
But, all I can, will I stand up for Law,
To quell this brute in man, this murder-thirst, *
Which evermore destroyeth lands and towns.
What heart hadst thou, O miscreant, in that hour When suppliant unto thee thy mother bared Her breast ? I, who saw not the horrors there,
Yet drown, ah me! mine aged eyes with tears.
One thing, in any wise, attests my words —	530
Thou art loathed of Gods, punished for matricide By terrors and mad ravings. Where is need For other witness of things plain to see ?
Be warned then, Menelaus : strive not thou Against the Gods, being fain to help this man.
Leftve him to die by stoning of the folk,
Or never seti4hotrfoot on Spartan ground,
Dying, my daughter paid but justice’ debt 5 Yet it beseemed not him to deal her death.
I in all else have been a happy man	540
Save in my daughters: herein most ill-starred.
CHORUS
Well fares he who is in his children blest,
And hath not won misfortune world-renowned.
ORESTES
Ancient, I fear to make defence to th£e,
Wherein I cannot but offend thy soul.
Let thine old age, which overawes my tongue, Untrammelled leave the path of my defence,
And I will on, who fear thy grey hairs now.
iji
Digitized by Google
OPE2THS
546
547
551
560
570
580
ἐγῷδ’, ανόσιος εἰμι μητέρα κτανών, ὅσιος δέ y ετερον όνομα, τιμωρών ττατρί. τί χρῆν με δρᾶσαι; δύο γὰρ ἀντίθες λογω· πατὴρ μὲν ἐφύτευσέν με, σὴ δ’ ἔτικτε παῖς, τὺ σττέρμ Άρουρα τταραΚαβουσ ἄλλου πάρα* ἄνευ δὲ ττατρος τέκνον ούκ εἴη ποτ’ ἄν. ἐλογισάμην οὖν τῷ yόνους ap^yerr) μᾶλλον μ άμΰναι της ύττοστασης τροφάς· ἡ σὴ δὲ θυγάτηρ, μητέρ’ αἰδοῦμαι λέγειν, ἰδίοισιν ὑμεναίοισι κοὐχὶ σώφροσιν εἰς ἀνδρὸς ηειΧέκτρ · ἐμαυτὸν, ἣν λέγω κακώς ἐκείνην, ἐξερῶ* λέξω δ’ ὅμως.
Aϊyισθoς ἦν ὁ κρυτττος ἐν δὁμοις πόσις. τοῦτον κατέκτειν, ἐπὶ δ’ έθυσα μητέρα, ανόσια μὲν δρῶν, ἀλλὰ τιμωρών ττατρί. ἐφ’ οἶς δ’ ἀπειλεῖς ώς ττετρωθήναί με χρή, Άκου σ ον ως αττασαν Ἑλλάδ’ ωφελώ. εἰ γὰρ γυναῖκες εἰς πὸδ’ ήξουσιν θράσους, Άνδρας φονεύειν, καταφυγας ττοιούμεναι εις τέκνα, μαστοις τον ἔλεον θηρώμεναι, τταρ οὐδὲν αύταΐς ἦν ἄν ὸλλύναι ττόσεις έττίκΧημ έγονσαις ὅ τι τὐχοι. δράσας δ* ἐγὼ δείν’, ώς συ κομττεις, τὁνδ’ ετταυσα τον νόμον, μισών δε μητέρ’ ἐνδίκως ἀπώλεσα, ἥτις μεθ’ ὅπλων ἄνδρ’ άττόντ εκ δωμάτων ττάσης ὑπὲρ τῆς Ἑλλάδος στρατηΧάτην ττροΰδωκε κούκ εσωσ άκηρατον Χέγρς· ἐπεὶ δ’ άμαρτοΰσ ησθετ,ουχ αυτή δίκην εττέθηκεν, ἀλλ’ ώς μὴ δίκην οοίη ττόσει, εζημίωσε ττατέρα κάττέκτειν έμόν. ττρός θεών, ἐν οὐ καλῷ μὲν ἐμνήσθην θεῶν, φόνον δικάζων, εἰ δὲ δἡ τὰ μητέρος
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I know me guilt-stained with a mother’s death,
Yet pure herein, that I avenged my sire.
What ought I to have done ? Let plea face plea: My sire begat, thy child but gave me birth—
The field that from the sower received the seed; Without the father, might no offspring be.
I reasoned then—better defend ihy source Of life, than her that did but foster me.
Thy daughter—I take shame to call her mother—
In lawless and in wanton dalliance Sought to a lover;—mine own shame I speak In telling hers, yet will I utter it:—
Aegisthus was that secret paramour.
I slew him and my mother on one altar—
Sinning, yet taking vengeance for my sire.
Hear how, in that for which thou threatenest doom
Of stoning, I to all Greece rendered service:
If wives to this bold recklessness shall come,
To slay their husbands, and find refuge then With sons, entrapping pity with bared breasts,
Then shall they count it nought to slay their lords,
On whatso plea may chance. By deeds of horror— As thy large utterance is—I abolished Law *.·
No, but in lawful hate I slew my mother,
Who, when her lord was warring far from home, Chief of our armies, for all Hellas’ sake,
Betrayed him, kept his couch not undefiled.
When her sin found her out, she punished not Herself, but, lest her lord should punish her, Wreaked on my father chastisement, and slew.
By Heaven!—ill time, I grant, to call on Heaven, Defending murder,—had I justified
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σνγων επηνουν, τί μ ἄν ἔδρασ’ ὁ κατθανών ούκ αν με μισών άνεχόρεν Ερινύσιν; ἢ μητρὶ μὲν πάρεισι σύμμαχοι θεαί9 τῷ δ’ οὐ πάρεισι μᾶλλον ήοικημενφ; σύ τοι φυτεύσας θυηατερ 9 ὦ ηερον9 κακήν ἀπώλεσάς με· δια τὺ γἀγ κείνη? θράσος πατρός στερηθείς, ἐγενὁμην μητροκτόνος. ορας; ’Οδυσσέως άλοχον ον κατέκτανε Τηλέμαχος· οὐ γὰρ ἐπεγάμει πὁσει πόσιν, 690 μένει δ’ ἐν οϊκοις ὺγιὲς εὐνατήριον.
ὁρᾴς; Ἀπόλλων ος μεσομφάλους ἔδρας ναίων βροτοΐσι στόμα νέμει σαφεστατον, ᾤ πειθόμεσθα πάνθ’ ὅσ’ ἄν κείνος λεγρ, τοὐτῳ πιθὁμενος τὴν τεκονσαν ίκτανον. εκείνον ήηεϊσθ* άνόσιον και κτείνετε· εκείνος ημαρτ, ούκ ἐγώ . τί χρῆν με δρᾶν ἢ οὐκ άξιόχρεως ὁ θεὺς άναφέροντί μοι μίασμα λύσαι; ποι τις ούν ἔτ’ ἄν φύγοι, εἰ μὴ ὸ κελεύσας ρνσεταί με μη θανεῖν;
600 ἀλλ’ ως μὲν οὐκ εὖ μὴ λέγ ειογασται τάδε ἡμῖν δἐ τοῖς δράσασιν ούκ ενύαιμόνως. 7άμοι δ’ ὅσοις μὲν εὖ καθεστάσιν βροτων, μακάριος αιών· οἶς δὲ μὴ πίπτουσιν εὖ, τά τ’ ἔνδον εἰσὶ τά τε θύραζε δυστυχείς.
Χ0Ρ02
ἀεὶ γυναίκες ἐμποδὼν ταῖς σνμφοραΐς (•φυσάν άνδρών προς το δνστνχέστερον.
ΤΤΝΔΑΡΕΠ2
ἐπεὶ θρασύνει κοὐ^χ υποστέλλει λόγῳ, οὕτω ο αμείβει μ ώστε μ’ ἀλγῆσαι φρένα, μᾶλλον μ’ ανάψεις ἐπὶ σὺν εξελθεΐν φόνον 610 καλόν πάρεργον δ’ αὐτὸ θησομαι πόνων
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Her deeds by silence, what had the dead done ?
Had not his hate’s Erinyes haunted me ?
Or on the mother’s side fight Goddesses,
And none on his who suffered deeper wrong ?
Thou, ancient, in begetting a vile daughter,
Didst ruin me ; for, through her recklessness Unfathered, I became a matricide.
Mark this—Odysseus’ wife Telemachus Slew not; she took no spouse while lived her lord,
But pure her couch abideth in her halls.
Mark this—Apollo at earth’s navel-throne Gives most true revelation unto men,
Whom we obey in whatsoe’er he saith.
Obeying him, my mother did I slay.
Account ye him unholy: yea, slay him !
He sinned, not I. What ought I to have done ?
Or hath the God no power to absolve the guilt I lay on him ? Whither should one flee then,
If he which bade me shall not save from death ?
Nay, say not thou that this was not well done,
Albeit untowardly for me, the doer.
Happy the life of men whose marriages Are blest; but they for whom they ill betide,
At home, abroad, are they unfortunate.
chorus
Women were born to mar the lives of men Ever, unto their surer overthrow.
TYNDAREUS
Since thou art unabashed, and round of speech, Making such answer as to vex my soul,
Thou shalt inflame me more to urge thy death—
A fair addition to the purposed work
*75
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&ν εἵνεκ’ ἦλθον θυγατρϊ κόσμησών τάφον, μόλων yap εἰς Ζ κ κλητόν Ἀργείων ογλον εκουσαν οὐκ ακόυσαν επισείσω πόλιν σοὶ σῇ τ’ αδελφή, λεύσιμον δούναι δίκην. μάλλον δ’ ἐκείνη σοῦ θανεῖν ἐπαξία, ἢ τῇ τεκούση σ ήγρίωσ, ἐς οὖς ἀεὶ πὲμπουσα μύθους ἐπὶ τὺ δυσμενέστερου, όνείρατ άγγέλλουσα τἀγαμέμνονος, καὶ τοῦθ’ ο μισήσειαν Αιγίσθου λέχος οἱ νερτεροι θεοί, καί γὰρ ἐνθάδ’ ἦν πικρόν, εως νφήψε δώμ’ άνηφαίστψ πυρί.
ΊΛενέλαε, σοι δὲ τάδε λέγω δράσω τε πρὸς· εἰ τοὐμὸν ἔχθος ἐναριθμεῖ κήοός τ ἐμόν, μὴ τῷ δ’ άμυναν φόνον Εναντίον θεοις· ἔα δ’ ὑττ αστών καταφον€υθήναι πβτροις, η μη ’πὶβαινε Χπαρτιάτιδος χθονὸς. τοσαυτ άκούσας ἴσθι, μηδὲ δυσσεβεΐς ἔλῃ παρώσας ευσεβέστερους φίλους· ημάς δ* ἀπ’ οϊκων άγετε τῶνδε, πρόσπολοι.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
στειχ, ώς άθορύβως ούπιών η μιν λόγος προς τὁνδ* ΐκηται, γήοας αποφυγών το σὸν. Μενἐλαε, ποῖ σὺν πὸο ἐπὶ συννοία κύκλεις, διπλής μερίμνης δύστυχους ἰὼν ὀδοὺς;
ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
εασον εν εμαυτω τι συννοούμενος, δποι τράπωμαι τής τύχης άμηχανώ.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
μη νυν περαινε την δόκησιν, ἀλλ’ ἐμοὺς λἀγους άκούσας προσ θε, βουλεύου τότε.
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For which I came, to deck my daughter’s tomb!
To Argos’ council-gathering will I go
Aind thrust the folk on—little thrusting need they!—
That with thy sister thou be stoned to death:—
Y ea, worthier of death than thou is she,
Who egged thee on against thy mother, aye Sending to thine ear venomous messages,
Telling of dreams from Agamemnon sent,
Telling how Gods of the Underworld abhorred Aegisthus’ couch,—hateful enough on earth,—	620
Till the house blazed with fire unnatural.
Menelaus, this I warn thee—yea, will do :
If thou regard mine hate, our tie of kin,
Shield not this man from death in heaven’s despite.
Leave him-to dieJty-stofling of the-iolk,
Or never set thou foot in Spartan land !
Thou hast heard—remember! Choose the impious not,
To thrust aside the friends that reverence God.
My servants, lead me from this dwelling hence.
[Exit.
ORESTES
Go, that unharassed what I yet would say	630
May reach his ears, escaped thine hindering age. Menelaus, why pace to and fro in thought,
Treading the mazes of perplexity ?
MENELAUS
Let be : somewhat I muse within myself:
I know not whither in this strait to tum.
ORESTES
End not in haste thy pondering: hearken first Unto my pleading, and resolve thee then.
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ΜΕΝΕΛΑ02
λεγ· εὖ γὰρ εἶπας, ἔστι δ’ οὖ σιγὴ λόγου κρείσσων γενοιτ αν, ἔστι δ’ οὖ σιγής λόγος.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
640 λεγοιμ αν ἤδη. τὰ μακρὰ τῶν σ μικρών λόγων ἐπίπροσθεν ἐστι καὶ σαφή μᾶλλον κλύειν. ἐμοὶ σὺ τῶν σῶν, Μβνἐλεως, μηδὲν δίδον, α δ’ ελαβες ἀπὁδος, πατρὸς ἐμοῦ λαβών πάρα. οὐ χρἡματ’ εἶπον χρήματ’, ἢν ψυχήν έμήν σώσης, ὅπερ μοι φίλτατ ἐστὶ τῶν ἐμων. αδικώ· λαβεῖν χρή μ’ ἀντὶ τοῦδε τοῦ κακού ἄδικὁν τι παρὰ σοῦ· καὶ γὰρ Ἀγαμέμνων πατήρ αδίκως άθροισας Ἑλλάδ’ ἦλθ’ ὑπ’ Ίλιον, οὐκ ἐξαμαρτὼν αντος, ἀλλ’ αμαρτίαν
650 τῆς σῆς γυναικὸς αδικίαν τ ίώμένος.
ἐν μὲν τὁδ’ ή μιν άνθ* ενός δούναι σε χρή. άπέδοτο δ’, ώς γρὴ τοῖς φίλοισι τοὺς φίλους, το σωμ αλησως, σοι παρ ασπιο εκπονων, όπως συ τὴν σὴν άπολάβοις ξυνάορον. άπότισον οὖν μοι ταύτο τούτ εκεί λαβών, μίαν πονήσας ημέραν ημών υπέρ σωτήριος στάς, μη δἐκ’ έκπλήσας ἔτη. α δ’ Αὐλὶς ελαβε σφάγι έμής ομοσπδρου, εώ σ’ ἔχειν ταῦθ’· Έρμιονην μὴ κτεϊνε σύ.
660 δεῖ γάρ σ’ ἐμοῦ πράσσοντος ώς πράσσω τανύν πλέον φερεσθαι, κάμε συγγνώμην ἔχειν. ψυχήν 8 έμήν δὺς τῷ ταλαιπώρψ πατρί κάμής αδελφής, παρθένου μακρδν χρόνον θανών γάρ οίκον ορφανόν λείψω πατρός. ἐρεῖς, αδύνατον αυτό τούτο· τοὺς φίλους εν τοῖς κακοις χρή τοῖς φίλοισιν ώφελεΐν όταν δ’ ὁ δαίμων ευ διδφ, τί δει φίλων;
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MENELAUS
Speak; thou hast well said. Silence is sometimes Better than speech, and speech sometimes than silence.
ORESTES
Now will I speak. Better are many words	640
Than few, and clearer to be understood.
give me nothing of thine own :
That thou receivedst from'my sire repay.
I· mean not treasure : if thou save my life,
Treasure, of all I have most dear, is this.
Grant I do wrong: I ought, for b. wrong’s sake,
To win of thee a wrong ; for Agamemnon Wrongly to Ilium led the hosts of Greece :—
Not that himself had sinned, but sought to heal
The sin and the wrong-doing of thy wife.	65C
This boon for boon thou oughtest render me.
He verily sold his life for thee, as friends Should do for friends, hard-toiling under shield,
That so thou mightest win thy wife again.
This hadst thou there : to me requite the same.
Toil one day’s space for my sake : foc,m)cJU£e Stand u|3. I ask thee not, wear out ten years. AuliTreceived my sister’s blood: I spare Thee this; I bid nob slay Hermione.
Thou needs must, when I fare as now I fare,	660
Have vantage, and the debt must I forgive.
But to my hapless father give our lives,
Mine, and my long unwedded sister’s life:
For heirless, if I die, I leave his house.
’Tis hopeless, wilt thou say ?—thine hour is this.
In desperate need ought friends to help their friends.
When Fortune gives her boons, what need of friends.
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ἀρκεῖ yap αντος 6 θεὺς ὼφελεῖν θελων. φιλεῖν δάμαρτα πᾶσιν Ἕλλησιν δοκεῖς· κοὖχ υττοτρεχων σε τοῦτο θωττεία λέyω· τ αυτής ίκνοΰμαί σ'—ώ μέλεος ἐμῶν κακών, εἰς οἷον ἥκω. τί δὲ ταλαιπωρέω με δεῖ ; ὑπὲρ γὰρ οἴκου παντὸς ικετεύω τάδε. ὦ πατρός όμαιμε θεῖε, τον κατὰ χθονὸς θανόντ’ ἀκούειν τάδε δὁκει, ποτωμένην ψυχήν ὑπὲρ σοῦ, καὶ λέγειν ἁγ^ λἑ7ω· ταῦτ’ εις τε δάκρυα καί γόους καὶ συμφοράς ειρηκα, κἀπῄτηκα τὴν σωτηρίαν,
Θηρών b Πάντες κοὐκ ἐγὼ ζητῶ μόνος.
Χ0Ρ02
κἀγὡ σ’ ἱκνοῦμαι καὶ γννή περ οὖσ’ ὅμως τοῖς δεομένοισιν ὼφελεῖν · οἷός τε δ’ ει.
ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
Ὀρέστ’, ἐγώ τοι σὺν κατ α ϊδον μαι κάρα καί ξυμπονησαι σοϊς κακοϊσι βούλομαι· καὶ χρή yap οΰτω των όμαιμόνων κακά συνεκκομίζειν, δύναμιν ἣν διδῴ θεὸς, θ ν η σ κοντά και κτείνοντα τοὺς εναντίους· το δ’ αὖ δύνασθαι πρὸς θεῶν χρήζω τυχεῖν, ἦκω γὰρ ἀνδρῶν συμμάχων κενόν δόρυ ἔχων, πόνοισι μυρίοις άλώμενος, σ μικρά συν αλκή των λελειμμένων φίλων. μάχη μὲν οὖν ἂν οὐχ ύπερβαλοίμεθα Tlελaσyόv'fApyoς· ει δε μαλθακοΐς λόyoις δυναίμεθ', ενταϋθ’ ελπίδος προσήκομεν. σ μικροίσ ι γὰρ τὰ μεγάλα πώς ελοι τις civ πόνόισιν ; αμαθές και το βούλεσθαι τάδε, όταν yap ήβα δήμος εις ὀργὴ ν πεσὼν, ὅμοιον ὧστε πῦρ κατασβεσαι λάβρον
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Her help sufficeth, when she wills to help.
All Greece believeth that thou lov’st thy wife,—
Not cozening thee with soft words say I this;—	67Q
By her I pray thee ! . . . {aside) woe for mine affliction !
To what pass am I come ! Why grovel thus ?
Yet,—’tis for our whole house I make appeal! . . .
0	brother of my father, deem that he
Hears this, who lies ’neath earth, that over thee His spirit hovers : what I say he saith.
This, urged with tears, moans, pleas of misery,
Have I said, and have claimed my life of thee,
Seeking what all men seek, not I alone.
CHORUS
1	too beseech thee, woman though I am,	680
To succour those in need : thou hast the power.
MENELAUS
Orestes, verily I reverence thee,
And fain would help thee bear thy load of ills.
Yea, duty bids that, where God gives the power,
Kinsmen should one another’s burdens bear,
Even unto death, or slaying of their foes :
But the power—would the Gods might give it me !
I come, a single spear, with none ally,
Long wandering with travail manifold,
With feeble help of friends yet left to me.	690
In battle could we never overcome Pelasgian Argos. If we might prevail By soft words, this is our hope’s utmost bound.
For with faint means how should a man achieve Great things ? ’Twere witless even to wish for this.
For, in the first rush of a people’s rage,
’Twere even Us one would quench a ravening fire.
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εἰ δ’ ησύχως τις αυτόν εντείνοντι μὲν χαλών ὑπείκοι καιρόν ευλαβούμενος,
700 ἴσως ἄν εκπνεύσει· ὅταν δ’ ἀνῇ πνοάς, τὐχοις ἂν αυτοί) ραδίως ὅσον θὲλεις. ἔνεστι δ’ οίκτος, ἔνι δὲ καὶ θυμός μέγας, καραδοκούντι κτήμα τιμιώτατον. ἐλθὼν δὲ Τυνδάρεών τε σοι πειράσομαι πόλιν τε πεῖσαι τῷ λίαν χρῆσθαι καλώς, καί ναῦς γὰρ ἐνταθεῖσα πρὸς βίαν ποδὶ δβαψεν, ἔστη δ’ αὖθις, ἢν χαλᾶ πόδα. μισεῖ γὰρ ὁ θεὺς τὰς ἄγαν προθυμίας, μισοῦσι δ’ αστοί· δεῖ δἐ μ, ούκ ἄλλως λέγω, 710 σώζειν σε σοφία, μὴ βία τῶν κρεισσόνων. ἀλκῇ δέ σ’ οὐκ ἄν, ἦ σὺ δοξάζεις ἴσως, σώσαιμ ἄν οὐ 7ἐφ ράδιον λόγχη μιᾴ στησαι τρόπαια των κακών α σοι πάρα, οὐ γὰρ "Αργους γαῖαν εἰς τὺ μαλθακόν προσηγομεσθ' ἄν·1 νῦν δ’ άναηκαίως ἔχει δούλοισίν είναι τοῖς σοφοΐσι της τύχης.
720
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ὦ πλὴν γυναικος εΐνεκα στρατηλατεΐν τἄλλ’ οὐδὲν, ὦ κάκιστε τιμωρεΐν φίλοις· φεύγεις άποστραφείς με, τὰ δ’ Ἀγαμέμνονος φροῦδ’; άφιλος ησθ’ ἄρ’, ὦ πάτερ, πράλ
π ρ άσσων
κακώς.
οἵμοι, προδεδομαι, κούκέτ είσϊν ελπίδες, δποι τραπόμενος θάνατον Άργείων φύγω· οντος γάρ ἦν μοι καταφυγή σωτηρίας. ἀλλ’ είσορώ γάρ τόνδε φίλτατον βροτών ΤΙνλάδην δρόμφ στείχοντα Φωκέων ἄπο,
Ι&2
1 Schaefer: tor τροσττχἐμειτΛ* of M8S.
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But if one gently yield him to their stress,
Slacken the sheet, and watch the season due,
Their storm might spend its force. When lulls the
blast,	700
Lightly thou mightest win thy will of them.
In them is ruth, high spirit is in them—
A precious thing to whoso l)ides his time.
Ngjsi-Tyndtfrcub and the oity wilH seek To sway to temperaneeintheir stormy mood.
A ship, if one have strained the mainsheet taut,
Dips deep ; but rights again, the mainsheet eased.
For Heaven hateth over-vehemence,
And citizens hate. I ought, I grant, to save thee—
By wisdom, not defiance of the strong.	710
I cannot—as thou haply dream’st—by force Save thee. Hard were it with my single spear To triumph o’er the ills that compass thee;
Else not by suasion would I try to move Argos to mercy : but of sore need now Must prudent men be bondmen unto fate.
; ‘' [Exit-
ORESTES
O nothing-worth—save in a woman’s cause To lead a host!—craven in friends’ defence!
Tum’st from me ? — fleest ? — are Agamemnon’s
deeds	720
Forgot ? Ah father, friendless in affliction!
Woe’s me, I am betrayed : hope lives no more Of refuge from the Argives* doom of death !
For my one haven of safety was this man.
But Ιο, I see my best-beloved of men,
Yon Pylades, from Phocis hastening.
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ηδεΐαν σφιν πιστὸς ἐν κακοῖς ἀνὴρ κρείσσων yaληvης ναντίλοισιν εισοραν,
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
θᾶσσον ή με ^χρἣν π ρο β αίνων ίκόμην δι’ αστεως, 730 σύλλογον πολεως άκούσας, τὸν δ’ ἰδὼν αντος σαφώς,
ἐπὶ σὲ σὑγyovdv τε τὴν σήν, ώς κτενουντας αὐτίκα.
τί τάδε ; πῶς ἔχεις, τί πράσσεις ; φίλταθ’ ηλίκων ἐμοὶ
καὶ φίλων καὶ συγγένειας* πάντα γὰρ τάδ’ εἶ σύ μοι.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οἰχὁμεσθ’, ώς ἐν βραχεί σοι τἀμὰ δηλώσω κακά. ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
συγκατασκάτττοις αν ημάς· κοινά yap' τὰ των φίλων.
ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ5
Μενέλεως κάκιστος εἵς με καὶ κασιγνήτη ν ἐμην. ΠΥΛΑΔΗ2
εικότως, κακής ηυναικος ανδρα yiyνεσθαι κακόν. ΟΡΕ3ΤΗ2
ὧσπερ οὐκ ἐλθὼν ἔμοιγε ταυτόν άττέδωκεν μόλών. ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
ἢ 7άβ ἐστιν ώς αληθώς τήνδ’ αφημένος χθόνα; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
740 χρόνιος· ἀλλ’ ὅμως τάχιστα κακός εφωράθη φίλοις.
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ORESTES
Glad sight! A loyal friend in trouble’s hour
Shows welcomer than calm to mariners.
Enter pylades.
pylades
Down the city’s streets with haste unwonted unto thee I came ;
For I heard of Argos’ council—yea, mine eyes beheld the same—
For thy doom and for thy sister’s, as to slay you even now.
What means this ?—how fares thine health, thy state ? —of age-mates dearest thou,
Yea, of friends and kinsfolk; each and all of these thou art to me.
ORESTES
Ruined are we !—m a word to tell thee all my misery.
PYLADES
Mine o’erthrowing shall thy fall be: one are friends in woe and bliss.
ORESTES
Traitor foul to me and to my sister Menelaus is.
PYLADES
Small the marvel—by the traitor wife tl\e husband • traitor made!
ORESTES
Even as he had come not, so his debt to me hath he repaid.
PYLADES
How then ?—hath he set his foot in very deed this land within ?
ORESTES
Late he came; but early stood convicted traitor to his kin.
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ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
καὶ δάμαρτα τὴν κακίστην ναυστολών ἐλήλυθεν /
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οὐκ ἐκεῖνος, ἀλλ’ ἐκβίνη κείνον ἐνθάδ’ ἤγαγεν.
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
ποῦ ’στιν ἢ πλειστους ’Αχαιών ὦλεσεν 7*μὴ μία ;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἐν δὁμοις ἐμοῖσιν, εἰ δὴ τούσδ’ ἐμοὺς κάλεΐν χρεών,
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
σὺ δὲ τινας \6γονς εΧεξας σου κασιηνητψ ττατρός;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
μή μ* ἰδεῖν θανὁνθ’ υπ’ αστών καί κασιηνητην ἐμήν.
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ5
πρὸς θεῶν, τί πρὸς τάδ’ εἶπε; τάδε yap εἰδέναι θέλω.
OPEXTHS
ην\αβεΐθ\ α τοῖς φίλοισι δρώσιν οἱ κακοὶ φίλοι.
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
σκήψιν εἰς ποιαν προβαίνουν; τούτο πάντ ἔχω μαθών,
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
750 οντος ἦλθ’ ὸ τὰς άρίστας θυηατερας σπείρας πατήρ,
ΠΤΛΛΔΗ2
Τυνδὰρεων \εyειs^ ϊσως σοι θυηατερος θυμού-μένος.
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PYLADE8
And his wife, arch-traitress, hath he brought her, sailing hitherward ?
ORE8TES
’Tis not he hath brought her, nay, ’twas she that hither brought her lord.
PYLADES
Where is she, who hath slain Achaians more than any woman else ?
ORESTES
In mine house—if yonder palace mine may now be called—she dwells.
PYLADES
Thou, what wouldst thou of thy father's brother by thy pleadings gain ?
ORESTES
That he would not see me and my sister by the people slain.
PYLADES
By the Gods, to this what said he ?—fain would I know this of thee.
ORESTES .
Cautious was he—as the false friend still to friends is. wont to be.
PYLADES
Fleeing to what plea for refuge ?—all I know when this I hear.
ORESTES
He had come, the father who begat the daughters without peer.
PYLADES
Tyndareus thou meanest,—for his daughter haply filled with ire.
750
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αἰσθάνει. τὺ τοῦδε κῆδος μᾶλλον εἵλετ’ ἢ πατρὸς.
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
κονκ ἐτὁλμησεν πόνων σῶν ἀντιΚάζνσθαι παρών ; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οὐ γὰρ αἰχμητὴς πὲφυκεν, ἐν γυναιξὶ δ’ ἄλκιμος. ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
ἐν κακοῖς ἄρ’ εἶ μέγιστοι?, καί σ’ αναηκαΖον θανεϊν.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ψήφον ἀμφ’ ημών ποΧίτας ἐπὶ φόνω θεσθαι χρεών.
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
ἢ κρινεῖ τί χρήμα; Χέξον διὰ φόβον γὰρ ἔρχομαι.
ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
ἢ θανεῖν ἢ ζῆν ὁ μύθος ον μάκρος μακρών περί,. •ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
φεῦγε νυν \ιπὼν μέΧαθρα σὺν κασιηνήτη σέθεν. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
760 οὐχ ὁρᾴς ; φνΧασσόμεσθα φρονρίοισι πανταχῆ.
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
εἶδον ἄστεως ἀγυιὰς τεὐχεσιν πεφραγμένας. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ3
ώσπερεϊ πόλις πρὸς εχθρών σώμα πνργηρονμεθα.
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ORESTES
Rightly guessed: such kinsmaju Menelaus chose before my sire.
PYLADES
Dared he not lay hand unto thy burden, not when here he stood ?
ORESTES
Hero is there none in him!—mid women valiant he of mood.
PYLADES
Then art thou in depth of evil: death for thee must needs abide.
ORESTES
Touching this our murder must the vote of Argos’ folk decide.
PYLADES
What shall this determine ? Tell me, for mine heart is full of dread.
ORESTES
Death or life. The word that names the dateless doom is quickly said.
PYLADES
Flee then : yonder palace-halls forsake thou : with thy sister flee.
ORESTES
Dost thou see not ?—warded round on every hand by guards are we.
PYLADES
Lines of spears and shields I marked : the jiass of every street they close.
ORESTES
Yea, beleaguered are we, even as a city by her foes.
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ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
κάμέ νυν ipov τί πάσχω· καὶ γὰρ αὐτὸς οἴχομαι. ΟΡΕΧΓΗ2
πρὸς τινος; τούτ αν προσείη τοῖς ἐμοῖς κακοῖς κακόν.
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
Στρόφιος ηΧασέν μ ἀπ’ οϊκων φυγάδα θνμωθεϊς πατήρ.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἴδιον, ἢ κοινόν ττοΧίταις ἐπιφίρων ἔγκλημα τι; ΠΤΛΑΔΗ5
ὅτι συνηράμην φόνον σοι μητρός, άνόσιον λέγω ν. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ώ τάλας, ἔοικε καὶ σὲ τἀμὰ Χυπήσειν κακά. ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
οὐχὶ Μενἐλεω τρόποισι χρώμεθ’* οἰστέον τάδε. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οὐ φοββι μή σ’ Ἀργος ὥσπερ κάμ άποκτ είναι θἐλῃ ;
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
οὐ προσήκομεν κοΧάζειν τοΐσδε, Φωκίων δὲ γἢ· ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
δεινόν οἱ πολλοί, πανούργους όταν ἔχωσι προ-στάτας.
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
ἀλλ’ ὅταν χρηστούς Χάβωσι, χρηστά βουΧεύουσ αει.
ΟΡΕΧΓΗ5
εἶεν. εἰς κοινόν Xeyeiv χρη.
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Ask me also of my plight; for, like to thee, undone am I.
ORESTES
Yea?—qf whom? This shall be evil heaped on my calamity.
PYLADES
Strophius banished me mine home : my father’s wrath hath thrust me thence.
ORESTES
What the charge ? ’Twixt thee and him ?—or hath the nation found offence ?
PYLADES
That. JLhalpcd .thee sky thy mother, this he names an impious thing.
ORESTES
Woe is me ! the anguish of mine anguish unto thee must cling!
PYLADES
I am not a Menelaus : these afflictions must I bear.
ORESTES
Fear’st thou not lest Argos doom thee with my deed my death to share ?
PYLADES
I belong not unto them to punish, but to Phocis-land.
ORESTES
Fearful is the people’s rage, when evil men its course command.
PYLADES
Nay, but when they take them honest chiefs, they counsel honest rede.
ORESTES
Come, let thou and l commune—
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ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
·χν·~	τινος αναγκαίου πέρι;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
εἰ λἑγοιμ’ ἀστοῖσιν ἐλθὼν
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2	.
ως ίδρασας ἔνδικα ; ΟΡΕΧΓΗ2
πατρὶ τιμωρών βμαυτοϋ ;
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
μὴ λάβωσί σ’ ἄσμενοι. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἀλλ’ ύποπτήξας σιωπή κατθάνω ;
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ5
δειλόν τόδε.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
πώς ἄν οὖν δρῴην ;
ΠΥΛΑΔΗ2
ἔχεις τιν’, ἣν μένῃς, σωτηρίαν ; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οὐκ ἔχω.
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
μολὁντι δ’ ἐλπίς ἐστι σωθήναι κακών; ΟΡΕ3ΤΗ2
εἰ τύχοι, γε νο ιτ’ ἄν.
ΓΙΤΛΑΔΗ2
780	οΰκουν τούτο κρβισσον ἢ μίναν ;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
ἀλλὰ δῆτ’ ἔλθω ;
;	ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
θανών γοῦν ὧδε κάλλιον θ αν el. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
εὖ λέγεις · φεύγω τὺ δειλόν τῇδε. ;
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As touching what imperious need ?
ORESTES
Should I go and tell the people—
PYLADES
That thou wroughtest righteously ?
ORESTES
Taking vengeance for my father?
PYLADES
Glad might they lay hold on thee.
ORE8TES
How then, cower and die in silence ?
PYLADES
This in craven sort were done.
ORESTES
Wliat then do ?
PYLADES
Hast any hope of life, if here thou linger on ?
ORESTES
None.
PYLADES
But is there hope, in going, of deliverance from the ill ?
ORESTES
Haply might there be.
PYLADES
Were this not better, then, than sitting still ?
ORESTES
Shall I go then ?
PYLADES
Yea; for, dying, hero-like thou slialt have died.
ORESTES
Good : I ’scape the brand of “ craven.”
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ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
μᾶλλον ἢ μένων.
OPE2TH2
καὶ τὺ ττράημά γ* ἔνδικὁν μοι.
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
τῷ δοκεῖν εὐχου μόνον. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
καί τις ἄν γἔ μ' οἰκτίσειβ ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
μέγα γὰρ ηὺγἐνειά σου. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
θάνατον άσγαλΧων ττατρωον.
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
πάντα ταῦτ’ ἐν ομμασιν ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἰτέον, ὡς ἄνανδρον ἀκλεῶς κατθανεῖν. ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
αινώ τάδε.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἦ λέγωμεν οὖν ἀδελφῇ ταῦτ’ ἐμῇ ;
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
μὴ πρὸς θεῶν.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
δάκρυα 7°ὸν Υἐνοιτ’ ἄν.
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ5
οὐκοῦν οντος Οἰωνὸς μέγας. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
δηλαδὴ σιηάν αμβινον.
ΠΎΛΑΔΗ2
τω χρόνφ δε κερδανεῖς. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
κεῖνὁ μοι μόνον ττρόσαντες,
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More than if thou here abide.
ORESTES
And the right is mine.
PYLADES
Pray only all men so may view the deed.
ORESTES
Haply some might pity—
PYLADES
Yea, thy princely birth shall strongly plead.
ORESTES
At my father’s death indignant.
PYLADES
Full in view are all these things.
ORESTES
On! unmanly is inglorious death!
PYLADES
Thy saying bravely rings.
ORESTES
Shall we then unto my sister tell our purpose ?
PYLADES
Nay, by heaven!
ORESTES
Sooth, she might break into weeping.
PYLADES
So were evil omen given.
ORESTES
Surely then were silence better.
PYLADES
Lesser hindrance shouldst thou find.
ORESTES
Yet, one stumblingblock confronts me—
o 2
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τι τοδε καινόν αν λέγεις; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
μη θεαι μ’ οϊστρω κατάσγωσ\
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
αλΛὰ κηδεὑσω σ’ ἐγώ. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
δυσχερὲς ῆταὑειν νοσοῦντος ἀνδρὸς.
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
οὐκ ἔμοιγε σοῦ.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
εὐλαβοῦ λύσση? μετασχεῖν τῆς ἐμῆς.
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
τὁδ’ οὖν ἴτω.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οὐκ ἄρ’ ὸκνήσεις;
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
ὄκνος γὰρ τοῖς φίλοις κακόν μίγα. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἔρπε νυν οἴσξ ποδὸς μοι.
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
φίλα γ’ ἔχων κηδεύματα. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
καί με πρὸς τύμβον πορευσον πατρὸς. ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
ὼς τί δὴ τὁδβ ;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ὦς νιν ικετεύσω με σῶσαι.
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
τὸ γε δίκαιον ώδ’ ἔχει. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
μητέρος δὲ μηδ’ ἴδοιμι μνήμα.
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What new thing is in tliy mind ? 790
ORESTES
Lest the Fiends by madness stay me.
PYLADES
Nay, thy weakness I will tenth
ORESTES
Loathly task to touch the sick !
PYLADES
Ah, not to me for thee, O friend.
ORESTES
Yet beware the taint of this my madness.
PYLADES
Base misgivings, hence!
ORESTES
Can it be thou wilt not shrink ?
PYLADES
For friends to shrink were foul offence.
ORESTES
On then, pilot of my footsteps.
PYLADES
Sweet is this my loving care.
ORESTES
Even to my father’s grave-mound guide me on.
PYLADES
What wouldst thou there ?
ORESTES
I would pray him to deliver.
PYLADES
Yea, ’twere just it should be sc.
ORESTES
But my mother’s tomb, 1 would not see it—
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ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
πολέμια γὰρ ἦν.
ἀλλ’ ἔπειγ, ως μή σε πρόσθε ψήφος Ἀργείων
ἔλῃ,^
800 ττεριβαΧων πλευροῖς ἐμοῖσι πλευρὰ νωχεΧή νὁσῳ, ως ἐγὼ δι* ἄστεώς σε σμικρὰ φροντίζων οχΧου οὐδὲν αίσχυνθείς σχήσω. ποῦ γὰρ ^ δείξω φίλος,
εἶ σε μὴ ’ν δειναῖσιν ὄντα συμφοραΐς ετταρκεσω ; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ3
τοῦτ’ ἐκεῖνο, κτᾶσθ’ εταίρους, μὴ τὺ συγγενές μόνον
ως ἀνὴρ ὅστις τροττοισι συντακή, θυραῖος ὦν, μυρίων κρείσσων όμαιμων άνδρι κεκτήσθαι φίΧος. XOPOS
ὁ μέγας οΧβος α τ άρετά	στρ.
μέγα φρονουσ αν Ελλάδα καὶ παρά Ζιμουντίοις όχετοΐς 810 πάλιν ἀνὴλθ’ ἐξ ευτυχίας Άτρείδαις τταΧαι τταΧαιάς ἀπὸ συμφοράς δόμων, ὁπότε χρυσέας fjXff ἔρις ἀρνὸς εττ άγουσα Τανταλἱδαις1 οίκτρότατα θοινάματα καί σφάγια γενναίων τεκέων ὅθεν φόνφ φόνος εξαμεί-βων δι αίματος ου προΧεί-πει δισσοῖσιν Άτρείδαις.
τὺ καλὸν ου καΧόν, τοκεων	ἀντ.
820 ττυριγενεί τεμεΐν τταΧάμα χρόα, μεΧάνδετον δε φόνω
1 Dindorf s reading, which secures etrophic correspondence. 198
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For she was a foe. Haste then, lest the Arrive vote have doomed thee ere thou reach the place,	[mine embrace.
Yielding up thy frame with sickness wasted unto 800 Through the streets unshamed, and taking of the rabble little heed,	[friend indeed,
I will bear thee onward. Wherein shall I show me If mine helpfulness in terrible affliction be not shown ?
ORESTES
Herein true is that old saying—“ Get thee friends, not kin alone.7*	[of thy kin,
He whose soul to thy soul cleavetli, though he be not Better than a thousand kinsfolk this is for thy friend to win.	[Exeunt orestes and pylades.
chorus
The stately fortune, the prowess exceeding, (Sir.) Whose glorying rang through the land of Greece,
Yea, rang where Simoi's’ waters flow,
For Atreus’ sons was its weal made woe	810
For the fruit of the curse sown long ago,
When on Tantalus’ sons came, misery-breeding,
The strife for the lamb of* the golden fleece,—· Breeding a banquet, with horrors spread,
For the which was the blood of a kings babes shed,
Whence murder, tracking the footsteps red Of murder, haunts with the wound aye bleeding The Atreides twain without surcease.
O deed fair-seeming, O deed unholy !—	(Ant.)
With hand steel-armed through the throat to shear 820 Of a mother, to lift in the Sun-god’s sight
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ξίφος ἐς αὐγὰς ἀελίοιο δειξαΐ' τὺ δ’ εὖ1 κακούpyεΐv ασέβεια ποικίλα κακοφρόνων τ ἀνδρῶν παράνοια, θανάτου yap άμφϊ φόβφ Τυνδαρὶς ίάχησε τάλαινα* τέκνον, οὐ τολμάς ὅσια κτείνω ν σὰν ματἐρα* μὴ πατρω-αν τιμών χάριν έξανά-ψτ/ δύσκ\ειαν ἐς αει.
τίς νόσος ἢ τινα δάκρυα καί	επωδ.
τίς ἔλεος μείζων κατὰ γἀν ἢ ματροκτόνον αϊμα χ€ΐρϊ θέσθαι; οἷον οἷον ἔργον τεΧέσας
„ -£Λ/ βεβάκγευται μανίαις)	J\ ^·ὸς';
λ Εὐμενισιν θήραμα φόνφ	^,χ
Η κ'^^ρομάσι δινεὑων β\εφάροι<^> ^ Ἀγαμεμνὸνιος παῖς. ὧ μέλεος, ματρος ὅτε χρυσεοπηνήτων φαρέων μαστόν ύπερτέΧΧοντ ἐσιδὼν σφαγίον ἔθετο ματέρα, πατρώων παθέων άμοιβάν.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
yvvalκες, ἦ που τῶνδ’ άφώρμηται δόμων τλήμων ’ O ρέστης θεομανει λύσσῃ δαμείς;
Χ0Ρ02
ήκιστα· πρὸς δ’ Ἀργεῖον οϊχεται λεών, ψυχής dy&va τον προκείμενον περί δώσων, εν ω ζην η θανειν υμάς χρεών.
1 Bothe : for αδ of MSS.
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Death-crimsoned the dark steel—O, ’tis the sleight
Of impious sophistry putteth for right The wrong, ’tis the sinners’ infatuate folly!
Ah, Tyndareus’ daughter, in frenzied fear
Of death, shrieked, shrieked in her anguish dread, “ Son, slaying thy mother, the right does thou tread
Under foot! O beware lest thy grace to the dead, Thy sire, in dishonour enwrap thee wholly,
As a fire that for ever thy name shall sear ! ”
(Epode)
What affliction were greater, what cause of weeping, What pitiful sorrow in any land,
Than a son in the blood of a mother steeping His hand ? How in madness’s bacchanal leaping He is whirled, for the deed that was wrought of his hand,	[sweeping,
yfith the hell-hounds’ wings on his track swift-^With eyes wild-rolling in terror unsleeping— Agamemnon’s scioa^a matricide banned !
Ah wretch, that his heart should fail not nor falter, When, over her vesture’s broideries golden,
The mother’s breast of his eyes was beholden!
But he slaughtered her like to a beast at the altar, For the wrongs of a father had whetted the brand. Enter Electra.	Electra
Dames, sure woe-worn Orestes hath not fled These halls o’erbome by madness heaven-sent ?
CHORUS
Nay, nay, to Argos’ people hath he gone To stand the appointed trial for his life,
Whereon your doom rests, or to live or die.
830
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οἴμοι· τί χρημ εΒρασε; τίς δ’ ἔπεισὲ νιν ; XOPOS
Πυλάδης* ἔοικε 3’ οὐ μακρὰν ὅδ’ άγγελος λέξειν τὰ κεῖθεν σοῦ κασιγνήτου πέρι.
ΑΓΓΕΛΟΙ
ὦ τλημον, ώ δύστηνε τοῦ στρατηλάτου Ἀγ αμἐμνονος παῖ, ποτ ν ι Ήλεκτρα, λὁγθυς άκουσον οὓς σοι δυστυχείς ἥκω φέρων. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
αἰαι. διοιχόμεσθα· δῆλος εἶ λὰνῳ· κακών yap ἦκεις, ως ἔοικεν, άγγελος.
ΑΓΓΕΛ02
ψηφω Πελασγών σὺν κασίγνητον θανεῖν και σ , ω ταλαιν, εοοξε τῃο εν ἡμέρα. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οἵμοι* π^οσηλθεν ἐλπίς, ἢν φοβουμένη πάλαι το μέλλον ἐξετηκομην yόoLς. ἀτὰρ τίς αγών, τινες ἐν Ἀργείοις λόγοι καθεῖλον ἡμᾶς κάπεκύρωσαν θανεΐν; λἑγ\ ω yepaie· πάτερα λευσίμω χερὶ ἢ διὰ σίδηρον 7τνεῦμ’ άπορρηξαί με δεῖ, κοινὰς ἀδελφῷ συμφοράς κεκτημένην; ΑΓΓΕΛΟΙ
έτύηγανον μεν ἀγρὁθεν πυλών ἔσω βαίνων, 7τυθέσθαι δεόμενος τά τ’ ἀμφὶ σοῦ τά τ’ ἀμφ’ Όρέστου· σώ yap εύνοιαν πατρί αει ποτ ει χον, και μ εφερρε σος οομος πένητα μεν, χρησθαι δὲ yεvvaΐov φίλοις. ορώ δ* οχλον σσείχοντα καί θάσσοντ ακραν,
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ELECTRA
Ah me ! what hath he done ? Who so misled him ?
CHORUS
Pylades. Lo, yon messenger full soon	850
Shall tell, meseems, how fared thy brother there.
Enter messenger.
MESSENGER
Child of our war-chief, hapless, woe-worn one, Agamemnon’s daughter, lady Electra, hear The woeful tale, wherewith I come to thee.
ELECTRA
Alas ! we are undone : thy speech is plain.
Thou com’st, meseems, a messenger of ill.
MESSENGER
vn»f> tibisjfey bath ^μ****α	n, * I
thy brothorj ate to die.
ELECTRA
Woe ! that I looked for cometh, which long since
I feared, and pined with wailings for our fate !	860
How went the trial ? Before Argos’ folk What pleadings ruined us, and doomed to die ?
Tell, ancient, must I under stoning hands,
Or by the steel, gasp out my dying breath,
I, who am sharer in my brother’s woes ?
MESSENGER
It chanced that I was entering the gates Out of the country, fain to learn thy state,
And of Orestes; for unto thy sire
Aye was I loyal: thine house fostered me,
A poor man, yet true-hearted to his friends.	870
Then throngs I saw to seats on yon height climb
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880
ου <^ασι πρώτον Δαναόν Αἰγὑτττῳ δίκας διδοντ’ άθροισαν Χαον εἰς κοινὰς ἕδρα?. αστών δὲ δή τιν’ ἡρὁμην άθροισμ ἰδὼν· τί καινόν Ἀργει; μῶν τι πολεμίων πάρα άyyεXμ άνεπτέρωκε Δαναΐδων πολιν; ὁ δ’ εἷπ’· Ὀρἐστην κεῖνον οὐχ ὁρᾴς πὲλας στείγοντ’, ἀγῶνα θανάσιμον δραμονμενον; όρώ ο άεΧπτον φάσμ\ δ μήποτ ώφεΧον, Πυλάδην τε καὶ σὺν σὑγγονον στεὐχονθ’ ὁμοῦ, τὸν μὲν κατηφή και παρειμένον νόσω, τὸν δ’ ὦστ’ άοεΧφον ϊσα φίΧω λυποὑμενον, νόσημα κηδεύοντα παιδαγωγία. ἐπεὶ δὲ πλήρης ἐγἐνετ’ Ἀργείων ὅνλος, * κῆρυξ ἀναστὰς εἷπε· τίς χρήζει λέγειν, πότερον Ὀρἑστην κατθανεῖν ἡ μὴ χρεὼν μητροκτονούντα; κάπϊ τῷδ’ άνίσταται Ταλθύβιος, ος σῷ πατρὶ συνεπὁρθει Φρύγας. ἔλεξε δ’ ὺπό τοῖς δυναμένοισιν ων ἀεὶ διχόμυθα, πατέρα μεν σὺν ἐκπαγλοὑμβνος, σ ον δ’ οὐκ επαίνων σὑγγονον, καΧοϊς κακούς , ^λὁγους ἐλίσσων, ὅτι καθισταίῃ νόμους
εἰς τοὺς τεκόντας ου καΧούς^ζο δ’ ὄμμ’ ἀεὶ ^ Ν ·., ^ φαιδρωπον ἐδίδου τοισιν Αἰγίσθου φίΧοιςρ* το yap yέvoς τοιοΰτον ἐπὶ τὸν ευτυχή πηδώσ ἀεὶ κήρυκες· ὅδε δ’ αὐτοῖς φίλος, ος ἄν δύνηται πόΧεος εν τ άρχαΐσιν ἦ. ἐπὶ τῷδε δ’ χόρευε Διομήδης άναξ. οντος κτανειν μεν ούτε σ ούτε avyyovov εϊα, φυyf) δὲ ξημιοΰντας εύσεβειν. επερρόθησαν δ’ οἱ μὲν ὼ9 καλῶς λἐγοι, οἱ δ’ οὐκ επήνουν. κἀπὶ τῷδ’ άνίσταται ἀνήρ τις άθυρόγΧωσσος, ισχύων βράσει,
204
890
900
Digitized by
Google
ORESTES
Where first, as men say, Danaus, by Aegyptus Impeached, in general session gathered us. Marking the crowd, I asked a citizen:
“ What news in Argos ? Hath a bruit of foes Startled the city of the Dana'ids ?”
But he, “ Dost thou not mark Orestes there Draw near to run the race whose goal is death ? ” Would I had ne’er seen that unlooked-for sight— Pylades with thy brother moving on ;
This, sickness-palsied, with down-drooping head ; That, as a brother, in his friend’s affliction Afflicted, tending like a nurse the sick.
When now the Argive gathering was full,
A herald rose and cried : “ Who fain would speak Whether Orestes ought to live or die For matricide ? ’’^Jalthybii^thereupon Rose, helper of thy sire when Troy was sacked. He spake—subservient ever to the strong— Half-heartedly, extolling high thy sire,
But praising not thy brother ; intertwined Fair words and foul—Jhat he laid down a law Right ill for parents was glancing still With flattering eye upon Aegisthus’ frienchp^ Such is the herald tribe : lightly they skip To fortune’s ininions’ side : their friend is he Who in a state hath power and beareth rule.
Next after him prince Diomedes spake.
Thee nor thy brother would he have them slay, But exile you, of reverence to the Gods.
Then murmured some that good his counsel was ; Some praised it not. Thereafter rose up one Of tongue unbridled, stout in impudence,
890
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Ἀργεῖος οὐκ Ἀργεῖος, ηναηκασ μόνος, θορυβώ τε πίσυνος κἀμαθεῖ παρρησίᾳ, πιθανὸς ἔτ’ αστούς περιβαΧειν κακῷ τινι. [ὅταν γὰρ ἡδὺς τοῖς λὁγοις φρονών κακώς πείθη τὺ πλῆθος, τῇ πόλει κακόν μεηα' ὅσοι δὲ σὺν νφ χρηστά βουΧεύουσ ἀεί,
910 καν μὴ παραυτικ , αὖθίς εἰσι χρήσιμοι
πόλει, θεᾶσθαι δ’ ὧδε χρὴ τον προστάτην Ιδόνθ'· ὅμοιον γὰρ πὸ χτῆμα Ίἐγνεται τῷ τοὺς λὁ7οι;^ λἀγοντι καὶ τιμωμένῳ.] ος εἷπ’ Ὀρἐστην καὶ σ’ αποκτειναι πετροις βάΧΧοντας' ύπο δ’ ἔτεινε Τυνδάρεως λὁγους τῷ σφὼ κατακτεινοντι τοιούτους Χε·γειν. ἄλλος δ’ ἀναστὰς ἔλεγε τῷδ’ εναντία, μορφή μὲν οὐκ εὐωπὸς, ανδρείος δ’ ἀνήρ, ὀλιγάκις ἄστυ κάτγοράς ^(ραίνων κύκλον,
920 αυτουργός, οΐπερ και μονοί σωζουσι γῆν,
ξυνετος δὲ χωρεϊν ὁμόσε τοῖς λὁγοις θέΧων, ακέραιος, ανεπίληπτου ησκηκώς βίον ος εἶπ’ Ὀρἐστην παιδα τον Ἀγαμέμνονος στεψανοὐν, ος ηθέΧησε τιμωρεΐν πατρί, κακήν <γυναϊκα καθεον κατακτανών, η κειν άφηρει, μήθ’ όπΧιζεσθαι χόρα μήτε στρατεύειν εκΧιπόντα δώματα, ει τανδον οίκουρημαθ’ οι ΧεΧειμμενοι Φθείρουσιν, άνορών εΰνιδας Χωβώμενοι.
930 καὶ τοῖς γε Υρηστοϊς ευ λέγειν εφαίνετο, κούδεϊς ετ είπε. σὸς δ’ επήΧθε σύγγονος, ἔλεξε ὀ’· ὼ γῆν Ινάχου κεκτη μόνον,
[πάλαι Πελασγοί, Δαναΐδα ι δὲ δεὐτερον,]
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An Argive, yet no Argive, thrust on us,3 In bluster and coarse-grained fluency confident,
Still plausible to trap the folk in mischief:
For when an evil heart with winning tongue Persuades the crowd, ill is it for the state :
Whoso with understanding counsel well Profit the state—ere long, if not straightway.
Thus ought we on each leader of men to look,
And so esteem : for both be in like case,
The orator, and the man in office set.
Thee and Orestes he bade stone to death.
But Tyndareus still prompted him the words That best told, as he laboured for your doom.
To plead against him then another rose,
No dainty presence, but a manful man,
In town and market-circle seldom found,
A yeoman—such as are the land’s one stay,—
Yet shrewd in grapple of words, when this he would;
A stainless man, who lived a blameless life.
He moved that they should crown Agamemnon’s son Orestes, since he dared avenge his sire,
Slaying the wicked and the godless wife Who sapped our strength :—none would take shield on arm,
Or would forsake his home to march to war, -If mens house-warders be seduced the while By stayers at home, and couches be defiled.
To honest men he seemed to speak right well;
And none spake after. Then thy brother rose,
And said, “ Lords of the land of Inachus,—
Of old Pelasgians, later Danaus’ sons,— 1
1 One who had obtained the citizenship by means repugnant to decent citizens.
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ὑμῖν αμύνων οὐδὲν ἧσσον ἢ πατρὶ ἔκτεινα μητέρά εἰ γὰρ άρσένων φόνος βσται ηυναιζϊν ὅσιος, οὐ φθάνοιτ ἔτ’ ἄν θνῄσκοντες, ἣ ηυναιξϊ δουλεύειν χρβών τουναντίον δὲ δράσετ’ ἣ δρᾶσαι χρβών. νῦν μὲν γὰρ ἡ ττροδονσα Χέκτρ ἐμοῦ πατρὸς 940	τέθνηκεν * εἰ δὲ δὴ κατακτβνβϊτέ με,
ὁ νόμος άνβΐται, κοὐ φθάνοι θνησκων τις ἄν, ὡς τῆς γε τόλμης οὐ σπάνις γενήσεται. ἀλλ’ οὐκ ἔπειθ’ ὅμιλον, εὖ δοκών λέγειν, νικᾴ δ’ ἐκεῖνος ὁ κακὸς ἐν πλήθει Χέηων, ος ἡγὁρευβ σὑγγονον σέ τε κτανεῖν, μὁλις δ’ ἔπεισε μὴ πετρούμενος θανεῖν τλήμων Ὀ ρέστης· αύτόχβιρι δὲ σφαγῇ ὺπὲσχετ’ ἐν τῇ δ’ ημέρα λεόψειν βίον σὺν σοι. Tropevet δ’ αυτόν ἐκκλήτων ἄπο 950 Πυλάδης δακρύων συν δ* όμαρτοΰσιν φίλοι κ\αίοντ€ς, οἰκτεί^οντες · βρχεται δὲ σοι ττικρόν θέαμα και πρόσοψις ἀθλία. ἀλλ’ εὐτρἐπιζε φάση αν ἣ βρόχον δέρη, ως δεῖ λιπεῖν σε φέηηος · ηὺγἐνεια δὲ οὐδέν σ’ ἐπωφἐλησεν, οὐδ’ ὁ Πύθιος τρίττοδα καθίζων Φοῖβος, ἀλλ’ ἀπώλεσεν.
XOPOS
^ ὦ δυστάλαινα τταρθέν, ὡς ξυνηρεφὲς -μὴ. πρόσωπον εἰς γἡν σὺν βάλοΰσ άφθογγός ειμὴ ὡς εις στεναγμούς καὶ ηόους δραμουμένη.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
κατάρχομαι στεναγμόν, ὼ Πελασγία, -^τιθεῖσα λευκὸν άνυχά διά παρηίδων, αιματηρόν άταν,	\ν - 1 ν
κτύττον τε κράτος, ον €\αχ α κατά χθονος
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’Twas in your cause, no less than in my sire’s,
I slew my mother; for, if thetr lords’ blood Shall bring no guilt on wives, make haste to die ;
Else must ye live in thraldom to your wives,
And so transgress against all rightfulness.
For now the traitress to my father’s couch
Is dead : but if ye shall indeed slay me,	940
Law is annulled : better men died straightway;
Since for no crime shall wives lack daring now.”
They would not hear, though well he spake, me-seemed.
That knave prevailed, who to the mob appealed,
Who called on them to slay thy brother and thee.
Hapless Orestes scarce could gain the boon
By stoning not to die. By his own hand
He pledged him to leave life on this same day
With thee. Now from the gathering Pylades
Bringeth him weeping ; and his friends attend	950
Lamenting with strong crying. So he comes
To thee, sight bitter and woeful to behold.
Prepare the sword, or halter for thy neck;
For thou must leave the light. Thy princely birth Nought hath availed thee, nor the Pythian King Apollo tripod-throned ; nay, ruined thee. [Exit.
/	CHORUS
•Ὄ misery-burdened maiden, how art thou Speechless, with veiled head bowed unto the earthy*
As who shall run her course of moans and wails !
ELECTRA
Latrd of Pelasgia, I waken the wailing,	(Str.) ^
<^Scoring red furrows with fingers white Inthy cheeks, as with blood-streaks I mar them, and hailing	[right,
On the head of me blows,^vhich she claims as her
209
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ἔλεος ἔλεος ὅδ’ έρχεται τῶν θανουμένων ὑπερ, στρατηλατᾶν Ἑλλάδος ποτ’ ὄντων.
βέβακε yap βέβακεν, οἔχεται τέκνων ἀντ.
πρόπασα γέννα Πἐλοπος ὅ τ’ ἐπὶ μακαριοις
ζῆλος ών ποτ’ ο'κοις*
φθόνος νιν εἷλε θεόθεν, α τε δυσμενής
φοινία ψήφος εν πολίταις.
ἰὼ ἰὼ, πανδάκρυτ έφαμέρων
έθνη πολὑπονα, λεύσσεθ, ως παρ* ελπίδας
μοίρα βαίνει.
ἔπερα δ’ ετερος αμείβεται
πηματ εν χρόνω μακρφ·
βροτων δ’ ὁ πᾶς ἀστάθμητος αἰὼν.
μὁλοιμι τὰν ουρανού
μέσον γθονός τε τεταμέναν αίωρημασι
πέτραν αλύσεσι γρυσέαισι φερομέναν
δίναισι βώλον εξ Ολυμπου,
ἵν’ ἐν θρηνοισιν άναβοάσω
yέpovτι πατρὶ Ταντάλῳ
ος ετεκεν ετεκε yεvέτopaς εμέθεν δόμων,
οι κατεΐδον ατας,
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The fair Queen of the dead ’neath the earth that ^ are lying.
^Λθιν-thy locks let the steel of the shearing light^ Land Cyclopean ; break forth into crying,
For the woes of the house of thy princes sighing. Ah pity upwelling, ah tears unavailing
For those in this hour that go forth to their dying, Erst chieftains of Hellas’s battle-might.
(Ant.)
Gone—gone ! Lo, the lineage of Pelops hath fleeted Into nothingness wholly ; and passed away Is the pride of a house in bliss high-seated,
By Heaven’s jealousy blasted; and hungry to slay Is the doom that the citizens spake death-dealing. Ah, travail-wom tribes that endure but a day Amid weeping, behold how the morrow, revealing The death of your hopes, cometh destiny-sealing; And to each man his several sorrows are meted,
Unto each in his tum, through the years on-stealing,
Nor ever abide we at one stay.
O might I win to the rock ’twixt heaven1 And earth suspended in circles swinging,
Upborne by the golden chains scarce-clinging,
The shard from Olympus riven ;
That to Tantalus, father of ancient time,
I might shriek with laments wild-ringing: For of his loins came those sires of our name Who looked upon that infatuate crime
1 Tantalus lay in Tartarus beneath a rock, which at every moment seemed about to fall and crush him. Here Euripides seems to identify this rock with the sun, which Anaxagoras described as a red-hot mass of stone hung in heaven.
21 ι
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ποτανόν μὲν δίωγμα πώλων 990	τεθριπποβάμονι στόΧφ Πἐλσψ ὅτε
.	πελάγεσι διεδίφρευσε, Μυρτίλου φόνον
δικών ἐς οἶδμα πόντου,
Χευκοκύμοσιν πρὸς Γβραιστίαις ποντίων σάΧων rjoatv ἁρματεύσας.
ὅθεν δὁμοισι τοῖς ἐμοῖς ἡλθ* ἀρὰ πολύστονος, λόχευμα ποιμνίοισι Μαιάδος τόκον, τὺ γρυσόμαΧΧον ἀρνὺς ὁπὁτ’ ἐγἐνετο τέρας όΧοόν όΧοόν 1000 Ἀτρἐος Ιπποβώτα·
ὅθεν Ἕρις τὸ τε πτερωτόν ἁλίου μετέβαΧεν άρμα, τὰν πρὸς ὲσπὲραν κέΧευθον ουρανού προσαρμόσασα μονόπωΧον ἐς Ἀῶ, έπταπόρου τε δρόμημα Πελειάδος εἰς ὁδὺν αΧΧαν Ζεὺς μεταβάλλει, τῶνδε τ’ αμείβει ἀεὶ θανάτους θανάτων τά τ’ επώνυμα δεῖ7τνα Θυἐστου Χεκτρα τε Κρήσσας Ἀερὁπας δολί-1010 ας δολίοισι γάμοις* τὰ πανύστατα δ’ εἰς ἐμὲ καὶ ηενεταν ἐμὺν ἡλυθε δόμων ποΧυπόνοις ἀνάγκαις.
ΧΟΡ02
καὶ μὴν ὅδε σὺ? σύγγονος ἕρπει ψηφφ θανάτου κατακυρωθείς, ὅ τε πιστότατος πάντων Πυλἄδης
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Wrought when the car-steeds’ winged feet chased, When the four-horsed chariot of Pelops raced	990
By the strand, and his hand dashed Myrtilus down
Unto hell, in the swell of the sea to drown,
When the race was o’er Of the wheels that sped
By the white foam-fringe of the surf-lashed shore Of Geraestus’ head.
For a curse heavy-burdened with mourning Fell on mine house for the deed,
When Maia’s son irom his fold Brought the lamb of the fleece of gold,
A portent whence ruin was rolled Upon Atreus, a king’s overturning :	1000
And the sun-car’s winged speed From the ghastly strife turned back,
Changing his westering track Through the heavens unto where, blush-burning, Dawn rose with her single steed.
Lo, Zeus to another star-highway bending
The course of the sailing Pleiads seven 1
Lo, death after death in succession unending
By the banquet, named of Thyestes, given,
And by Cretan Aerope’s couch of shame
And treason !—the consummation came	1010
Of all, upon me and my father descending
In our house’s affliction foredoomed in heaven.
CHORUS
Lo, where thy brother hitherward comes faring,
Doomed by the vote of Argos’ folk to die;
Yea, also Pylades, above all other
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ἴσάδελφος ἀνήρ, εξιθύνων νοσερον κωΧον, ποδὶ κηδοσύνφ παράσειρος,
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οι γώ· πρὸ τύμβου yap σ’ όρωσ ἀναστένω, ἀδελφὲ, καὶ πάροιθε νεότερων πυράς,
1020 οι γὼ μάλ’ αὖθις· ὦς σ ίδούσ εν ομμασι πανυστάτην πρόσοψιν εξεστην φρένων.
ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
οὐ σῖγ άφεΐσα τους yυvaικείoυς yόoυς
σπὸρξβις τὰ κρανθεντ’; οἰκτρὰ μὲν τάδ’, ἀλλ’ ὅμως
[φέρειν άνάηκη τ ας παρεστώσας τὐχας.]
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
καὶ πῶς σιωπώ, φέyyoς είσοράν θεού τὁδ’ ούκεθ ἡμῖν τοῖς ταΧαιπώροις μετά.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
σὺ μή μ’ άπόκτειν· ὅλις ἀπ’ Ἀργεία? χερὸς τέθνηχ 6 τλήμων τὰ δὲ παρόντ εα κακά.'
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ώ μέλεος ἦβης σῆς, * O ρέστα, καί ποτ μου 1030 θανάτου τ άά>ρου. ζην ἐχρῆν σ\ ὅτ’ ούκετ ει.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
μὴ πρὸ? θεῶν μοι περιβάΧης ανανδρίαν, εις δάκρυα πορθμεύουσ’ ύπομνήσει κακών.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
θανούμεθ’· οὐχ οἷον τε μὴ στένειν κακά. πᾶσιν γὰρ οίκτρδν ἡ φίλη ψυχή βροτοΐς.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τὁδ’ ἦμαρ ἡμῖν κύριον δει δ’ ἡ βρόχους &ηττειν κρεμαστούς ἡ ξίφος θηηειν χέρι.
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Truest of friends, close-cleaving as a brother, Cometh, Orestes’ fainting steps upbearing,
Ever with heedful feet a yokemate nigh.
Enter orestes and pylades.
ELECTRA
Woe’s me ! I mourn to see thee, brother, stand Before the tomb, before the pyre of death.
Woe’s me again ! As gaze mine eyes on tliee With this last look, my spirit faileth me.
ORESTES
Nay, hush ; from wailings womanlike forbear.
Bow to thy fate : ’tis piteous; none the less Needs must we bear the doom that stands hard by.
ELECTRA
Nay, how be hushed ? To see yon Sun-god’s light No more is given to us unhappy ones.
ORESTES
Ah, slay me not! Enough that Argive hands Have slain a wretch: let be the imminent ills.
ELECTRA	*
Woe for thy youth, for thine untimely death,
Orestes ! Life, not death, had been thy due.
ORESTES
Ah, by the Gods, I pray, unman me not,
Nor move to tears by mention of our woes.
ELECTRA
We die ! I cannot but bemoan our fate.
All mortals grieve for precious life forgone.
ORESTES
This is our day of doom: the noose must coil About our necks, or our hands grasp the sword.
215
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
σύ νυν μ’, ἀδελῴέ, μή τις Ἀργείων κτάνη ὕβρισμα θἐμενος τον Άγαμέμνονος γόνον. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἅλις τὺ μητρος αἷμ ἔχω* σὲ δ’ οὐ κτενῶ, ἀλλ’ αύτόχβιρι θνησχ ὅτῳ βούλει τρόπω. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἔσται τάδ’· οὐδὲν σοῦ ξίφους ΧβΧβίψομαν ἀλλ’ ἀμφιθεῖναι σῇ δὲρῃ θίλα) χέρας.
ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
τέρπου κενήν ὅνησιν, εἰ τερπνόν τόδε θανάτου πέΧας βββωσι, περιβαλεῖν χέρας.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ὦ φίλτατ’, ὦ ποθεινὸν ἦδιστὁν τ’ ἔχων τῆ? σῆς ἀδελφἣς όνομα καί ψυχήν αίαν. OPESTH2
ἐκ τοι με τήξεις* καί σ’ άμβίψασθαι θέλω φιλὁτητι χειρῶν, τί γὰρ ἔτ’ αἰδοῦμαι τάλας ; ὦ στέρν ἀδελφἣς, ὦ φίλον πρόσπτυγμ έμοί, τάδ’ ἀντὶ Φαίδων καὶ γαμηΧίου λἐχους προσφθέγματ άμφι τοῖς ταΧαιπώροις ττάρα. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
φεῦ*
πῶς ἂν ξίφος νὼ ταὐτὁν, εἰ θέμις, κτάναι καί μνήμα δέξαιθ' ἐν, κέδρου τεχνάσματα ; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἦδιστ’ ἄν εἴη ταῦθ’· ὁρᾴς δὲ δὴ φίλων ὡς ἐσπανίσμεθ’, ώστε κοινωνεῖν τάφου. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οὐδ* εἷφ’ ὑπὲρ σοῦ, μὴ θάνοις σπουδὴν ἔχων, Μενἐλαος ο κακός, ὸ προδότης τού μου πατρός; ιό
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ELECTRA
Brother, thou slay me, that no Argive slay,
With outrage foul to Agamemnon’s child.
ORESTES
Suffice the mother’s blood : I will not slay thee.
Die in what wise thou wilt by thine own hand.	1040
ELECTRA
O yea : I will not lag behind thy sword.
But oh to lay mine arais about thy neck !
ORESTES
Enjoy that vain delight, if joy it be
For those that stand at death’s door to embrace.
ELECTRA
Dearest, who bear’st a name desirable
And sweet on sister s lips !—one soul ^vith mine !
ORESTES
Ah, thou wilt melt me ! Fain would I reply With arms of love ! Ah, why still shrink in shame ?
O sister-bosom, dear embrace to me !
In children’s stead, instead of wedded arms,	1050
This farewell to the hapless is vouchsafed.
ELECTRA (sighs)
Oh might the selfsame sword, if this may be,
Slay us, one coffin cedar-wrought receive !
ORESTES
Most sweet were this: yet, how forlorn of friends Thou seest are we, who cannot claim one tomb!
ELECTRA
Spake Menelaus not for thee, to plead Against thy death—base traitor to my sire?
217
Digitized by L.ooole
OPESTHS
*
1060
1070
1080
ΟΡΕ2ΓΓΉ2
ουδ* ὄμμ’ ἔδειξεν, ἀλλ’ ἐπὶ σκήπτρο π ἔχων τὴν ἐλπίδ’, ηνλαβεϊτο μὴ σώζειν φίλους. ἀλλ’ εἰ’, ὅπως γενναία καγαμεμνονος δράσαντε κατθανούμεθ’ ἀξιώτατα. κἀγὼ μὲν ευγένειαν αποδείξω πόλει, παίσας πρὸς ήπαρ φασγάν ω9 σὲ δ’ αὖ 'χρεών όμοια πράσσειν τοῖς ὑμοῖς τολμήμασι. Πυλάδη, σὺ δ’ ἡμῖν τοῦ φόνου γενοΰ βραβεύς, καί κατθανόντοιν ευ περίστειλον δέμας, θάψον τε κοινή προς πατρός τύμβον φέρων, και χαιρ· ἐπ’ εργον δ’, ως ὀρὰς, πορεύομαι. ΠΤΛΑΔΗ3
έπίσχες. ἐν μὲν πρώτα σοι μομφήν ἔχω, εἰ ζῇν με χρῄξειν σοῦ θανόντος ήλπισας. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
τί γὰρ προσήκει κατθανεῖν σ’ ἐμοῦ μέτα ; ΠΤΛΑΔΗ5
ἡρου ; τί δὲ ξῆν σῆς εταιρίας ατερ ;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
οὐκ έκτανες σήν μητερ\ ως εγώ τάλας. ΠΤΛΑΔΗ5
σὺν σοι γε κοινῇ· ταύτα καί πάσχειν με δεῖ. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
ἀπὸδος τὺ σώμα πατρί, μὴ σύνθνρσκέ μοι. σοὶ μὲν γὰρ ἔστι πόλις, ἐμοὶ δ’ οὐκ ἔστι δή, καὶ δώμα πατρός και μέγας πλούτου λιμὴν. γάμων δὲ τῆς μὲν δυσπότμου τησδ* εσφάλης, ἦν σοι κατηγγύη σ’, εταιρίαν σεβων συ δ’ ἄλλο λέκτρον παιδοποίησαι λαβών, κήδος δὲ τούμόν και σὺν οὐκέτ’ ἐστὶ δή. ἀλλ’ ὦ ποθεινόν ονομ ομιλίας εμής,
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His face he showed not—fixed upon the throne His hope, with good heed not to save his friends ! Come, prove we by our deeds our high-born strain, And worthily of Agamemnon die.
Yea, I will show all men my royal blood,
Plunging the sword into mine heart : but thou Must match with thine the unflinching deed I do.
Sit thou as umpire, Pylades, to our death.
Meetly lay out the bodies of the dead :
Bear to our sire’s grave, and with him entomb. Farewell: I go, thou seest, to do the deed. [Going.
PYLADES
Tarry:—first, one reproach have I for thee :
Thou didst expect that I would live, thou dead!
ORESTES
How, what hast thou to do to die with me ?
PYLADES
Dost ask ? Without thy friendship what were life ?
ORESTES
Thy mother thou slew’st not, as I—woe’s me ?
PYLADES
I shared thy deed, thy sufferings must I share.
ORESTES
Restore thee to thy sire ; die not with me.
Thou hast a city,—none to me is left,—
A father s home, a haven wide of wealth.
Thou canst not wed this maiden evil-starred Whom I for friendship’s sake betrothed to thee.
Yet take thee another bride and rear thee sons :
The looked-for tie ’twixt thee and me is not.
Now, O dear name of iny companionship,
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χαῖρ · ον yap ημῖν εστι τούτο, σοι γε μην οἱ γὰρ θανὁντες χαρμάτων τητώμεθα.
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ5
ἡ πολὺ λἐλεόψαι των έμων βουλευμάτων, μήθ* αἷμα μου Βέξαιτο κάρττιμον πὲδον, μὴ λαμπρὸς αἰθὴρ, ει σ’ ἐγὼ προδούς ποτε ἐλευθερώσας τοὐμὸν άττόΧίττοιμί σε. καὶ συγκατέκτανον γὰρ» οὐκ άρνησομαι,
1090 καὶ πάντ’ ἐβοὑλευσ’ ὧν σὺ νῦν τίνεις Βίκας· καὶ ξυνθανβϊν οὖν δεῖ με σοι καὶ τῇδ’ ὁμοῦ. ὑμὴν γὰρ αὐτὴν, ἦς λἐχος κατήνεσας, κρίνω δάμα^τα* τί yap €ρώ καλὸν ποτε γῆν Δελφίδ’ ἐλθὼν Φωκέων άκρόπτοΧιν, ος πρὶν μὲν ὑμᾶς δυστυχεῖν φίλος τταρή, νυν δ’ οὐκέτ’ εἰμὶ Βυστνχονντί σοι φί\ος ; ούκ ἔστιν, ἀλλὰ ταῦτα μεν κάμοϊ μέλει. ἐπεὶ δὲ κατθανούμεθ’, εἰς κοινούς \6yovς ἔλθωμεν, ὼς ἄν Μενἐλεως ξυνδυστυχῇ. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
1100 ὦ φίλτατ’, εἰ γὰρ τούτο κατθάνοιμ ἰδὼν.
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
πιθοῦ νυν, ἀνάμεινον δὲ (f>aayavov τομάς. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
μένω, τον βχθρον εἴ τι τιμωρήσομαι.
ΠΤΑΑΔΗ2
σίγα νυν ώς γυναιξὶ πιστεύω βραχύ.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
μηδὲν τρέσας τάσδ’· ως πάρεισ* η μιν φί\αι. ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
Ελένην κτάνωμεν, Μενἐλεῳ λὑπην ττικράν. ΟΡΕ3ΤΗ5
πῶς ; τὺ γὰρ έτοιμον ἔστιν, εἴ γ’ ἔσται καλώς.
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ORESTES
Farewell!—not this for us, perchance for thee : For us, the dead, is no gladfaring-weli!
pylades	—
Far dost thou fail of hitting mine intent.
May neither fruitful earth receive my blood,
Nor sunlit sky, if I forsake thee ever,
Deliver mine own soul, and fall from thee !
I shared the murder, I disown it not;
All did I plan for which thou sufferest now ; Therefore I needs must die with thee, with her. For I account her pledged of thee to me,
My wife. What tale fair-seeming shall I tell, Coming to Delphi, to the Phocians’ burg,
Who was your close friend ere your fortunes fell, Now, in calamity, no more thy friend ?
Nay, nay, this task is mine no less than thine.
But, since we.needs must die, debate we now How Menelaus too may share our woe.
ORESTES
Dear friend, would I could look on this, and die!
PYLADES
Hearken to me, and that sword-stroke defer.
ORESTES
I wait, if so I avenge me on my foe.
pylades (pointing to Chorus)
Speak low !—I put in women little trust.
ORESTES
Fear not for these : all here be friends to us.
PYLADES
Sl^TIelea^Menelaus bitter grief! —
ORESTES
How ? Ready am I, if this may well befall.
221
Digitized by
Google
1090
1100
OPESTH2
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
σφάξαντες. ἐν δὁμοις δὲ κρὑπτεται σἐθεν. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
μάλιστα· καν δὴ πάντ άττοσφρα'γίζβταν.
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
ἀλλ’ οὐκέθ’, Ἀιδην νυμφίον κεκτημένη. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
καὶ πώς; ἔχει γὰρ βαρβάρους ὸπάονας. ΠΥΛΑΔΗ2
τινας ; Φρυῖμὸν γὰρ οὐδὲν’ αν τρέσα ν μ ἐγώ. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οἵους ενοπτρων καὶ μύρων ἐπιστάτας. ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
τρυφάς yap η κεν δεῦρ’ ἔχουσα Τρωικάς ; OPE2THS
ὦσθ’ Ἑλλὰς αὐτῇ σμικρὺν οἰκητήριον. ΠΤΛΑΔΗ5
οὐδὲν τὺ δοῦλον πρός τὺ μὴ δοῦλον yevoς, ΟΡΕ3ΤΗ2
καὶ μὴν τὁδ’ ἔρξας δὶς θανεῖν οὐχ αζομαι. ΠΤΛΑΔΗ5
ἀλλ’ οὐδ’ ἐχὼ μήν, σοι ye τιμωρούμενος,
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τὺ πρᾶγμα δήλου καὶ πὲραιν’, ὅπως λἐγεις. ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
εἵσιμεν ἐς οίκους δῆθεν, ως θανούμενοι. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἔχω τοσοῦτον, τάπίλοιπα δ’ οὐκ ἔχω. ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
yόoυς προς αυτήν θησὁμεσθ’ α πάσχομεν. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
ώστ’ έκΒακρΰσαί y ἔνδοθεν κεχαρμενην.
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PYLADES
With sword-thrust: in thine halls she hideth now.
ORESTES
Even so—and setteth now her seal on all.
PYLADES
She seals no more, when Hades hails her bride.
ORESTE8
Nay, how ? She hath barbarian serving-men.
PYLADES
Whom ? Phrygians !—’tis not I would quail for such.
ORESTES
Ay,—chiefs of mirrors and of odours they.
PYLADES
So ? Hath she come with Trojan luxury hither ?
ORESTES
Ay ; for her mansion Hellas is too strait.
PYLADES
Naught is the slave against the freeborn man.
ORESTES
This deed but done, I dread not twice to die.
PYLADES
Nay, neither I, so I avenge but thee.
ORESTES
Declare the thing ; unfold what thou wouldst say.
PYLADES
We will into the house, as deathward-bound.
ORESTES
Thus much I grasp, but grasp not yet the rest.
PYLADES
We will make moan unto her of our plight.
ORESTES
That she may weep — rejoicing in her heart !
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ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
και νῷν παρέσται τ αν θ' ὅπερ κείνῃ τότε. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἔπειτ’ αγώνα πώς άγωνιούμβθα;
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
κρύπτ ἐν πὲπλοισι τοισίδ’ ἕξομεν ξίφη. ΟΡΕ3ΤΗ2
πρὁσθεν δ’ οπαΒών τις ὄλεθρος γβνήσεται; ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
ἐκκλῄσομεν σφᾶς ἄλλον ἄλλοσε στέγης. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
καὶ τόν γε μὴ σιγώντ ἀποκτείνειν χρεών. ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
εἴτ’ αὐτὸ δηλοῖ τοΰργον οἷ τεινειν χρεών. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
1130 'Ελένην φονεύειν μανθάνω το σύμβοΧον.
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
βγνως* άκουσον δ’ ώς καΧώς βουλεύομαι. εἰ μὲν γὰρ εἰς γυναίκα σωφρονεστέραν ξίφος μεθεῖμεν, δυσκλεὴς ἂν ἦν φόνος· νῦν δ’ ὑπὲρ άπάσης Ἐλλάδος δώσει δίκην, ὧν πατέρας ἔκτειν’, ὧν τ’ ἀπώλεσεν τέκνα, νύμφας τ ἔθηκεν ορφανάς ξυναόρων. όΧοΧνγμος ἔσται, πυρ τ άνάψουσιν θεοῖς, σοι πολλὰ κάμοϊ κέΒν άρώμβνοι τυχεῖν, κακής γυναικος οὕνεχ’ αἷμ’ ἐπράξαμεν.
1140 ὁ μητροφόντης δ’ οὐ καλεῖ ταύτην κτανών, ἀλλ’ ἀπολιπὼν τοῦτ’ ἐπὶ τὺ βέΧτιον πεσεῖ, 'Ελένης λεγόμενος τῆς ποΧυκτόνου φονβύς. ου δεῖ ποτ’ οὐ δεῖ Μενἑλεων μὲν εὐτυχεῖν,
224
Digitized by Google
ORESTES
PYLADES
Ah ! we shall be in like case then with her!1
ORESTE8
Thereafter, how shall we strive out the strife ? .
PYLADES '
Hidden beneath these cloaks will we have swords.
ORESTES
But in her thralls’ sight how shall she be slain ?
PYLADES
In several chambers will we bar them out.
ORESTES
And whoso keeps not silence must we slay.
PYLADES
Thenceforth the deed’s self points the path to us,—
*	ORESTES
To Helen’s death : the watchword know I well.	1130
PYLADES
Thou say’st: and honourable my counsel is ;
For, if we loosed the sword against a dame More virtuous, were that slaying infamous.
But she shall for all Hellas’ sake be punished,
Whose sires she slew, whose children she destroyed, Whose brides she widowed of their yokefellows.
There shall be shouting, fires to heaven shall blaze,
With blessings many invoked on thee and me,
For that we shed a wicked woman’s blood.
Slay her, thou shalt not matricide be called:	1140
This cast aside, thou shalt find fairer lot,
Styled Slayer of Helen, a nation’s murderess.
It must not be that Menelaus thrive,
1 i.e. Pretending to sorrow, but inwardly exulting, as having her in our power.
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τον σὺν δὲ πατέρα καί σὲ κἀδελφὴν θανεῖν, μητέρα τ’, ἐῶ τοῦτ’, οὐ γὰρ ευπρεπές λέγειν, δόμους τ’ ἔχειν σούς, δὁ Ἀγαμέμνονος δόρυ λαβόντα νύμφην μη yap οὖν ζῴην ἔτι, ἢν μὴ ’π’ ἐκείνῃ φασιανόν σπασώμεθα. ἢν δ’ οὖν τον Ἐλἐνης μὴ κατάσχω μεν φόνον, 1150 πρήσαντες οἴκους τούσδε κατθανούμεθα. ὲνος γὰρ οὐ σφαλέντες εξομεν κλέος, καλῶς θανόντες ή καλώς σεσωσμένοι.
XOPOS
πάσαις γυναιξιν αξία στυγεΐν ἔφυ ἡ Τυνδαρὶς παῖς, ἢ κατησχυνεν γένος.
ΟΡΕΧπα
φεῦ·
οὐκ ἔστιν οὐδὲν κρείσσον ἢ φίΧος σαφής, ου πΧοΰτος, ου τυραννὶς· αλόγιστον δὲ τι τὺ πλήθος αντάλλαγμα γενναίου φίλου, συ γὰρ τά τ’ εἰς Αϊγισθον εξηΰρες κακά, καί πλησίον παρησθα κινδύνων εμοί,
1160 νῦν τ’ αὖ δίδως μοι πολεμίων τιμωρίαν
κούκ εκποδών εἶ. παύσομαι σ αίνων, ἐπεὶ βάρος τι καν τῷ δ’ ἐστίν, αίνεΐσθαι λίαν, εγώ δὲ πάντως έκπνέων ψυχήν έμην δρασας τι χρήζω τοὺς ὑμοὺς εχθρούς θανεϊν, ἵν’ άνταναλωσω μὲν οἶ με προὕδοσαν, στένωσι δ’ οΐπερ κἄμ’ εθηκαν άθλιον.
Ἀγαμέμνονός τοι παΐς πέφυχ, ος Ἑλλάδος ἦρξ’ αξιωθείς, ου τύραννος άλλ όμως ρώμην θεού τιν έσχ** ὸν οὐ καταισχύνω 1170 δοΰλον παρασχών θάνατον, άλλ’ ἐλευθέρως ψυχήν άφησω, Μενέλεων δὲ τίσομαι. ενός γάρ ει λαβοίμεθ’, εύτυχοΐμεν αν,
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The while thy sire, thou, and thy sister die,
Thy mother—that I pass, unmeet to say,—
And that he hold thine halls who won his bride By Agamemnon’s spear ! May I not live If we shall not against her draw the sword!
If haply we achieve not Helen’s death,
Yon palace will we fire, and so will die.
For, of two glories, one we will not miss,
To die with honour, or with honour ’scape.
CHORUS
This child of Tyndareus, who hath brought shame On womankind, deserves all women’s hate.
ORESTES
Ha ! nought is better than a loyal friend—
Nor wealth, nor lordship ! Sure, of none account The crowd is, weighed against one noble friend. Aegisthus’ punishment didst thou devise ;
On peril’s brink thou stoodest at my side ;
And profferest now avenging on my foes,
Nor stand’st aloof;—but I will cease from praise, For weariness cometh even of overpraise.
I must in any wise give up the ghost,
Yet fain would sting mine enemies ere I die,
That my betrayers I may so requite,
And they which made me miserable may groan. Agamemnoii’s son am I, the son of one Held worthy to rule Greece—no despot, yet A god’s might had he. Him I will not shame, Brooking a slave’s death ; but as a free man Mid vengeance on Menelaus breathe out life. Might we gain oee thing, fortunate were we
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εἴ ποθεν ἄελπτος παραπέσοι σωτηρία κτανούσι μὴ θανοϋσιν εὐχομαι τάδε. δ βούλομαι yap, ἡδὺ καὶ διὰ στάρια, πτηνοϊσι μύθοις ἀδαπάνως τέρψαι φρένα. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
εγώ, κασίηνητ, αυτό τοΰτ ἔχειν Βοκώ, σωτηρίαν σοὶ τῷδε τ’ ἐκ τρίτων τ ἐμοί. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
θεόν λέγεις πρόνοιαν, ἀλλὰ ποῦ τόδε ; ἐπεὶ τὺ συνετόν y οιΒα ση ψυχή παρόν. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ακούε δή νυν καὶ σὺ δεῦρο νοῦν ἔχε.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
λἐγ’· ώς τὺ μέλλειν ἀγάθ’ ἔχει τιν’ ἡδονήν. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
Ελένης κάτοισθα θυyaτεp ; είΒότ ήρόμην. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
οἶδ’, ἢν εθρεψεν Ερμιὸνην μήτηρ ἐμή. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
αὕτη βέβηκε προς Κλυταιμνήστρας τάφον. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
τί χρήμα Βράσουσ ; υποτίθης τίν ἐλπίδα ; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
χοὰς κατασπείσουσ υπέρ μητρος τάφου. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ3
καὶ δὴ τί μοι τοῦτ’ εἶπας εἰς σωτηρίαν; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
συλλάβεθ' όμηρόν τήνΒ\ όταν στείχη πάλιν. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ5
τινος τὸδ’ εἴπας φάρμακον ζρισσοϊς φίλοις;
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If, past hope, unto us deliverance chanced,
To slay and not be slain. For this I pray :
For sweet the wish is—sweet through sighing lips To cheer the heart with winged words costing naught.
ELECTRA
I, brother, have this same thing found, meseems,— Deliverance for thee, for him, for me.
ORESTES
God’s foresight claim*st thou !—yet why say I this,
Since I know wisdom dwelleth in thine heart ?	1180
ELECTRA
Hearken then: give thou also (to pyl.) heed hereto.
ORESTES
Speak: there is pleasure even in hope of good.
ELECTRA
Thou knowest Helen’s daughter ?—wherefore ask ?
ORESTES
I know—my mother nursed Hermione.
ELECTRA
Even shje hath gone to Clytemnestra’s tomb.
ORESTES
With what intent ?—now what hope whisperest thou ?
ELECTRA
To pour drink-offerings o’er our mother’s tomb.
ORESTES
Wherein to safety tendeth this thou nam’st ?
ELECTRA
Seize her, our hostage, when she cometh back.
ORESTES
What peril-salve for us three friends were this ?	1190
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
Ἑλενης θανούσης, ἦν τι Μενἑλεως σὲ δρα ἢ τὁνδε κἀμέ, πᾶν γὰρ ὲν φίλον τόδε, λἐγ ώς φονεύσβις Ἑρμιὁνην ξίφος δὲ χρὴ δἐρῃ πρὸς αυτί} παρθένου σπάσαντ ἔχειν. κἀν μέν σε σῳζῃ μὴ θανεῖν χρηζων κόρην Μ ενέλαος, Ελἐνης πτώμ ίδων ἐν αι ματ ι, μέθες πεπᾶσθαι πατρὶ παρθένου δέμας· ἢν δ’ δξυθύμου μη κρατών φρονήματος κτβίνη σε, καὶ σὺ σφάξε παρθένου δέρην.
1200 καί νιν δοκώ, τὺ πρώτον ἣν πολὺς παρῇ,
χρόνφ μάλαξαν σπλάηχ νο ν οὔτε γὰρ θρασύς ουτ άλκιμος πέφυκ€. τηνδ’ ἡμῖν ἔχω σωτηρίας ἔπαλξιν. εἴρηται λόγος.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ὦ τὰς φρένας μὲν ἄρσενας κεκτημἐνη, τὺ σώμα δ’ ἐν γυναιξὶ θηλείαις πρέπον, ώς ἀξία ζῆ ν μάλλον ή θανειν ἔφυς.
Πυλάδη, τοιαύτης άρ άμαρτήσει τάλας γυναικὸς ἢ ζών μακάριον κτήσβι λἐχος.
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
εἰ γὰρ γἐνοιτο, Φωκίων δ’ ἔλθοι πάλιν 1210 καλοισιν ύμεναίοισιν άξιουμένη.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἦξει δ’ ἐς οίκους Ἐρμιὁνη τίνος χρόνου ; ως ταλλα y είπας, εἴπερ εύτυχησομεν, κάλλισθ’, ὲλὸντες σκύμνον άνοσίου πατρός.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
καὶ δὴ πέλας νιν δωμάτων εἶναι δοκῶ· τοῦ γὰρ χρόνου το μήκος αυτό συντρέχει.
230
Digitized by (^.ΟΟΟ^
ORESTES
ELECTRA
Ifj HelftT^ siain-,	plane totharin
Thee/iinnyor**»^—this. bo»d ofixieftd^is one,— Crv? thou wilt slay Hermione : the sword Drawn must thou hold hard at the maiden’s neck. Then, if Menelaus, lest his daughter die,
Will save thee, seeing Helen fallen in blood,
Yield to her sire’s embrace the maiden’s form.
But if, controlling not his furious mood,
He seek to slay thee, pierce the maid’s neck through. I ween, though swelling be his port at first,
His wrath at last shall cool. Nor brave nor stout
By nature is he. This I find for us
The bulwark of deliverance. I have said.
ORESTES
O thou who hast the spirit of a man,
Albeit in body woman manifest,
How worthier far art thou to live than die !
Such woman, Pylades, shalt thou, alas !
Forfeit, or living win in wedlock blest.
PYLADES
God grant it so, that to the Phocians’ burg She come, for honour meet of spousals proud!
ORESTES
But to the house when comes Hermione ?
For all that thou hast said is passing well,
So we may trap this impious father s whelp.
ELECTRA
In sooth, I ween, she is nigh the palace now,
For the time’s lapse runs consonant thereto.
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κα\ώς^ σὺ μὲν νυν, σὑγγον’ Ήλεκτρα, δὁμων πάρος μἐνουσα παρθένου δἐχου πόδα· φύλασσε δ’ ἦν τις, πρὶν τελευτηθῇ φόνος, ἢ ξυμμυαχός τις ἣ κασίγνητο? πατρός ἐλθὼν ἐς οϊκους φθῇ, γέγωνέ τ’ εἰς δόμους, ἢ σανίδα παίσασ ή Χόγους πέμ'φασ ἔπω. ἡμεῖς δ’ ἔσω στείχοντες ἐπὶ τον έσχατον ἀγὼν’ όπΧιζώμεσθα φασγάνῳ χέρας, Πυλἀδη· σὺ γὰρ δὴ συμπονεῖς ἐμοὶ πόνους, ω δώμα ραίων νυκτός όρφναίας πάτερ, καλεῖ σ’ Ὀ ρέστης παῖς σὸς επίκουρον μολβῖν τοῖς δεομἐνοισι. διὰ σὲ γὰρ πάσχω τάλας αδίκως· προδέδομαι δ* ὑπὸ κασιγνήτου σέθεν, δίκαια πράξας· ου θέλω δάμαρθ’ ὲλὼν κτεϊναι· συ δ’ ἡμῖν τοῦδε συλλήπτωρ γενοῦ ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ὧ πάτερ, ἱκοῦ δῆτ\ εἰ κλύβις εἴσω χθονος τέκνων καΧούντων, οι σέθεν θνγσκουσ υπέρ. ΠΤΛΑΔΗ5
ώ συγγένεια πατρὸς ἐμοῦ, κάμάς λιτάς,
Ἀγάμεμνον, είσάκουσον, εκσωσον τέκνα. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
εκτεινα μητέρ\
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
ηψάμην δ’ ἐγὼ ξίφους. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἐγὼ δ’ επενεκέΧευσα κάπέΧυσ οκνον.
ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ5
σοι, πάτερ, άρτγγων.
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’Tis well. Sister Electra, tarry thou Before the halls to meet the maiden’s steps.
Keep watch lest any,—brother of our sire,
Or ally—ere this deed be wrought, draw near The house, forestalling us. Give token thou— Smite on the door, or send a cry within.
Now pass we in, and for this latest strife Arm we our hands 'with falchions, Pylades :
For thou art fellow-toiler in my toil.
Father, who dwellest in dark halls of night,
Thy son Orestes bids thee come to help Those in sore need. For thy sake suffer I Wrongfully—by thy brother am betrayed,
Though I wrought righteousness. I fain would seize
His wife, and slay : be thou our help herein !
ELECTRA
Come, father, come, if thou in earth’s embrace He&rest tliy children cry, who die for thee !
PYLADES
My father’s kinsman,1 to my prayers withal, Agamemnon, hearken ; save thy children thou.
ORESTES
I slew my mother—
PYLADES
I too grasped the sword!
ELECTRA
I cheered thee on, snapped trammels of delay
ORESTES
Sire, for thine help !
1 Pylades’ mother was Agamemnon’s sister.
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
οὐδ’ ἐγὼ προνδωκά σε. ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
οὔκουν ὸνείδη τάδε κλύω ν ἡύσει τέκνα ; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
δακρύοις κατασπένδω σ’.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἐγὼ δ’ οἴκτοισί γε. ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
1240 παὑσασθε, καὶ πρὸς ἔργον ἐξορμώμεθα. εἴπερ γὰ^> εἴσω γἧς άκοντίζουσ άραί, κλὑει. συ δ’, ὦ Ζεῦ προγονέ καὶ Δίκης σέβας, δὁτ’ εύτυχησαι τῷδ’ ἐμοί τε τῇδἐ τε· τρισσοῖς φίλοις γὰρ εἷς αγών, δίκη μία, η ζην άπασιν ἡ θανεῖν οφείλεται.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
Μυκηνίδες ω φίλιαι,	στρ.
τὰ πρώτα κατά Πελασγόν ἕδος Ἀργείων. Χ0Ρ02
τινα θροεῖς ανδάν, πύτνια; παραμένει 1250	γδη ἔ™ σ<Η πὸδ* ἐν Δαναΐδων πόλει.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
στῆθ’ αἱ μὲν υμών τὁνδ’ ἁμαξήρη τρίβον, αι δ’ ἐνθάδ’ ἄλλον οΐμον εἰς φρουράν δόμων.
XOPOS
τί δέ με τόδε χρέος ἀπύβις, εννεπέ μοι, φί\α.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
φόβος ἔχει με μη τις ἐπὶ δώμασι σταθείς ἐπὶ φοίνιον αίμα πη ματ α πημασιν έζεύρη. ·
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ELECTRA
Nor I abandoned thee !
PYLADES
Wilt thou not hear this challenge—save thine own ?
ORESTES
I pour thee tears for offerings !
ELECTRA
Wailings I!
PYLADES	....
Cease ye, and let us haste unto the deed ;
For if prayers, javelin-like, pierce earth, he hears. Forefather Zeus, and Justice’ majesty,
To him, to me, to her, grant happy speed !
Three friends—their venture one, the forfeit one,— Owe all the selfsame debt, to live or die.
[orestes and pylades enter the palace.
ELECTRA
Dames of Mycenae, beloved of me,	(Str.)
In the Argives’ Pelasgian dwelling the noblest ye —
CHORUS
What wouldst thou say unto us, O Princess ?—for thine This name is yet in the city of Danaus’ line.
ELECTRA
Set ye yourselves—along the highway some,
And on yon bypath some—to watch the house.
CHORUS
But tell to me, friend, why wouldst thou win This service of me for thy need ?
ELECTRA
I fear lest one yon palace within,
Who hath set him to work a bloody deed,
May earn him but murder for murder’s meed.
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ΗΜΙΧΟΡΙΟΝ Α
χωρεΐτ, ἐπειγώμεσθ’* ἐγὼ μὲν οὐν τρίβον τὁνδ’ εκφυλάξω, τον πρὸς ἡλίου βολάς. ΗΜΙΧΟΡΙΟΝ Β
καὶ μὴν ἐγὼ τὁνδ’, ος πρὸς εσπέραν φέρει. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
δόχμια νυν κόρα? διάφερ’ ὀμμάτων ἐκεῖθεν ἐνθάδ’, εἶτα παλινσκοπιάν.
ΗΜΙΧΟΡΙΟΝ Α
ἔχομεν ώς θροεῖς.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ελίσσετέ νυν βλέφαρον,	·. ἀντ.
c Ἀὁρας διάδοτε διὰ βοστρύχων πάντῃ^μὴ “	ΗΜΙΧΟΡΙΟΝ Β
ὅδε τίς ἐν τρίβω; πρόσεχε, τίς ὅδ’ ἄρ’ ἀμφὶ μέλαθρον πολεῖ σὺν ἀγρὁτας ἀνήρ; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
απωΧομεσθ* ἄρ’, ὧ φίλαι* κεκρυμμένου? θῆρας ξιφήρεις αυτί κ εχθροισιν φανεί.
ΗΜΙΧΟΡΙΟΝ Β
άφοβος ἔχε* κενὸς, ὧ φίλα, στίβος ον ου δοκεῖς.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τί δὲ; τὺ σὺν βέβαιον ἔτι μοι μένει; δος αγγελίαν ἀγαθάν τιν’, εἰ τάδ’ έρημα τα προσ θ* αὐλᾶς.
ΗΜΙΧΟΡΙΟΝ Α
καλώς τα y ἐνθἐνδ’· ἀλλὰ τἀπὶ σοῦ σκοπεί· ώς θύτις ἡμῖν Δαναϊδών πελάζεται.
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chorus breaks into two parties.
SEMICHORUS 1
On, hasten we : for me, upon this path
Will I keep watch that toward the sunrise looks.
SEMICHORUS 2
And I on this, that trendeth to the west.	1260
ELECTRA
Sideward glance ye—O rightward and leftward aye Turn ye your eyes : then gaze on the rearward way.
SEMICHORUS 1
Even as thou bid’st, we obey.
ELECTRA
^ Now cast ye around you your eyes: yea, wide (Ant.) <^sJhrough the veil of your tresses flash them on every
sideT^
SEMICHORUS 2
Who is this on the path ?—take heed !—what peasant is here
That strayeth with haunting feet to thine halls anear ? 1270
ELECTRA
Undone, friends !—to our foes shall he reveal Straightway the armed lions lurking there !
SEMICHORUS 2
Nay, untrodden the path is—have no fear, O friend—for the which was thy doubt.
ELECTRA
And thou—doth thine highway abide yet clear ? If thou hast good tidings, ah, tell it out If void be the space yon forecourt about.
SEMICHORUS 1
All here is well. Look thou unto thy side :
To us draws nigh no man of Danaus’ sons.
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ΗΜΙΧΟΡΙΟΝ Β
εἰς τ αυτόν ἦκεις· καί yap οὐδὲ τῇδ’ ὄχλος. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
φέρε νυν ἐν πύλαισιν άκοάν βάλω· τί μέλλεθ’ οἱ κατ’ οίκον ἐν ησυχία σφάγια φοινίσσειν;
οὐκ εἰσακούουσ’· ὦ τάλαιν ἐγὼ κακών. ἄρ’ εἰς τὺ κάλλος ἐκκεκώφηται ξίφη; τάχα τις Ἀργείων ἔνοπλος ορμησας ποδὶ βοηΒρόμφ μἑλαθρα προσμίξει. σκέψασθέ νυν ἄμε ι νο ν οὐχ ἔδρας ἀκμή* ἀλλ’ αἱ μὴν ἐνθάδ’, αἱ δ’ ἐκεῖσ’ ὲλισσετε. Χ0Ρ02
αμείβω κέλευθον σ κοιτούσα πάντα.
ΕΛΕΝΗ
ἰὼ Πελασγόν Άργος, ὅλλυμαι κακώς.
ΗΜΙΧΟΡΙΟΝ Α
ηκούσαθ*; ἄνδρες χεῖρ’ ἔχουσιν ἐν φόνφ. ΗΜΙΧΟΡΙΟΝ Β
Ελένης τὺ κώκυμ ἐστίν, ὡς ἀπεικάσαι. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ὦ Διὸς, ώ Διὸς άέναον κράτος,
ἔλθ’ επίκουρον ἐμοῖσι φίλοισι πάντως.
ΕΛΕΝΗ
Μενέλαε, θνήσκω· σὺ δὲ παρών μ ούκ ωφελείς. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
φονεύετε καίνετε ὅλλυτε, ο ίπτυχα Bi στο μα φάχτηανα πέμπετε εκ χβρος ίέμενοι
τάν λιποπάτορα λιπόyaμόv θ’, α πλείστους εκανεν Ἑλλάνων
δορὶ παρὰ ποταμών ολομένους, οθι
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SEMICHORUS 2
Thy tale is one with mine : no stir is here.
ELECTRA
Go to, through the gates as a shaft let me speed my cry:—
Within, ho !—why do ye tarry, and no foe nigh,
Your hands with the slaughter to dye ?..... They hear me not!—woe for my miseries !
Ha, at her beauty are the swords struck dumb ?
Soon will some Argive mailed, with racing feet That rush to rescue, burst into the halls !
Watch with more heed,—no time to sit still this! Bestir ye, hither these, those thitherward.
CHORUS
I scan the diverse ways—on every hand I gaze— helen (within)	N
Pflmgiav	^ /—/ amfeully- slam !
SEMICHORUS 1
Heard ye ?—the men imbrue their hands in blood '
SEMICHORUS 2
Helen’s the wild shriek is, to guess thereat.
ELECTRA
O power of Zeus, of Zeus—eternal power,
Come, aid my friends in this supremest hour! helen (within)
Husband, I die ! So near, yet help st thou not !
ELECTRA
Stab ye her—slay her—destroy!
Let them leap, the double-edged falchions twain, From your grasp with a furious joy Upon her who left husband and sire, who hath slain Beside that river of Troy Many a Greek by the spear who died,
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\
δάκρυα δάκρυσι συνέπεσε σιδαρεοις βέλεσιν ἀμφὶ τὰς %καμάνδρου οίνας.
Χ0Ρ05
σιγᾶτβ σιγᾶτ’* ῄσθὁμην κτύπου τινος κέλευθον εἰσπεσὁντος ἀμφὶ δώματα.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ὦ φίλταται Ύυναΐκες, εἰ? μέσον φόνον ἦδ’ Ερμιὁνη πάρεστι· παυσω μεν βοήν. στείλει yap είσπεσοϋσα δικτύων βρόχους. καλόν το θήραμ\ ἣ^ἁλῶμ ^εν^^τα^Λ ν -πάλιν κατάστηθ’ ἡσὐχῴ μεν ομματι, χρόα δ\ άδήλβ των δεδραγιένων περί· ^
Kayo) σκυθρωπούς ομμάτων ἕξω κὁραςΛὑμ ὡς δήθεν ούκ είδυΐα τάζειpyaσμένα, ω παρθεν y ήκεις τον Κλυταιμνήστρας τάφον στέγασα καί σπείσασα νερτέροις χοάς;
ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
ἥκω, λαβοΰσα πρευμένειαν. αλλά μοι φόβος τις είσεληλυθ\ ήντιν εν δόμοις τηλουρος ουσα δωμάτων κλύω βοήν.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τί δ’; ἄξι’ ἡμῖν τυγχάνει στεvayμάτωv. ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
εύφημος ἴσθι · τί δὲ νεώτερον λέγεις ; ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
θανεῖν Ὀρὲστην κάμ ἔδοξε τῇδε γἥ·
ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
μὴ δἣτ’, εμούς γε συyyεvεΐς πεφυκότας.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
άραρ · αν ay κη ς εις ζυybv καθέσταμεν, ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
ἦ τοῦδ’ ἕκατι καὶ βοὴ κατὰ στέyaς;
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When the tears fell fast for the iron rain That flashed Scamander’s eddies beside !
CHORUS
Hush ye, O hush: I hear a footfall pass But now into the path that skirts the house.
ELECTRA
Beloved dames, into the jaws of death Hermione cometh ! Let our outcry cease :
For into the net’s meshes, lo, she falls.
^Fair quarry this shall be, so she be trapped, jjack to your stations step with quiet look,
With hue that gives no token of deedsjlone : And I will wear a trouble-clouded ^
As who of deeds accomplished knoweth nought. Enter hermione.
Maiden, from wreathing Clytemnestra’s grave, From pouring offerings to the dead, art come ?
HERMIONE
I come, her favour won. But on mine ears Hath smitten strange dismay touching a cry Heard from the house when I was yet afar.
ELECTRA
Why not ?—to us things worthy groans befall.
HERMIONE
Ah, say not so ! What ill news tellest thou ?
ELECTRA
Argos decrees Orestes’ death and mine.
HERMIONE
Ah, never !—you who are by blood my kin!
ELECTRA
’Tis fixed: beneath the yoke of doom we stand.
HERMIONE
For this cause was the cry beneath the roof?
VOL. II.	R
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ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἱκέτης yctp Ἑλἐνης γὁνασι προσπεσὼν βοα— ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
τίς; οὐδὲν οἶδα μᾶλλον, ἢν σὺ μὴ λἑγῃς. ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
τλήμων Ὀρέστης μὴ θανεῖν, ἐμοῦ θ’ υπέρ. ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
ἐπὶ ἀξίοισί τἄρ’ ἀνευφημεῖ δόμος.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
περὶ τοῦ γὰρ ἄλλου μᾶλλον ἀν φθέγξαιτὁ τις; ἀλλ’ ἐλθὲ καὶ μετάσχες ίκεσίας φίλοι?, σῇ μητρὶ προσπεσοῦσα τῇ μἐγ όλβία,
Μενἑλαον ἡμᾶς μὴ θανὁντας εἰσιδεῖν. ἀλλ’ ὦ τραφβΐσα μητρὸς ἐν χεροῖν ἐμῆς, οϊκτβιρον ἡμᾶς καττικούφισον κακών. ι0 ει? αηωνα Οευρ , εγω ο ηγησομαι· σωτηρίας γὰρ τἑρμ’ ἔχεις ἡμῖν μονή.
ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
ἰδού, διώκω τον ἐμὺν εἰς δὁμους πόδα.
σώϋηΰ όσον γε τοὑπ’ ἔμ*.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ὦ κατα στέκας
φίλοι ξιφήρεῖς, οὐχὶ συλλήῆτεσθ’ aypav; ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
οι’γώ· τινα? τούσδ’ βἰσορω ;
ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
σιγᾶν χρεών
ἡμῖν γὰρ ηκ6ΐς, ουγί σοι, σωτηρία.
ΗΛΕΚΤΡΑ
ἔχεσθ’ ἔχεσθε· φάσγανον δὲ πρὸς δέρη ραλόντβς ἡσυχάξεθ’, ως elSr) τόδε Μενέλαος, οΰνεκ ανδρας, ου Φρύγα? κακούς, εὐρὼν ἔπραξεν οἷα χρὴ πράσσειν κακούς.
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ELECTRA
The suppliant crying fell at Helen’s knees,—.
HEIiMIONE
Who ?—nought the more I know, except thou tell.
ELECTRA
Orestes, pleading for his life, and mine.
HERMIONE
With reason then the dwelling rings with cries.
ELECTRA
For what cause rather should one lift his voice ?
But come thou, and in suppliance join thy friends, Falling before thy mother, the all-blest,
That Menelaus may not see us die.
O thou that in my mother’s arms wast nursed,
Have pity on us, of our woes relieve !
Come hither, meet the peril: I will lead.
With thee alone our safety’s issue lies.
HERMIONE
Behold, into the house I speed my feet.
So far as in me lies, ye are saved. [Enters the palace.
ELECTRA
Ho ye,
Armed friends within, will ye not seize the ρfey ?
HERMIONE (Within)
Alas for me ! Whom see I ?
orestes (within)
Hold thy peace.
Thou com st for our deliverance, not for thine.
ELECTRA
Hold ye her—hold ! Set to her throat the sword, And silent wait, till Menelaus learn That men, not Phrygian cowards, hath he found, And fares now as ’tis meet that cowards fare. [Exit. *
*4 3 r 2
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XOPOS
ἰὼ ἰὼ φίλαι,	στ ρ.
κτύπον εγείρετε, κτύπον καί βοαν προ μελάθρων, ὅπως ὁ πραχθεις φόνος μὴ δεινόν 'Apyeioiatv εμβάλτ) φόβον, βοηΒρομήσαι προς Βόμους τυραννικούς, πρὶν ἐτύμως ἵδω τον Ἑλἐνας φόνον καθαιμακτον ἐν Βόμοις κείμενον, ἢ καὶ λόγον του προσπόλων πυθώμεθα·
1360 τὰς μὲν γὰρ οἷδα συμφοράς, τὰς δ’ οὐ σαφώς. διὰ δίκα? έρα θεῶν νέμεσις ες Ἐλἐναν.
Βακρύοισι yap Ἑλλάδ’ άπασαν επλησε, διὰ τον όΧόμενον όΧόμενον Ίδαῖον Πάριν, ος ἄγαγ’ Ἑλλάδ’ εἰς Τλιον. ἀλλὰ κτνπεΐ yap κλρθρα βασιλικών Βόμων, σιγήσατ’· ἔξω γὰρ τις εκβαίνει Φρυγῶν, ον πευσόμεσθα τάν Βόμοις όπως ἔχει.
ΦΡΤΞ
Ἀργεῖον ξίφος εκ θανάτου πέφεvya 1370 βάρβαροις εύμάοισιν,
κεΒρωτά παστάοων υπέρ τέραμνα Δωρικάς τε τρίγλυφου?, φροϋΒα φρονοα, yα γᾶ, βαρβάροισι Βρασμοΐς. αἰαῖ* 7Γᾴ ψύγω, ξεναι, πολιὸν αίθερ ἀμπτάμενος ἣ πόντον, Ωκεανός ον ταυρόκρανος ἀγκάλαις ἐλίσσων κύκλοι χθόνα;
ΧΟΡ02
1380 τί δ’ ἔστιν, Ἐλἐνης πρόσπόΑ, Ί δαῖον κάρα ;
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CHORUS
What ho ! friends, ho ! awake	(Str.)
A din by the halls ; let your clamour outbreak,
That the blood that therein hath been shed Thrill not the souls of the people of Argos with dread,
And unto the mansion of kings to the rescue they haste,
Ere I look on the carcase of Helen beyond doubt cast Blood-besprent mid the palace-hall,
Or hear the tale by the mouth of a thrall;
For I know of the havoc in part, but I know not all. 1360 By the hand of Justice the vengeance-doom Of the Gods upon Helen’s head hath come;
For she filled with tears all Hellas-land For the sake of Paris, the traitor banned,
Who drew the array of Hellas away unto Ilium’s strand.
But lo, the bars clash of the royal halls !
Hush ye;—there comes forth of her Phrygians one Of whom we shall learn what befell within.
Enter Phrygian.
PHRYGIAN
From the death by the Argive swords have I fled !
In my shoon barbaric I sped ;	1370
O’er the colonnade’s rafters of cedar I clomb ;
’Twixt the Dorian triglyphs I slid ; and I come,
Fleeing like panic-struck Asian array—
O earth, O earth !—away and away.
Ah, me, strange dames, whitherward can I flee, Through the cloud-dappled welkin my flight up-winging,
Or over the sea
Which the horned Ocean with arms enringing Coileth around earth endlessly ?
CHORUS
What is it, Helen’s servant, Ida s son ?	13g0
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ΦΡΤΕ
Τ\ιον*Ίλιον, ωμοί μοι, Φρυγίον
ἄστυ καὶ καΧλίβώλον Τ-
δας ορος ἱερόν, ὦ? σ’ ὸλὁμενον στένω,
ἁρμάτειρν α ρ μάτιον
μέλος βαρβάρω βοα, διὰ τὺ τὰς
ὸρνιθὁγονον ομμα κυκνόπτβρον
καΧΚοσννας, Λήδας σκύμνον, δυσελἐνας,
ξεστών περγάμων Ἀττολλωνίων
ἐρινύν ὸτοτοῖ*
ίαλέμων ίαΧέμων
Δαρδανία τλάμων Γανυμήδεος
ίπποσννα, Διὸς εὐνέτα.
ΧΟΡΟΣ
σαφώς λέγ ἡμἐν αὕθ’ βκαστα τάν δὁμοις. τὰ γὰρ πρὶν οὐκ εὑγνωστα συμβαΧονσ ἔχω. ΦΡΤΕ
αΐΧινον αΐΧινον άρχάν θανάτου βάρβαροι'Χέ'γουσιν, αΧαϊ,
Ἀσιάδι φωνα,
βασιΧέων όταν αίμα χυθῇ κατὰ γᾶν ξίφεσιν σιδαρέοισιν 'Άώα.
ἦλθον δόμους, ἵν’ αὕθ’ Σκαστά σοι λἐγω, λέοντεςἝλλανες δύο διδύμη)· τῷ μὲν ὁ στρατηΧάτας πατήρ ἐκλῄζετο, ὁ δὲ παῖς Στροφίον, κακομητία ἀνήρ, οἷος Όδυσσευς, σιγᾴ δόλιος, πιστὸς δὲ φίλοις, θρασύς εἰς άΧκάν, ξννβτος Πολέμου, φόνιός τε δράκων, eppoi τάς ήσυχου πρόνοιας κακούργος ων. οι δὲ πρὸς θρόνους ἔσω
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PHRYGIAN
I lion, Ilion, woe is me !
Phrygian city, and mount Idaean Holy and fertile, I wail for thee In the chaript-paean, the chariot-paean,
With cry barbaric !—thy ruin came
Of the bird-born beauty, the swan-plumed dame,
Curst Helen the lovely, Leda s child,
A vengeance-fiend to the towers uppiled By Apollo of carven stone.
Alas for thy moan, thy moan,
Dardania !—the steeds that Zeus gave erst For his minion Ganymede, made thee accurst I
CHORUS
Tell clearly all that in the house befell:
For thy first words be v^gue : I can but guess.
PHRYGIAN
The Linus-lay—O the Linus-lay !—
Death’s prelude chanted, well-a-day,
Of barbarian folk in their Asian tongue When the blood of their kings is poured on the earth, when the iron sword
Clangs Hades’ song!
There came—that I tell thee the whole tale through—
Into the halls Greek lions two :
This was the son of the chieftain of Hellas’ might; That, Strophius’ scion, an evil-devising wight,
An Odysseus, silent and subtle of mood,
Staunch to his friends, and valiant in fight, Cunning in war, a dragon of blood.
Ruin sense him, the felon knave,
For his crafty plotting still as the grave !
So came they in, and beside the throne
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μολὁντες ἃς ἔγημ’ ὁ τοξὁτας Π ἄρις 7υναικὁς, ὄμμα δακρὑοις πβφυρμένοι, ταπεινοί ἔζονθ’, ὁ μὲν τὺ κεῖθεν, ὁ δὲ τὺ κεῖθεν, ἄλλο? ἄλλοθεν πεφραγμίνοι. περὶ δὲ γόνυ χέρας ίκβσίους ἔβαλον ββαλον Ἑλένας ἄμφω. ἀνὰ δὲ δρομάδες ἔθορον ἔθορον ἀμφίπολοι Φρύγες*
προσεῖπε δ’ ἄλλο? ἄλλον πεσὼν ἐν φόβω,
μη τις εἴη δόλος.
κάδόκβι τοΐς μὲν ον,
τοῖς δ’ ἐς άρκυστάταν
μηχανάν ἐμπλἐκειν
παῖδα τὰν Τυνδαρίδ’ ὁ
μητροφόντας δράκων.
XOPOS
σὺ δ’ ἦσθα ποῦ τὁτ’; ἣ πάλαι φεύγεις φόβφ ;
ΦΡΤΗ
Φρυγίοις Ζτυχον Φρυηίοισι νόμοις παρά, βόστρυχον αύραν αύραν Ἑλένας Ἐλένας εὐπᾶγι κύκλω πτερίνῳ πρὸ παρηίδος άσσων βάρβαροις νόμοισιν. h οὲ Λίνον ήλακάτα δάκτυλοίς ἕλισσε, νῆμά θ’ ιετο πὲδῳ,
σκύλων Φρυγιών ἐπὶ τύμβον ἀγάλματα συστολίσαι ^ρήζουσα λίνῳ, φάρεα πορφυρεα, δώρα Κλυταιμνήστρα. προσεῖπεν δ’ Ὀρἑστας Αάκαιναν κόραν ω
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Of the lady whom Archer Paris won,
With eyes tear-streaming all humbly sat,
On this side one, and the one on that,
Yet beset by her servants to left and to right. Then, bending low to Helen, these Cast suppliant hands about her knees.
But her Phrygian bondmen in panic affright Upstarted, upstarted;
And this unto that cried fearful-hearted,
“ Ha, treachery—beware ! ”
Yet no peril did some trace there :
But to some did it seem that a snare Of guile was coiled round Tyndareus’ child By the serpent with blood of a mother defiled.
CHORU8
Where then wast thou ?—long since in terror fled ?
PHRYGIAN
In the Phrygian fashion, it chanced, was I swaying Beside Queen Helen the rounded fan:
On the cheeks of Helen its plumes were playing, Through the tresses of Helen the breeze was straying, As I chanted a strain barbarian.
And the flax from her distaff twining Her fingers wrought evermore,
And ever her threads trailed down to the floor : For her mind was to broider the purple-shining Vesture of Phrygian spoils with her thread,
For a gift unto Clytemnestra the dead.
Then Orestes unto the daughter Of Sparta spake, and besought her :
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Διὸς παῖ, θὲς ἴχνος 1440 πέδῳ δεῦρ’ άττοστάσα κόσμον,
Πέλοπος ἐπὶ ττροττάτορος ἕδραν παλαιᾶς εστίας, ιν ειοης λογους εμους. άγει ο άγει νιν α ο εφειττετ, οὐ πρόμαντις ὦν ἔμελλεν ο θε συνεργος αλλ επρασσ ἰὼν κακός Φωκενς·
ούκ εκποδών ιτ’, ἀλλ’ ἀεὶ κακοὶ Φρὑγες; ἔκλῃσε δ’ ἄλλον ἄλλοσ’ ἐν στέγαις· τοὺς μὲν ἐν σταθμοϊσιν ίτττηκοΖσι,
1450 τοὺς δ* ἐν ἐξέδραισι, τοὺς δ’ εκεισ ἐκεῖθεν ἄλλον ἄλλοσε διαρμὁσας ἀποπρὸ δβσποίνας. Χ0Ρ05
τί τούτη τῷδε συμφοράς εγίγνετο;
ΦΡΤΗ
’Ιδαία ματερ ματερ
·> rt /	"> r% '	i λ
ορριμα ορριμα, αιαι,
φονίων τταθέων άνομων τε κακών
άττερ εδρακον εδρακον εν δόμοις τυράννων.
ἀμφὶ ττορφυρέων πίπλω ν ὑπὸ σκότου . >Λ
ξίφη σττάσαντες εν γεροϊν,	τὸν , ν’ -1 ι>
<__ἄλλος ἄλλοσε	ν ' "
δίνασεν ομμα^ρή τις τταρων τύχοι.
1460 ώς κάττροι δ’ δρέστεροι γυναικός άντίοι στα-θέντες
εννέττουσι· κατθανεῖ
κατθανεῖ, κακός σ άττοκτείνει πόσις,
κασιγνητου ττροδούς
εν "Αργεί θανεῖν γόνον.
ἁ δ* άνίαχεν Χαγεν, ωμοί μοι·
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“ O child of Zeus, arise from thy sea*,
And hitherward set on the floor thy feet,	1440
To the ancient hearthstone-altar pace Of Pelops, our father of olden days,
To hearken my words in the holy place.”
On, on he led her, and followed she With no foreboding of things to be.
But his brother-plotter betook him the while Unto other deeds, that Phocian vile,—
“ Hence !—dastards ever the Phrygians were.”
Here, there, he bolted them, penned in the halls :
Some prisoned fee in the chariot-stalls,
In the closets some, some here, some there,	1450
Sundered and severed afar from the queen in the snare.
CHORUS
Now what disaster after this befell ?
PHRYGIAN
O Mother Idaean, Mother sublime !
What desperate, desperate deeds, alas,
Of murderous outrage, of lawless crime,
Were they which I saw in The king’s halls brought to pass!
From under the gloom of their mantles of purple they drew	f	[threw
Swords in their hands, ώιβ to this side and that side A swift glance, heeding that none stood nigh :
Then as boars of the mountains before my lady up-
towering high,	1460
They shout, “ Thou shalt die, thou shalt die !
Thee doth thy craven husband slay,
The traitor that would unto death betray In Argos his brother’s son this day! ”
Then wild she shrieked, she shrieked, ah me !
*5*
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λευκὸν δ’ εμβαλουσα ττήχυν στέρνοις, κτὑπησε κράτα μέλεον πλαγᾴ· φυγα δὲ ποδὶ τὺ γρυσεοσάνδαλον ἴχνος ἔφερεν ἔφερεν ἐς κὁμας δὲ δακτύλους δικών Ὀρἐστας,
1470 Μυκηνίδ’ άρβύλαν ττροβάς,
ώμοις άριστεροΐσιν άνακλάσας δέρην, παίειν λαιμών ἔμελλεν ἔσω μέλαν ξίφος.
Χ0Ρ02
που δήτ ἀμύνειν οἱ κατὰ στἐγας Φρὑγες;
ΦΡΤΞ
ίαγα δόμων θ ύper ρ α καί σταθμούς μογλοΐσιν έκβαλοντες, ἐνθ’ ἐμίμνομεν, β οηδρο μου μεν άλλος ἄλλοθεν στέγης, ό μὲν ττέτρους, ό δ’ άγκύλας, ό δὲ ξίφος πρόκωπον ἐν χεροῖν ἔχων. ' ν. - ^ ἔναντα δ’ ἦλθεν	. vVv ~ν Χ ^
Πυλάδης ἀλίαστος, οίμς οἷος °
1480 'Έκτωρ ὁ Φρύγιος ^τρικόρυθος Αἴμὴ> ον ειδον εἶδον ἐν ττύλάϊσι ΤΙριαμίσΦ φασηάνων δ’ άκμάς συνήψαμεν. τότε δὴ τότε διαπρεπεῖς ἐγένοντο Φρἀγες, ὅσον Ἀρεος άλκάν ἣσσονες Ἑλλάδος ἐγενὁμεσθ’ αίγμας. ὁ μὲν οίγόμζνος φυγάς, ὁ δὲ νέκυς ὦν, ο δὲ τραύμα φέρων, ό δὲ λισσόμενος, θανάτου προβολάν ὑπο σκότον δ’ ἐφεύγομεν νεκροί δ’ έτΓίτττον, οι δ’ εμελλον, οι δ’ εκειντ. 1490 εμολε δ’ ἁ τάλαιν 'Έ^ρμιόνα δόμους 25-β
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Her white arm on her bosom beat,
Her head she smote in misery.
With golden-sandalled hurrying feet She turned to flee, to, flee !
But his clutch on her tresses Orestes laid',
For her shoon Mycenean his stride outwent;	1470
On her leftward shoulder he bent Backward her neck, with intent To plunge in her throat the sword’s dark blade.
CHORUS
What did those Phrygians in the house to help ?
PHRYGIAN
Shouting, with battering bars asunder we rent Doorpost and door of the chambers wherein we were pent;	[we run,
And from this side and that of the halls to the rescue One bearing stones, and a javelin one ; m In the hand of another a drawn sword shone :—
But onward to meet us pressed Pylades’ dauntless breast,	^
Like Hector the Phrygian, or Aias of triple crest,1480 Whom I saw, I saw, when through portals of Priam he flashed;
And point to point in the grapple we clashed.
Then was it plain to discern how far Worser than Hellenes in prowess of war We Phrygians are.
In flight one vanished, and dead one lay,
This reeled sore wounded, that fell to pray
For life—his one shield prayer!	ν
We fled, we fled through the darkness away,
While some were falling, and staggering some, some
lay still there.	1490
Then hapless Hermione came to the halls, to the earth
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ἐπὶ φόνω χαμαιπετεῖ ματ ρος, α νιν ἔτεκεν τλάμων.
άβυσσοι δ’ οἷά νιν δραμὁντε Βάκχαι σκύμνον ἐν χεροῖν οργιάν ξυνήρπασαν πάλιν δὲ τὰν Διὸς κόραν ἐπὶ σφayάv ἔτεινον ἁ δ’ ἐκ θαλάμων iyενετό διαπρὸ δωμάτων άφαντος, ω Ζεῦ καὶ γᾶ καὶ φῶς καὶ νύξ, ἤτοι φαρμάκοισιν η μἀγων τἐχναισιν ἢ θεῶν κΧοπαΐς. τὰ δ’ ὔστερ’ οὐκέτ* οἶδα* δρα-πέτην yap ἐξέκλεπτον ἐκ δόμων πόδαι 1500 πολὑπονα δὲ πολύπονα π άθεα
* Μενέλαος αν ασ'χό μένος άνόνητον ἀπὸ Τροίας εΚαβε τὸν Ἑλένας ηάμον.
Χ0Ρ02
καὶ μὴν αμείβει καινόν ἐκ καινών τάδε· ξιφηφόρον yap εισορώ προ δωμάτων βαίνοντ Ὀρέστην επτοημενψ πσδί.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
Ποῦ ’στιν οὐτος ος πεφευγεν εκ δόμων τοὐμὸν ξίφος;
ΦΡΤΗ
προσκυνώ σ’, ἄναξ, νόμοισι βαρβάροισι προσ-πίτνων.
ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
οὐκ εν ’Ιλίῳ τάδ’ ἐστίν, ἀλλ’ ἐν Ἀργεία γθονί. ΦΡΤΗ
πανταχοῦ ζῇν ἡδὺ μᾶλλον ἢ θανεῖν τοῖς σώ-φροσιν.
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As fell for her death the wretched mother who gave her birth.
But as Bacchanals dropping the thyrsus to seize A wolf s whelp over the hills that flees,
They rushed on her—grasped—turned back to the slaughter
Of Helen—but vanished was Zeus’s daughter ! From the bowers, through the house, gone wholly from sight!
O.Zeus, O Earth, O Sun, O Night !
Whether by charms or by wizardry,
Or stolen by Gods—not there was she !
What chanced thereafter I know not, I;
For with stealthy feet from the halls did I fly. Ah, with manifold travail and weary pain Menelaus hath won from Troy again Helen his bride—in vain '
CHORUS
But unto strange things, lo, strange things succeed ; For sword in hand before the halls I see Orestes come with passion-fevered feet.
Enter orestes.
ORESTES
Where is he that fleeing from the palace hath escaped my sword ?
PHRYGIAN
Crouching to thee in barbaric wise I grovel, O my lord !
ORESTES
Out! No Ilium this is, but the land of Argos spreads hereby.
PHRYGIAN
Everywhere shall wise men better love to cling to life than die.
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1510 οὔτι που κραυγήν βθηκας Μενἐλεῳ βοηδρομεῖν;
ΦΡΤΗ
σοι μὲν οὖν ἔγωγ’ άμυναν ἀξιὡτερος γὰρ ει. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἐνδίκως ἡ Τυνδάρειος ἆρα παῖ? διώλετο;
ΦΡΤΗ
ἐνδικώτατ’, εἴ γε λαιμοὺς εἶχε τριπτὐχους θανεῖν. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
δειλία γλώσστ) χαρίζα, τάνδον οὐχ οὕτω φρονων. ΦΡΤΗ
οὐ γάρ, ἦτις Ἑλλάδ’ αὐτοῖς Φρυξὶ διελυμήνατο;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ὅμοσον, εἰ δὲ μή, κτενῶ σε, μὴ λἐγειν ἐμὴν χάριν.
ΦΡΤΗ
τὴν ἐμὴν ψυχήν κατώμοσ, rjv αν βύορκοΐμ ἐγώ. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ωδε κἀν Τροία σίδηρος πᾶσι Φρυξὶν ἦν φόβος ; ΦΡΤΗ
ἄπεχε φάσγανον πέλας γδη δεινόν ἀνταυγεῖ φόνον.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
1520 μὴ πέτρος γένη δέδοικα?, ὧστε Γοργόν εἰσιδών;
25^
Digitized by L.ooQle
ORESTES
ORESTES
Didst thou not to Menelaus shout the rescue-cry but now?
PHRYGIAN
Nay, O nay !—but for thine helping cried I:—worthier art thou.
ORESTES
Answer—did the child of Tyndareus by righteous sentence fall ?
PHRYGIAN
Righteous—wholly righteous—though she had three throats to die withal.
ORESTES
Dastard, ’tis thy tongue but truckles : in thine heart thou think’st not so.
PHRYGIAN
Should she not, who Hellas laid, and Phrygia’s folk, in ruin low ?
ORESTES
Swear—or I will slay thee,—that thou speakest not to pleasure me.
PHRYGIAN
By my life I swear—an oath I sure should honour sacredly.
ORESTES
Like to thee at Troy did steel fill all the Trojan folk with fear?
PHRYGIAN
Take, take hence thy sword ! It glareth ghastly murder, held so near!
ORESTES
Fear’st thou lest thou turn to stone, as who hath seen the Gorgon nigh ?
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ΦΡΤΗ
μὴ μὲν οὖν νεκρὸς· τὺ Γοργούς δ’ οὐ κάτοιδ’ ἐγὼ κάρα.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
•δοῦλος ὦν φοβεῖ τον Ἀιδην, ος σ’ ἀπαλλάξει κακῶν;
ΦΡΤΗ
πᾶς ἀνήρ, κἀν δοῦλος ἦ τις, ἦδεται τὺ φῶς ὁρῶν. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
εὖ λἐγεις, σῴζει σε σύνεσις· ἀλλὰ βαϊν εἴσω δόμων.
ΦΡΤΗ
οὐκ ἄρα κτενεῖς μ’;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ3
ἀφεῖσαι.
ΦΡΤΗ
καλὸν ἔπος λέγεις τόδε.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ3
ἀλλὰ μεταβουλευσὁμεσθα.
ΦΡΤΗ
τοῦτο δ’ οὐ καλώς λέγεις. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
μῶρος, εἰ δοκεῖς με τλῆναι σὴν καθαιμάξαι δέρην οὔτε γὰρ γυνὴ ττέφνκας οΰτ ἐν ἀνδράσιν σύ γ’ εἶ. τοῦ δὲ μὴ στῆσαί σε κραυγήν είνεκ’ ἐξῆλθον δόμων
1530 ὀξὺ γὰρ βοῆς ακόυσαν Ἀργος ἐξεγείρεται.
ἡγΜενίλεων ὐδ’ οὐ τάρβος ή μιν ἀναλαβεῖν εἴσω ^ ξίφους·	-ζ
' ἀλλ’ ἴτω ξανθοϊς ἐπὶ ωμων βοστρύγρις γαυ-ρούμενος* >	* ‘
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PHRYGIAN
• Nay, but rather to a corpse; of head of Gorgon nought know I.
ORESTES
Thou a slave, and fearest Death, who shall from misery set thee free !
PHRYGIAN
Every man, though ne’er so much a thrall, yet joys the light to see.
ORESTES
Well thou say’st: thy wit hath saved thee. Hence within the house—away !
PHRYGIAN
Then thou wilt not slay me ?
ORESTES
Pardoned art thou.
PHRYGIAN
Kindly dost thou say.
ORESTES
Varlet, mine intent may change !—
PHRYGIAN
Thou utterest now an evil note!
[Exit.
ORESTES
Fool! to think that I would brook with blood to stain me from thy throat,	[men among!
Who art neither woman, neither found the ranks of
Forth the palace I but came to curb the clamour of thy tongue,	[hear.
For that swiftly roused is Argos if the rescue-cry she 1530 *=:ii£nelau£^-set him once at sword-length—nothing
do I fear.	[his shoulders falls Γ\
<TLet him come, with golden locks whose pride about
^	2 59
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εἰ γὰρ Ἀργείους ἐπάξει τοῖσδε δώμασιν Χαβών, τον Ἑλένης φόνον διάκων, κἀμὲ μὴ σώζειν θἐλῃ σἀγγονὁν τ’ ἐμὴν Πυλάδην τε τον τάδε ξυν-Βρώντά μοι,
παρθένον τε καὶ Βάμαρτα Βνο νεκρὼ κατόψβται. XOPOS
ἰὼ ἰὼ τὐχα,	ἀντ.
ἕτερον εἰς ἀγὼν’, ἕτερον αὖ δόμος φοββρον ἀμφὶ τοὺς Ἀτρείδας πίτνει. τί δρῶμεν; ἀγγἐλλωμεν εἰς πόλιν τάδε;
1540 ἢ σῖγ’ ἔχωμεν; άσφαΧέστβρον, φίλαι. ἵδε πρὸ Βωμάτων ἴδε προκηρύσσω θοάζων ὅδ’ αίθέρος ἄνω καπνός, άπτουσι πεύκας ώς πυρώσοντες Βόμους τούς ΤανταΧείους, οὐδ’ άφίστανται φόνου. τέλος ἔχει δαίμων βροτοΐς, τίλος ὄπα θέλει.
μεγάλα δέ τις ἁ δύναμις* δὁ άΧάστορ ἔπεσ’ ἔπεσε μέΧαθρα τάδε δι* αιμάτων διὰ τὺ Μυρτίλου πέσημ ἐκ Βίφρου.
ἀλλὰ μὴν καὶ τὁνδε λεύσσω Μενἐλεων δόμων πέλας
1550 όξύπονν, ησθημόνον που την τύχην ἢ νῦν πάρα, ούκέτ αν φθάνοιτβ κΧηθρα συμπεραΐνοντες μοχΧοΐς,
ώ κατὰ στέκας Ἀτρεῖδαι. Beivov ευτυχών ἀνὴρ πρὸς κακώς πράσσοντας, ως συ νυν, Ὀ ρέστα, δυστυχείς.
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For, if he shall gather Argives, lead them on against these halls,	[will set me free—
Claiming blood-revenge for Helen, nor from death Me, my sister too, and Pylades who wrought herein with me,—
Corpses twain, his maiden daughter and his wife, his eyes shall see.	[Exit.
CHORUS
{Ant. to 1353-1365) Ho, fortune, ho !—again, again,
The house into terrible conflict-strain Breaks forth for the Atreids’ sake !
What shall we do ?—to the city the tidings take ?
Or keep we silence ? Safer were this, O friends.
Lo there, lo there, where the smoke upleaping sends Its token afront of the halls through air! They will fire the palace of Tantalus !—glare Already the brands, nor the deeds of murder they spare.
Yet God overruleth the issue still,
To mete unto men what issue he will:
Great is his power! By a curse-fiend led This house on a track of blood hath been sped Since Myrtilus, dashed from the chariot, plashed in the sea-surge, dead.
Ha, I see unto the palace Menelaus draweth near Hasty-footed, having heard the deeds but now accomplished here.
Ye within the mansion —Atreus’ children!—bar the bolted gate!	[fortunate
Haste! oh haste! A formidable foeman is the Unto such as be, Orestes, even as thou, in evil strait.
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ΜΕΝΕΔΑ02
ήκω κΧνων τὰ δεινὰ καὶ δραστήρια δισσοῖν Χεόντοιν ον yap Άνδρ αντώ καΧώ. ήκονσα yap δὴ τὴν ὑμὴν ξυνάορον ως ον τεθνηκεν, ἀλλ’ Άφαντος οϊχεται, κενήν ακονσας βάξιν, ἢν φόβω σφαΧεις ήyyείXε μοι τις. ἀλλὰ τοῦ μητροκτόνον 1560 τεχνάσματ ἐστι ταῦτα καὶ 7τολὺς yέXως. ανονγετω τις δώμα· προσπόΧοις λέγω ώθειν πύλας τάσδ*, ώς ἄν ἀλλὰ παῖδ’ ἐμὴν ρνσώμεθ’ ἀνδρῶν ἐκ χερών μιαιφόνων, και την τάΧαιναν αθΧιαν δάμαρτ ἐμὴν Χάβω μεν, ἦ δεῖ ξννθανειν ἐμῇ χερὶ τοὺς διοΧεσαντας τὴν ἐμὴν ξννάορον.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οντος σύ, κΧήθρων τῶνδε μὴ ψαύσης χερί, Μενέλαον είττον, ος πεπvpyωσaι θράσει* ἢ τῷδε θpiyκώ κράτα σννθρανσω σέθεν,
1570 ρήξας παΧαια yεισa, τεκτονών πόνον.
μοχΧοΐς δ’ αραρε κΧήθ^α, σῆς βοηδρόμον σπονδής α σ’ εϊρξει, μὴ δόμων εἴσω πέραν.
ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
ἔα, τί χρήμα ; Χαμπάδων όρώ σέΧας, δόμων ο επ’ Άκρων τονσδε πvpyηpovμέvovς, ξίφος δ’ ἐμῆς θυγατρὸς επίφρονρον δέρη.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
πότερον έρωταν ἢ κλύςιν ἐμοῦ θέΧεις; ΜΕΝΕΛΑ02
ονδετερ · ανάηκη δ\ ως εοικε, σοῦ κΧνειν. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ3
μέλλω κτανεῖν σου θυγατέρ’, εἰ βονΧει μαθειν.
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Enter Menelaus, below ; orestes and pylades above,
with HEEMIONE.
MENELAUS
I come at news of strange and violent deeds Wrought by two tigers; men I call them not.
In sooth I heard a rumour that my wife Is slain not, but hath vanished from the earth :
An idle tale I count it, brought by one Distraught with fear. Nay, some device is this Of yonder matricide—a thing to mock !
Open the door !—within there !—serving-men ! Thrust wide the gates, that I may save at least My child from hands of blood-stained murderers, And take mine hapless miserable wife,
Even mine helpmeet, whose destroyers now Shall surely perish with her by mine hand.
orestes {above)
Ho there !—lay not thine hand unto these bolts, Thou Menelaus, tower of impudence ;
Else with this coping will I crush thine head, Rending the ancient parapet’s masonry.
Fast be the doors with bars, to shut out thence Thy rescuing haste, that thou force not the house. MENELAUS
Ha, what is this ?—torches agleam I see,
And onjibe house-roof-yonder men atr bay— My-dwaghter guarded—-at her throat a sword!
ORESTES
Wouldest thou question, or give ear to me ?
MENELAUS
Neither: yet needs must I, meseems, hear thee.
ORESTES
I am bent to slay thy child—if thou wouldst know.
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ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΣ
Ἑλένην φονεὑσας ἐπὶ φόνφ πράσσω φόνον; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
εἰ γὰρ κατ έσ χον μὴ θεών κλεφθεὶς ὑπο. ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
ἀρνεῖ κατακτάς κάφ’ ν β pci λέγεις τάδε; ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ5
λυπράν γε τὴν άρνησιν cl γὰρ ώφελον— ΜΕΝΕΛΑ02
τί χρήμα δρασαι; τταρακα\€ΐς yap εἰς φόβον. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τὴν Ἑλλάδος μιάστορ εἰς Ἀιδου βαλεῖν. ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟ2
ἀπὁδος δάμαρτος νέκυν, ὅπως χώσω τάφω. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
θεοὺς ἀπαίτει· παῖδα δὲ κτενῶ σἐθεν. ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
ὸ μητροφόντης ἐπὶ φόνω πράσσει φόνον. ΟΡΕΤΓΗ2
ὁ πατρὸς ἀμύντωρ, ον συ προΰδωκας davctv. ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
οὐκ ἡρκεσέν σοι τὺ παρὸν αἷμα μητέρος; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
οὐκ αν κάμοιμι τὰς κακάς κτείνων ἀεί. ΜΕΝΕΛΑ05
ἦ καὶ σύ, Πυλάδη, τοῦδε κοινωνεῖς φόνου ; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
φησὶ ν σιωπών · άρκέσω δ* ἐγὼ λέγω ν. ΜΕΝΕΛΑ02
ἀλλ’ οὔτι χαίρων, ἦν γε μὴ φἀγῃς πτεροῖς. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οὐ φευξὁμεσθα · πυρὶ δ’ ἀνὡψομεν δόμους.
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ORESTES
MENELAUS ·
How ? Helen slain, wouldst thou add blood to blood ?
ORESTES
Would 1 had done that, ere Gods baffled me!
MENELAUS
Thou slew’st her !—and for insult dost deny !
ORESTES
Bitter denial ’tis to me : would God—
MENELAUS
Thou hadst done—what ? Thou thrillest me with fear!
ORESTES
I had hurled the curse of Hellas down to hell!
MENELAUS
Yield up my wife’s corpse : let me bury her!
ORESTES
Ask of the Gods. But I will slay thy child.
MENELAUS
He would add blood to blood—this matricide !
ORESTES
His fathers champion, death-betrayed by thee !
MENELAUS
Sufficed thee not thy stain of mother’s blood ? ORESTES
Ne’er should I weary of slaying wicked wives !
MENELAUS
Sliar’st thou too in this murder, Pylades ?
ORESTES
His silence saith it: let my word suffice.
MENELAUS
Nay, thou shalt rue, except thou flee on wings.
ORESTES
_Etoe_will \^e uot^hut we will fire the halls.
265
Digitized by
Google
1580
1590
OPE2TH2
1600
. ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
ἦ γὰρ πατρφον δώμα πορθήσεις τόδε; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ως μή γ’ ἔχη? σύ, τήνδ’ ἐπισφάξας 7τυρί. ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
κτεῖν’· ὡς κτανών γε τῶνδε μοι δώσεις δίκην.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἔσται τάδ\
ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟ2
ἆ α, μηδαμώς δράσης τάδε. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
σίγα νυν, ἀνἐχου δ’ ἐνδίκως πράσσων κακώς.
ΜΕΝΕΛΑ02
ἦ γὰρ δίκαιον ζην σε ;
ποιας;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
καὶ κρατεῖν γε γῆς. ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΣ
ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
ἐν νΑργεί τῷδε τῷ Πελαιπρκῷ·
ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
εὖ γοῦν βίκους αν γβρνίβων—
ΟΡΕΧΓΗ2
τί δὴ 7ἐφ οὐ ;
ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
καὶ σφάηια προ δορος καταβάΧοις.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
σὺ δ’ ἄν καΧώς ;
ΜΕΝΕΛΑ02
ἀγνὸς 7άρ εἰμι χεῖρας.
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ORESTES
MENELAUS
How ? this thy fathers’ home wilt thou destroy ?
ORESTES
Lest thou possess it—and slay her o’er its flames.
MENELAUS
Slay on,—and taste my vengeance for her death !
ORESTES
So be it (raises sword).
MENELAUS
Ah! in no wise do the deed !
ORESTES
Peace !—and endure ill-fortune, thy just due.
MENELAUS
How ?—just that thou shouldst live ?	1600
ORESTES
Yea—rule withal. MENELAUS ~
What land ?
ORESTES
J?<slasgian Asgos,._even tills.
MENELAUS
Thou touch the sacred lavers !—1
ORESTES
Wherefore not ?
MENELAUS
And slay ere battle victims !—
ORESTES
Well mayst thou !
MENELAUS
Yea, for mine hands are clean.
1 The king, as commander-in-chief, sacrificed for the army before battle.
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ἀλλ’ οὐ τὰς φρενας. ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΣ
τίς δ’ αν προσβίποι σ’;
ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
ὅστις ἐστὶ φιλοπάτωρ. ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
ὅστις δὲ τιμᾴ μητέρ’;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
εὐδαίμων ἔφυ.
ΜΕΝΕΛΑ02
οὔκουν σύ γ’·
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οὐ γὰρ ἁνδάνουσιν αἱ κακαί. ΜΕΝΕΛΑ02
ἄπαιρε θ ν jar ρος φάση αν ον.
ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
'ψευδὴς ἔφυς.
ΜΕΝΕΛΑ02
ἀλλὰ κτενεῖς μου θυγατερ ;
ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
οὐ ψευδής ἔτ’ εἶ. ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ οἴμοι, τί δράσω;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
πεῖθ5 ἐς Ἀργείους μόλων— ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
πείθω τί ν’;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἡμᾶς μὴ θανεῖν αϊτού πόλιν. ΜΕΝΕΛΑ05
ἣ παΐδά μου φονεύσεθ*;
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But not thine heart !
MENELAUS
Who would speak to thee ?
ORESTK8
Whoso loveth father.
MENELAUS
And honoureth mother ?
ORESTES
Not such art thou !	Happy he who may ’ MENELAU8 ORESTES Vile women please me not.
MENELAUS
Take from my child thy sword !
ORESTES
Born liar—no
MENELAUS
Wilt slay my child ?
ORESTES
What shall I do ?	Ay—now thou liest not. MENELAUS ORESTES To the Argives go; persuade— 1610 MENELAUS
What suasion ?	ORESTES Of the city beg our lives.
MENELAUS
Else will ye slay my daughter ?
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ώδ* ἔχει τάδε.
ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ ω τλῆμον Ἑλένη,
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
τἀμὰ δ’ οὐχὶ τλήμονα; ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
σὲ σφάγνον ἐκὁμισ’ ἐκ Φρυγων,
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
εἰ γὰρ τὁδ’ ἦν.
ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ πόνους πονήσας μυρίους.
ΟΡΕΧΓΗ2
-V /	*	>	>	/
πλην γ εις εμε.
ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
πἐπονθα δεινά·
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τότε γὰρ ἦσθ’ ανωφελής. ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
ἔχεις με.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
σαυτὺν σύ γ’ ε\αβες κακὸς γεγώς. ἀλλ’ εἶ’, ὕφαπτβ Βώματ, Ήλεκτρα, τάδε. σύ τ’, ώ φίλων μοι τῶν ἐμων σαφεστατβ,
1620 Πυλάδη, κάταιθε γείσα τειχεων τάδε.
ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
ὦ γαῖα Δαναών ἱππίου τ’ * Αργους κτίται, οὐκ εΓ ενόττ\ω ποδὶ βοηΒρομησετε; ττάσαν γάρ υμών ὅδε βιάζεται πὁλιν ζῆ δ’,1 αἷμα μητρὸς μυσαρον εξειργασμένος.
1 Nauck: for ζῆν of MSS., “defieth your state so as to live.”
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ORESTE8
Even so.
MENELAUS
O hapless Helen!—
ORESTES
And not hapless I ?
MENELAUS
From Troy to death I brought thee—
ORESTES
Would ’twere so!
MENELAUS
From toils untold endured!
ORESTES
Yet none for me.
MENELAUS
I am foully wronged !
ORE8TES
No help hadst thou for me.
MENELAUS
Thou hast trapped me !
ORESTES
Villain, thou hast trapped thyself! What ho! Electra, fire the halls below !
And thou, O truest of my friends to me,
Pylades, ldndle yonder parapets.	1620
MENELAUS
O land of Danaans, folk of knightly Argos,
Up, gird on harness!—unto rescue run!
For lo, this man defieth all your state,
Yet lives, polluted with a mother’s blood.
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ΑΠΟΛΛΠΝ
Μβνὲλαε, παῦσαι λἣμ’ ἔχων τεθηημενον, Φοῖβος σ’ ὁ Αητούς παῖς ὅδ’ ἐγγὺς ὦν καλώ, σύ θ ος ξιφήρης τῇδ’ εφεδρεύεις κ<γ?ῃ, Ὀρὲσθ’, ἵν’ εἰδῇς οὺς φέρων ἥκω λογους. Ελὲνην μὲν ἢν σὺ διο\εσαι πρόθυμος ὦν 1630 ἦμαρτες, οργήν Μενἐλεῳ ποιούμενος, ἦδ’ ἐστίν, ην οράτ ἐν αίθέρος πτυχαις, σεσωσμενη τε κοὐ θανούσα πρὸς σεθεν. ἐγώ νιν εξέσωσα κἀπὺ φασγάνου τοῦ σοῦ κεΧευσθεϊς ηρπασ εκ Διὸς πατρός. Ζηνὸς γὰρ ούσαν ζην νιν άφθιτον 'χρεών, Καστόρι τε Πολυδεύκει τ’ εν αίθέρος πτυχαις σύνθακος εσται, ναυτίλοις σωτήριος. ἄλλην δὲ νύμφην εις δὁμους κτήσαι Χαβών, ἐπεὶ θεοὶ τῷ τῆσδε καΧΧιστεύματι 1640 "Έλληνας εἰς ὲν καὶ Φρύγας ξυνήγαγον,
θανάτους τ εθηκαν, ως άπαντΧοΐεν χθονός ΰβρισμα θνητών άφθονου πληρώματος. τὰ μὲν καθ’ Ελένην ώδ’ ἔχει· σὲ δ’ αὖ χρεών, Ό ρέστα, γαίας τῆσδ’ ύπερβαΧόνθ* ορούς ΤΙαρράσιον οίκειν δάπεδον ενιαυτού κύκλον. κεκΧησεται δὲ σἧς φυγής επώνυμων Ἀζᾶσιν Ἀρκάσιν τ’ Όρέστειον [καλεῖν]. ενθένδε δ’ ἐλθὼν τὴν ’Αθηναίων πόλιν δίκην ύπόσχες αίματος μητροκτόνου 1650 Εὐμενίσι τρισσαΐς· θεοί δε σοι δίκης βραβής πάγοισιν εν Ἀρείοισιν εύσεβεστάτην 'φηφον διοίσουσ, ένθα νικήσαί σε χρή· εφ’ ἦς δ’ ἔχεις, 9 O ρέστα, φασιανόν οέρη, γήμαι πάπρωται σ Έρμιόνην ος δ’ οϊεται Νεοπτόλεμος γαμειν νιν, ου γαμει ποτε.
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apollo appears above in the chmds with helen.
APOLLO
Menelaus, peace to thine infuriate mood:
I Phoebus, Leto’s son, here call on thee.
Peace thou, Orestes, too, whose sword doth guard Yon maid, that thou mayst hear the words I bear. IJelen^jjhose death thou hast essayed*-to sting Thedieart' of Menelaus, yet hast missed,
IsJiere,—wlioin .wrapped in folds of air ye see,— Krona, death delivered, and not slain of thee*
’Twas I that rescued her, and from thy sword Snatched her away by Father Zeus’ behest;
daughter, deathless must she live,
And sliaLLby. Castor and Polydeuces sit In folds of air, the mariners’ saviour she.
Take thee a new bride to thine halls, and wed ; Seeing the high Gods by her beauty’s lure Hellenes and Phrygians into conflict drew,
And brought to pass deaths, so to lighten earth Oppressed with over-increase of her sons.
Thus far for Helen : ’tis thy doom to pass,
Orestes, o’er the borders of this land,
And dwell a years round on Parrhasian soil,
Which lips Azanian and Arcadian
Shall from thine exile call “ Orestes’ Land.”
Thence shalt thou fare to the Athenians’ burg,
And stand thy trial for thy mother’s blood Against the Avengers Three. The Gods shall there
Sit judges, and on Ares’ Holy Hill
Pass righteous sentence : thou shalt win thy cause.
Hermione. at whose throat-is. thy sword,
Orestes, is thy destined bride : who thinks To wed her, shalFuot—eoptolemus;
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θανεῖν γὰρ αὐτῷ μοίρα ΔεΧφικφ ξίφει, δίκας Ἀγιλλέως πατρὸς ἐξαιτοῦντά με. Πυλάδῃ ο’ ἀδελφῆς λέκτρον, ώς κατῄνεσας, δὁς· ὁ δ’ ἐπιών νιν βίοτος εὐδαίμων μἐνει. Ἀργους δ* Ὀρἐστην, Μενἐλεως, ἔα κρατεῖν, ἐλθὼν δ’ ἄνασσε Σπαρτιάτικος χθονος, φερνὰς ἔχων δάμαρτος, ἦ σε μυρίοις πὁνοις Βιοονσα δεῦρ* ἀεὶ διήνυσε. τὰ πρὸς πόλιν δὲ τῷδ’ ἐγὼ θήσω καλώς, ὅς νιν φονεΰσαι μητέρ’ ἐξηνάγκασα.
ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
ω Λοξία μαντεῖε σῶν θεσπισμάτων* οὐ ψευδό μαντις ἦσθ’ ἄρ’, ἀλλ’ ἐτήτυμος. καίτοι μ’ ἐσῄει δεῖμα μή τινος κ\ύων άΧαστόρων δὁξαιμι σὴν κΧυειν ὄπα. ἀλλ’ εὖ τελεῖται, πείσομαι δὲ σοῖς λὁγοις. ἰδοὺ μεθίημ Ἐρμιὁνην ἀπὸ σφαγής, καὶ Χεκτρ επρνεσ ηνίκ αν διδφ πατήρ. ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
ώ Ζηνὺς Ἑλένη χαῖρε παῖ* ζηλῶ δὲ σε θεών κατοικήσασαν οΧβιον δὁμον.
Ὀρἐστα, σοὶ δὲ παῖδ’ ἐγὼ κατεγγυῶ, Φοίβου λέγοντος· εὐγενὴς δ’ ἀπ’ είτγενοΰς γήμας ὅναιο καὶ σὺ χώ διδοὺς ἐγώ.
ΑΠΟΛΛΩΝ
χωρεΐτε νυν έκαστος 61 προστάσσομεν, νείκας τε διαλὑεσθε.
ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
πείθεσθαι χρεών. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
κἀγὼ τοιοῦτος* σπένδομαι δὲ συμφοραΐς, Μενέλαε, καὶ σοῖς, Λοξία, θεσπίσμασιν.
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For doomed is he to die by Delphian swords,
When for his sire he claims redress of me.
On Pyjades thy sister’s plighted hand Bestow : a life of bliss awaiteth him.
Menelaus, leave.. Orestes-1660 QaJbfild the sceptre-of. the -Spartan land,
As thy wife’s dower, since she laid on thee Travail untold to this day evermore.
Xavill to-Argos- reconcile this man ^yytheral-eonstramed to shed his mother s blood.
ORESTES
Hail, Prophet Loxias, to thine oracles!
No lying prophet wert thou then, but true.
And yet a fear crept o’er me, lest I heard,
Seeming to hear thy voice, a Fury-fiend.
Yet well ends all: thy words will I obey.	1670
Lo, from the sword Hermione I release,
And pledge me, when her sire bestows, to wecl.
MENELAUS
Hail, Helen, Child of Zeus ! I count thee blest,
Thou dweller in the happy home of Gods.
Orestes, I betroth to thee my child At Phoebus’ hest. Fair fall thy bridal, prince To princess wed : well may it fall for me !
APOLLO
Depart now, each as I appoint to you,
And your feuds reconcile.
MENELAUS
Obey we must.
ORESTES
I am as he, to my fate reconciled,	1G80
To Menelaus, and thine oracles.
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ΑΠΟΛΛΛΝ
ἴτε νυν καθ’ ὁδὁν, τὴν καλλίστην θεών Εἰρήνην τιμῶντες* ἐγὼ δ* Ἐλἐνην Δίοις μελάθ^οις πελάσω, λαμπρών άστρων πόλον ἐξανύσας, ἔνθα παρ'"Ηρα ττ) θ' (Ηρακλέονς "Hβρ πάρεδρος θεὺς άνθρωπος ear αι σπονδαΐς έντιμος ἀεί, συν Τυνδαρίδαις τοῖς Διὸς υίοῖς, ναύταις μεδἐουσα θαλάσσης.
XOPOS
ὦ μίγα σεμνὴ Νίκη, τον ἐμὺν
βίοτον κατβχοις
και μὴ λήγοις στεφανοῦσα.
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APOLLO
Pass on your way: and to Peace, of the Gods most fair, Render ye praise.
Helen will I unto Zeus’s mansion bear,
Soon as I win to the height of the firmament, Avhere Flash the star-rays.
Throned beside Hera, and Hebe, and Hercules, there Aye shall she be	[darid pair,
With drink-offerings honoured by men, with the Tyn-Scions of Zeus, by mariners worshipped with prayer, Queen of the Sea.
CHORUS
Hail, revetod Victory:
Rest upon my life, and me Crown, and crown eternally!
[ Exeunt omnes.
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ARGUMENT
When Iphigeneia, daughter of Agamemnon, ῶμ ον the altar of sacrifice at Antis, Artemis snatched her away, and bare her to the Τ auric land, which lieth in Thrace to north of the Black Sea. Here she was made priestess of the Goddess’s temple, and in this office was constrained to consecrate men for death upon the altar ; for what Greeks soever came to that coast were seized and sacrificed to Artemis.
And herein is told how her own brother Orestes came thither, and by what means they were made known to each other, and of the plot that they framed for their escape.
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE
Iphigeneia, daughter of Agamemnon, and Priestess of Artemis. Orestes, brother of Iphigeneia.
Pyladbs, friend of Orestes.
Hebdman, α Thracian.
Thoas, king of Thrace.
Messenger, servant of Thoas.
Athena, α Goddess.
Chorus, consisting of captive Greek maidens, attendants of Iphigtneia.
Scene : In front of the temple of Artemis in Taurica. *
* The modern Crimea.
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ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ Η ΕΝ ΤΑΥΡΟΙΣ
ίο
20
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
Πἐλοῆτ 6 Ταντάλειος εἰς Πῖσαν μολὼν θοαισιν ΐπποις OΙνομάου γαμει κόρην, ἐξ ἦς Ἀτρεὺς εβλαστεν Άτρέως ο ἄπο Μενἐλαος ’Αγαμέμνων τε· τοῦ δ’ εφυν ἐγω, τῆς Τυνδαρείας θυγατρός Ιφιγένεια παῖς, ἢν ἀμφὶ δίναις ὰς θάμ Eὑριπος πυκναῖς αΰραις ελίσσων κυανέαν ἄλα στρέφει, ἔσφαξεν Ελένης εϊνεχ’, ώς δοκεῖ, πατὴρ Ἀρτἐμιδι κλειναῖς ἐν πτυχαισιν Αὐλίδος. ενταύθα γὰρ δὴ χιΚίων ναών στόλον Ελληνικόν συνηγαγ’ ’Αγαμέμνων άναξ, τον καΧλίνικον στέφανον Ί\ίου θέΧων Χαβεΐν Άχαωνς, τοὺς θ’ ύβρισθέντας γάμωυς Ελένης μετελθεῖν, Μενἐλεῳ χάριν φέρων, δεινής δ* ἀπλοίας πνευμάτων τε τνγχάνων,1 εἰς εμπνρ ἦλθε, καὶ λἀγει Κάλχας τάδε· ὦ τῆσδ’ ανάσσων Έλλαδος στρατηγίας, Άγάμεμνον, οὐ μὴ ναῦς ἀφορμίσῃ χθονός, πρὶν ἄν κόρην ση ν ’Ιφιγένειαν νΑρτεμις \άβη σφαγεΐσαν δ τι γὰρ ενιαυτός τέκοι κάΧλιστον, ηύξω φωσφόρφ θύσειν θεα.
1 Barnes and Witzechel : for τ’άπλοία* and τ'ού of MSS. 284 -
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IPHIGENEIA IN TAURICA
Enter from temple iphigeneia.
IPHIGENEIA
Pelops, the son of Tantalus, with fleet steeds To Pisa came, and won Oenoinaus’ child :
Atreus she bare ; of him Menelaus sprang And Agamemnon, born of whom was I,
Iphigeneia, Tyndareus’ daughter’s babe.
Me, by the eddies that with ceaseless gusts .
Euripus shifteth, rolling his dark surge,
My sire slew—as he thinks—for Helen’s sake To Artemis, in Aulis’ clefts renowned.
For king Agamemnon drew together there	10
The Hellenic armament, a thousand ships,
Fain that Achaea should from Ilium win Fair victory’s crown, and Helen’s outraged bed Avenge—aH this for Menelaus’ sake.
But, faced with winds that grimly barred the seas,
To divination he sought, and Calchas spake:
“ Thou captain of this battle-host of Greece, Agamemnon, thou shalt sail not from the land Ere Artemis receive thy daughter slain,
Iphigeneia: for, of one year s fruit,	20
Thou vowedst the fairest to the Queen of Light.
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ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ H ΕΝ ΤΑΥΡΟΙ2
30
40
50
7ταῖδ’ οὖν ἐν οἴκοι? ση Κλυταιμνήστρα δάμαρ τίκτει, το καλλιστεῖον εἰς ἔμ’ άναφερων, ἢν χρή σε θῦσαι. καί μ Όδυσσέως τἐχναις μητρός παρείλοντ ἐπὶ γάμοις Ἀχιλλέως. ἐλθοῦσα δ’ Αὐλίδ’ ἡ τάλαιν ὑπὲρ πυρᾶς μεταρσία ληφθεῖσ’ ἐκαινὁμην ξίφει * ὰλλ’ εξέκλεψεν ἔλαφον ἀντιδοῦσά μου * Αρτεμις Ἀ^αιοῖς, διὰ δὲ λαμπρόν αιθέρα? πέμψασά μ εἰς τήνδ’ ᾤκισεν Ταύρων χθόνα, οὖ γής ἀνάσσει βαρβάροισι βάρβαρος Θὁας, ος ωκὺν πόδα τιθεὶς ἴσον πτεροΐς εἰς τουνομ ἦλθε τόδε ποδωκείας χάριν, ναοΐσι δ’ ἐν τοΐσδ' ἱερίαν τίθησί με* ὅθεν νόμοισι τοίσιν ήδεται θεὰ Ἀρτεμις εορτής — τουνομ ἦς καλόν μόνον, τὰ δ’ ἄλλα σιγώ, τὴν θεόν φοβούμενη— θύω γάρ, ὄντος τοῦ νόμου καί πρὶν πόλει, ος ἀν κατέλθη τήνδε γῆν Ἕλλην ἀνήρ. κατάρχομαι μέν, σφάγια δ’ άλλοισιν μέλει άρρητ έσωθεν τώνδ' ανακτόρων θεάς. α καινά δ’ ἦκει νὺξ φέρουσα φάσματα, λέξω πρὸς αίθέρ\ ει τι δη τόϋ εστ ακος.. ἔδοξ’ ἐν ΰπνψ τῆσδ’ άπαλλαχθεΐσα γης οίκεΐν εν "Αργεί, παρθενώσι δ εν μέσοις εΰδειν, χθονὸς δὲ νώτα σεισθήναι σάλφ. ώευγειν δὲ κἄξω στάσα θριγκόν είσιδεϊν δόμων πίτνοντα, ττάν δ’ ερείψιμον στέγος βεβλημένον προςβυδας ἐξ άκρων σταθμών, μόνος δ’ ἐλείφθη στν\#ύ ως ἔδοξε μοι,*	ν'
δόμων πατρωων, ἐκ δ’ επικράνων κ α μας r -·· ξ α ν θ ας καθεϊναί^φθέγμα δ’ ανθρώπου λαβεῖν, κἀγὼ τέχνην Τήνδ’ ἣν ἔχω ξενοκτόνον
286
Digitized by
Google
IPHIGENEIA IN TAURICA
Lo, thy wife Clytemnestra in thine halls Bare thee a child ”—so naming me most fair,—
“ Whom thou must offer/’ By Odysseus’ wiles Frpm her they drew me, as to wed Achilles.
I came to Aulis : o’er the pyre,—ah me !—
High raised was I, the sword in act to slay,—
When Artemis stole me, for the Achaeans set There in my place a hind, and through clear air Wafted me, in this Taurian land to dwell,	30
Where a barbarian rules barbarians,
Thoas, who, since his feet be swift as wings Of birds, hath of his fleetness won his name.
And in this fane her priestess made she me :
Therefore in rites of that dark cult wherein Artemis joys,—fair is its name alone ;
But, for its deeds, her fear strikes dumb my lips,—
I sacrifice—’twas this land’s ancient wont—
What Greek soever cometh to this shore.
I consecrate the victim; in the shrine	40
The unspeakable slaughter is for others’ hands.
Now the strange visions that the night hath brought
To heaven I tell—if aught of help be there.
In sleep methought I had escaped this land,
And dwelt in Argos. In my maiden-bower I slept: then with an earthquake shook the ground.
I fled, I stood without, the cornice saw Of the roof falling,—then, all crashing down,
Turret and basement, hurled was the house to earth.
The central pillar alone, meseemed, was left	50
Of my sires’ halls ; this from its capital Streamed golden hair, and spake with human voice. Then I, my wonted stranger-slaughtering rite
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τιμωσ ὺδραίνειν αυτόν ώς θανούμενον, βΚαίουσα. τοΰναρ δ’ ὧδε συμβάλλω τόδε· ν^ΐεθνηκ’ Ὀρἐστης, οὖ κατηρξάμην ἐγώ. ^ ^ ^χζχνλοι yap οίκων εἰσὶ παἷδες αρσενεςέ^*** θνρσκουσι δ’ οὺς ἂν χέρνιββς βάλωσ ἐμαί. οὐδ’ αὖ συνάψαι τοΰναρ εἰ? φίλους ἔχω*
Στροφίω yap ούκ ἦν παῖς, ὅτ’ ωλλύμην ἐγώ. νῦν οὐν άδέλφφ βούλομαι δούναι χοάς άττούσ ἀπὁντι, ταῦτα γὰρ δυναίμεθ’ ἄν, συν προσπόλοισιν, ας ἔδω%’ ἡμῖν ἄναξ Έλληνιδας γυναῖκας, ἀλλ’ ἐξ αίτιας οὔπω τινος πάρεισιν · εἶμ’ εἴσω δόμων ἐν οἷσι ναίω τώνδ’ ανακτόρων θεᾶς.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ὅρα, φυλάσσου μή τις ἐν στίβω βροτών.
^	ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2	ν
^ ὰρω, σκοττούμαι δ* ὄμμα πανταχοῦ στρέφω^ ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
Πυλάδη, δοκεῖ σοι μέλαθρα ταῦτ’ εἶναι θεᾶς ; ἔνθ’ Ἀργόθεν ναῦν ποντίαν ἐστείλαμεν; ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
ἔμοιγ’, * O ρέστα · σοι δὲ συνδοκεῖν χρεών. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
καὶ βωμός, Ἕλλην οὖ καταστάζω φόνος; ΠΤΛΑΔΗ5
ἐξ αιμάτων γοῦν ξάνθ’ ἔχει θρνγκώματα. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
θριηκοΐς δ* υπ’ αὐτοῖς σκῦλ’ ὁρᾴς ἡρτημένα;
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ5
τῶν κατθανόντων y ακροθίνια ξένων.9 ἀλλ’ ἐγκυκλοῦντ’ οφθαλμόν εὖ σκοπεῖν χρεών.
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Observing, sprinkled it, as doomed to death, Weeping. Now thus I read this dream of mine : <T>ead is Orestoe^him I sacrificed ^Seeing the pillars of a house be sons,-*-And they die upon whom my sprinklings fall. None other friend can I match with my dream;
Now will I pour drink-offerings, far from him,
To a brother far from me,—’tis all I can,—
I with mine handmaids, given me of the king, Greek damsels. But for some cause are they here Not yet: within the portals will I pass Of this, the Goddess’ shrine, wherein I dwell.
Look thou—take heed that none be in the path.
ORESTES
Pylades, deem’st thou this the Goddess’ fane
PYLADES
I deem it is, Orestes, as must thou.
ORESTES
And the altar, overdripped with Hellene blood ?
PYLADES
Blood-russet are its rims in any wise.
ORESTES
And ’neath them seest thou hung the spoils arow ?
PYLADES
Yea, trophies of the strangers who have died.
But needs must we glance round with heedful eyes.
For on my death-day Strophius had no son.
60
[Re-enters temple.
Enter orestes and pylades.
ORESTES
yr	PYLADES
4-loek, I watch, all ways I turn mine
A
Whither from Argos we steered oversea ?
70
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ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
ω Φοῖβε, ποῖ μ αὖ τήνδ’ ἐς άρκυν ήγαγες χρήσας, εττειδη πατρὸς αἷμ’ ἐτισάμην, μητέρα κατακτάς ; διαδοχαΐς δ’ Ερι νύω ν ἡλαυνὁμεσθα φυyάδες, ἔξεδροι χθονὸς, δρόμους τε πολλοὺς ἐξἐπλησα καμίνι μου ς. ἐλθὼν δὲ σ’ ή ρώτησα ττ ως τ ρο^ηΧάτου μανίας αν ἔλθοιμ’ εἰς τίλος πόνων τ’ ἐμῶν, οὺς έξεμόχθουν περιπόλων καθ’ Ἐλλάδα. σὺ δ5 εἴπας ἐλθεῖν Ταυριτῆς μ ὅρου? χθονὸς, ἔνθ’ * Αρτεμις σοι συηηονος βωμούς ἔγοι, Χάβει ν τ ἄγαλμα θεάς, α φασιν ἐνθάδε εἰς τούσδε ναούς ουρανού ττεσειν ἄπο* λαβόντα δ’ ἢ τέχναισιν η τύχρ τινι, κίνδυνον εκττΧησαντ, ’Αθηναίων χθονὶ δούναι· τὺ δ’ ἐνθἐνδ’ οὐδὲν ερρηθη πέρα· καὶ ταῦτα δράσαντ άμτννοάς ἕξειν πόνων· ἦκω δὲ ττεισθεις σοΐς λὁγοισιν ενθάδε φ άyvωστov εἰς γῆν, ἄξενον. σὲ δ’ ιστορώ, Πυλάδη, σὺ γάρ μοι τοῦδε συλλήπτωρ πόνον, τί δρώμεν ; άμφίβΧηστρα yap τοίχων όρας ίαμὴλα· πότερα δωμάτων τνροσαμβάσεις εκβησόμεσθα ; ττ ως αν οὖν μάθοιμεν1 ἄν, μὴ χαΧκότευκτα κΧηθρα Χύσαντες μοχΧοΐς, ὧν οὐδὲν ἴσμεν ; ἣν δ’ ἀνοἐγοντες πύλας Χηφθώμεν είσβάσεις τε μηχανώμενοι, θανούμεθ\ άΧΧά πρὶν θανεῖν, νεὼς ἔπι φεύyωμεvf f/ττερ δεύρ' εναυστοΧησαμεν, ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
φεύγειν μὲν οὐκ ανεκτόν οὐδ’ είώθαμεν τον τού θεού δε χρησμών ου κακιστέον.
1 μάὅοιμεν MSS. ; λάὅοιμεν, Sallier and many others.
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ORESTES
Phoebus, why is thy word again my snare,
When I have slain my mother, and avenged My sire? From tired Fiends Fiends take up the chase,
And exiled drive me, outcast from my land,	80
In many a wild race doubling to and fro.
To thee I came and asked how might I win My whirling madness’ goal, my troubles’ end,
Wherein I travailed, roving Hellas through.
Thou bad’st me go unto the Taurian coasts Where Artemis thy sister hath her altars,
And tajke the Goddess’ image, which, men say,
Here fell into this temple out of heaven,
And, winning it by craft or happy chance,
All danger braved, to the Athenians’ land	90
To give it—nought beyond was bidden me ;—
This done, should I have respite from Hither I come, obedient to thy words,
To a strange land and cheerless. Thee I ask,
Pylades, thee mine helper in this toil,-—
What shall we do ? Thou seest the engirdling walls,
How high they be. Up yonder temple-steps
Shall we ascend ? How then could we learn more,
Except our levers force the brazen bolts
Whereof we know nought ? If we be surprised 100
Opening gates, and plotting entrance here,
Die shall we. Nay, ere dying, let us flee Back to the ship wherein we hither sailed.
PYLADES
Flee ?—’twere intolerable !—’twas ne’er our wont:
Nor craven may we be to the oracle.
291
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110
120
130
ναόν δ’ άπαΧΧαχθέντε κρυγωμεν δέμας κατ άντρ α πόντος νοτίδι οιακΧνζει μέλας, νβώς ἄπωθεν, μή τις εἰσιδὼν σκάφος βασιΧευσιν εΐπη, κατ α ληφθώμεν βία.
■ ὅταν δὲ νυκτός ομμα Χυδαίας μόΧη, τολμητέον τοι ξεσπὸν ἐκ ναοῦ λαβεῖν ἄγαλμα πάσας προσφἐροντε μηχανάς. ο ρα δὲ γ’ εἴσα) τρίγλυφων ὅποι κενὸν δέμας καθεῖναι* τοὺς πόνους yap ἀγαθοὶ τοΧμωσι, δειλοί δ’ εἰσὶν οὐδὲν οὑδαμοῦ, οὐτοι μακρὸν μὴν ἡλθομεν κώπη πόρον, ἐκ τερμάτων δὲ νόστον άροΰμεν πάλιν;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἀλλ’ εὖ γὰρ εἴπας, πειστέον χωρεΐν χρεών οποί χθονος κρύψαντε Χησομεν δέμας. οὐ γὰρ τὺ τοῦ θεού y αἴτιον γενήσεται πεσειν ακραντον θέσφατον τολμητέον μόχθος yap ούΒεις τοῖς νἐοις σκήψιν φέρει. Χ0Ρ02
εύφαμεΐτ, ω
πόντου δισσὰς συγχωρούσας πέτρας Εὐξείνου ναιοντες. ■ ὦ παῖ τα? Λατοῦς,
Δίκτυνν ούρεία, προς σαν αυΧάν, εύστύΧων ναών χρυσηρεις θpίyκoύς, πόδα παρθένων όσων όσιας κΧηΒούχου ΒούΧα πέμπω, Ελλάδος εύίππου πύpyovς και τείχη φόρτων τ’ εύΒένΒρωρ εζαΧΧάξασ Εὐρώταν, πατρφων οίκων εΒρας.
2$Ζ
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Withdraw we from the temple ; let us hide In caves by the dark sea-wash oversprayed,
Far from our ship, lest some one spy her hull,
And tell the chiefs, and we be seized by force.
-But when the eye of murky night is come, -	110
That carven image must we dare to take Out of the shrine with all the craft we may.
Mark thou betwixt yon triglyphs a void space Whereby to climb down. Brave men on all toils Adventure ; nought are cowards anywhere.
Have we come with the oar a weary way,
And from the goal shall we tum back again ?
Good : I must heed thee. Best withdraw ourselves Unto a place where we shall lurk unseen.
For, if his oracle fall unto the ground,
The God’s fault shall it not be. We must dare, Since for young men toil knoweth no excuse.
\Exeunt.
Enter chorus and iphigeneia.
120
CHORUS
Keep reverent silence, ye Beside the Euxine Sea
Who dwell, anigh the clashing rock-towers twain.
Maid of the mountain-wild,
Dictynna, Leto’s child,
Unto thy court, thy lovely-pillared fane,
Whose roofs with red gold bum,
Pure maiden feet I turn,	130
Who serve the hallowed Bearer of the Key,
Banished from Hellas’ towers,
Trees, gardens, meadow-flowers That fringe Eurotas by mine home o’ersea.
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140
150
160
ἔμολον τί veov ; τινα φροντίς ἔχεις ; τί με πρὸς νασὺς ἄγαγες ayayeς, ὦ παῖ τοῦ τᾶς Τροίας πύργους ἐλθὁντος κλεινά σὺν κώπα χΐλιοναύτα μυριοτευχεῖ τῶν Ατρείδαν τῶν κλεινών ;
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
»\ £> / ιω όμωαι,
δυσθρηνήτοις ὼ? θρήνοις ἔχκειμαι, τᾶς οὐκ εὐμοὑσου μολπαῖσι βοᾶς άλνροις ἐλἑγοις, αἰαῖ, κηδείοις οϊκτοις, αἵ μοι συμβαίνουσ ὰται, σὑγγονον ἀμὺν κατακλαιομἐνᾳ ζωᾶς, οίαν ἰδὁμαν οψιν ὸνείρων νυκτὁς, τᾶς ἐξἣλθ’ ὅρφνα. ὸλὁμαν ὸλὁμαν οὐκ εἴσ’ οἴκοι πατρώοι· οἴμοι φρούδος ykvva. φεῦ φεῦ τῶν Ἀργει μόχθων, ιω ἰὼ δαίμων, ος τον μοννόν με κασίγνητον συλας "Αιδα πέμψας, ω τάσδε %οὰς μέλλω κρατήρα τε τὸν φθιμίνων ύδραίν€ΐν ηαίας ἐν νώτοις, πηyάς τ’ ουραίων ἐκ μόσχων Βάκχον τ οίνηράς λοιβας ξονθάν τε πόνημα μέλισσαν, α νβκροις θέλκτήρια κέίται.
ἀλλ’ ἔνδος μοι π ay χρυσόν τεῦχος καὶ λοιβάν "Αιδα.
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I come. Thy tidings ?—what Thy care ? Why hast thou brought
Me to the shrines, O child of him who led That fleet, the thousand-keeled, That host of myriad shield That Troy ward with the glorious Atrei'ds sped ?
Ah maidens, sunken deep In mourning’s dole I weep:
My wails no measure keep With aught glad-ringing From harps : no Song-queen’s strain Breathes o’er the sad refrain Of my bereavement’s pain,
Ν epenthe-bringing.
The curse upon mine head
Ah vision-dream that fled
To Night’s hand clinging 1 Undone am I—undone !
My race—its course is run :
My sire’s house—there is none:
Woe, Argos’ nation!
Ah, cruel Fate, that tore From me mv love, and bore To Hades f Dear, I pour Thy death-libation—
Fountains of mountain-kine,
The brown bees’ toil, the wine,
Shed on earth’s breast, are thine,
Thy peace-oblation !
Give me the urn, whose gold
The Death-god’s draught shall hold : —
IPHIGENEIA
Is come—a brother dead !
150
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170	ω κατά, <γαίας Ἀγαμεμνὁνιον
θάλος, ως φθιμένῳ τάδε σοι πέμπω9 δἐξαι δ'^ού γὰρ πρὸς τύμβον σοι, ξανθάν χαΐταν, ου δάκρυ’ οἴσό). ^ τηλὸσε γὰρ δη σας ἀπενάσθην πατρίδος καί εμάς, ἔνθα δοκήμασι κείμαι, σφαχθεΐσ ἁ τλάμων.
Χ0Ρ02
άντίψάλμους ῴδὰς ύμνον τ 180	Ἀσιήταν σοι βάρβαρον ἀχὰν
δέσποινα γ* έξαυδάσω, τὰν ἐν θρήνοισιν μούσαν, νέκυσι μεΧομέναν τ αν εν μολπαῖς Ἀιδας ὺμνεῖ δίχα παιανών.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
οἴμοι, τῶν Ατρείδαν οίκων ἔρρει φῶς σκήπτρων, ἔρρει· 1 οἵμοι πατρώων οίκων. τινος ἐκ τῶν ενολβων Ἀργει 190	βασιλέων άρχά;
μόχθος δ’ ἐκ μόχθων ασσει.
Χ0Ρ02
δινευούσαις ΐπποις πταναΐς 2 ἀλλάξας ἐξ ἕδρας ἱερὸν μετέβασ' ομμ αύηάς 1 Text of 187-190 much disputed.
8 Text of 192-197 quite uncertain. England’s readings adopted, except ἄλλαις for ἄλλου.
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Thee, whom earth’s arms enfold, Atreides’ scion,
These things I give thee now ;
Dear dead, accept them thou,
Bright tresses from my brow ^ Shall never lie on
Thy grave, nor tear£> Our land — Thine—mine—to nie is banned.
Far off the altars stand Men saw me die on.
CHORUS
Lo, I will peal on high To echo thine, O queen,
My dirge, the Asian hymn, and that weird cry, The wild barbaric keen,
The litany of death,
Song-tribute that we bring To perished ones, where moaneth Hades’ breath, Where no glad paeans ring.
IPHIGENEIA
Woe for the kingly sway From Atreus’ house that falls! Passed is their sceptre’s glory, passed away— Woe for my fathers’ halls !
Where are the heaven-blest kings Throned erstwhile in their might O’er Argos ? Trouble out of trouble springs In ceaseless arrowy flight.
CHORUS
O day when from his place The Sun his winged steeds wheeled, Turning the splendour of his holy face
170
180
190
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200
209 208
210
220
ἄλιος. άλλαις δ’ ἄλλα προσεβα γρυσέας ἀρνὸς μελάθροις ὸδύνα, φόνος ἐπὶ φόνω, ἄχεά τ’ άγεσιν' ἔνθεν τῶν πρόσθεν δμαθἐντων Τανταλιδᾶν εκ βαίνει ποινά y εἰς οἴκους· σπεύδει δ’ ἀσπούδαστ’ ἐπὶ σοι δαίμων.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ἐξ ἀρχὰς μοι δυσδαίμων δαίμων τὰς ματρὸς ξώνας καὶ νυκτὸς κείνας · ἐξ ἀρχᾶς λὁχιαι στερρὰν παιδείαν Μοῖραι συ vt είνουσιν θεαί, αν πpωτόyovov θάλος ἐν θαλάμοις ἁ μναστευθεισ' ἐξ Ἕλλάνων, Λήδας ἁ τλάμων κουρά, σφαγίον πατρώα λώβα καί θύμ ούκ εύyάθητον ετεκεν, ετρεώεν, εύκταίαν ίππείοις εν οίφροισιν ψαμαθων Αύλίδος επιβάσαν νύμφαν, οϊμοι, δύσνυμφον τω τὰς Νηρἐως κουράς, αίαι.
νυν δ’ άξείνου πόντου ξείνα δυσγόρτους οϊκους ναίω ἄγαμος, άτεκνος, ἄπολις, άφιλος, ου τὰνἈργει μἐλπουσ’ Ἠραν οὐδ’ ίστοΐς εν KaW^Ooyyow κερκίδι Παλλάδος Ἀτθίδος εἰκὼ καὶ Τιτάνων ποικίλλουσ\ ὰλλ’
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From horrors there revealed 1 That golden lamb 1 hath brought Woe added unto woe,
Pang upon pang, murder on murder wrought:
All these thy line must know.
Vengeance thine house must feel For sons thereof long dead :	200
Their sins Fate, zealous with an evil zeal,
Visiteth on thine head.
IPHIGENEIA
From the beginning was to me accurst My mother’s spousal-fate :
The Queens of Birth with hardship from the first Crushed down my childhood-state.
I, the first blossom of the bridal-bower
Of Leda’s hapless daughter	210
By princes wooed, was nursed for that dark hour Of sacrificial slaughter,
For vows that stained with sin my father’s hands When I was chariot-borne Unto the Nereid’s son on Aulis’ sands—
Ah me, a bride forlorn !
Lone by a stern sea’s desert shores I live Loveless, no children clinging To me ; the homeless, friendless, cannot give	220
To Hera praise of singing In Argos; nor to music of my loom Shall Pallas’ image grow Splendid in strife Titanic :—in my doom
1 See note to Electra, 1. 699.
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αίμὁρραντον δυ σ φόρμιγγα ξείνων α'ιμάσσουσ' άταν βωμούς, οίκτράν τ’ αίαξόντων αὐδάν, οίκτρόν τ’ εκβαΧΧόντων δάκρυ ον.
καί νυν κείνων μέν μοι λάθα, τον δ* * Αργεί δμαθέντα κΧαίω σύγγονον, ον εΧιττον έττιμαστ ίδιον ἔτι βρέφος, ἔτι νέον, ἔτι θάλος ἐν χερσὶν ματρός πρὸς στέρνοις τ’
Ἀργει σκηπτούχον Ὀρίσταν.
Χ0Ρ02
καὶ μὴν ὅδ* άκτάς ἐκλιπὼν θαλασσίους βουφορβός ήκει, σημανων τί σοι νέον. Β0ΤΚ0Λ02
Άγαμέμνονός τε καὶ Κλυταιμνηστρας τέκνον, ακούε καινών ἐξ ἐμοῦ κηρυγμάτων.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
τί δ’ ἔστι τοῦ παρόντος έκπΧήσσον Χόγου; Β0ΤΚ0Λ02
ηκουσιν εις γην, κυανέαν %υμπΧηγάδα πλάτη φυγόντες, δίπτυχοι νεανίαι, θεα φίΧον πρόσφαγμα καί θυτηριον Ἀρτἑμιδι. έρνιβας δὲ καὶ κατάργματα ούκ ἄν φθάνοις αν εύτρεπη ττοιονμένη. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ποδαποί ; τινος γῆς ὅνομ’1 ἔχουσιν οἱ ξἐνοι; Β0ΤΚ0Λ02
f/Ελληνες· ἐν τοῦτ* οιδα κοὐ περαιτέρω.
1 So the MSS. Monk reads σχῆμ’, “ what land’s garb do the strangers wear ? ”
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Blood-streams mid groanings flow,
The ghastly music made of strangers laid
On altars, piteous-weeping !.......
Yet from these horrors now my thoughts have strayed,
Afar to Argos leaping	230
To wail Orestes dead—a kingdom’s heir!
Ah, hands of my lost mother Clasped thee ; her breast, at my departing, bare Thy babe-face, O my brother!	,
CHORUS
Lo, yonder from the sea-shore one hath come,
A herdman bearing tidings unto thee.
Enter herdman.
HERDMAN
Agamemnon’s daughter, Clytemnestra’s child,
Hear the strange story that I bring to thee !
IPHIGENEIA
What cause is in thy tale for this amaze ?	240
HERDMAN
Unto the land, through those blue Clashing Rocks Sped by the oar-blades, two young men be come,
A welcome offering and sacrifice To Artemis. Prepare thee with all speed The lustral streams, the consecrating rites.
IPHIGENEIA
Whence come ?—what land’s name do the strangers bear ?
>	HERDMAN
Hellenes: this one thing know I; nought beside.
$Qi
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ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
οὐδ* ονομ άκονσας οίσθα των ξένων φράσαι Β0ΤΚ0Λ02
Πυλάδης ἐκλῄξεθ’ άτερος πρὸς θατέρον.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
250 τοῦ ξvξvyov δὲ τον ξένον τί τοννομ ἦν ;
Β0ΤΚ0Λ02
οὐδεὶς τὁδ’ οἷδεν · οὐ γὰΡ εἰσηκούσαμεν.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ποῦ δ’ εἴδετ’ αὐτοὺς κἀντυχὁντες έἶλετε; ΒΟΥΚΟΛΟΙ
ἄκραις ἐπὶ ρηγμῖσιν άξένον πόρον·
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
καὶ τίς θαλάσσης βονκόλοις κοινωνία; ΒΟΤΚΟΛΟ2
βοῦς ἢλθομεν νίψοντες εναλία Βρόσφ. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ἐκεῖσε δὴ ’πάνελθε, ποῦ νιν εἵλετε τρόττψ θ’ όποίω· τοῦτο γὰρ μαθεῖν θέλω, χρόνιοι yap ηκονσ\ ἐξ ὅτου βωμός θεᾶς Ελληνικαῖσιν έξεφοινίχθη ροαΐς.
Β0ΤΚ0Λ02
260	ἐπεὶ τὸν είσρέοντα διὰ '2^vμπληyάBωv
βοῦς νλοφορβονς πόντον εισεβάλλομεν, ἦν τις διαρρὼξ κνμάτων πολλῷ σάλφ κοιλωπός ἀγμὸς πορφνρευτικαϊ στέηαι. ἐνταῦθα Βισσονς ειΒέ τις νεανίας βονφορβός ημών, κάνεχώρησεν πάλιν άκροισι Βακτνλοισι πορθμενων ίχνος. ἔλεξε δ’* οὐχ όράτε; Βαίμονές τινες θάσσονσιν οίΒε. θεοσεβής δ’ ἡμῶν τις ὦν άνέσχε χεῖρε καὶ προσηνξατ είσιΒών
302
Digitized by Google
IPHIGENEIA IN TAURICA
IPHIOENEIA
Nor heardest thou their name, to tell it me ?
HERDMAN
Pylades one was of his fellow named.
IPHIGENEIA
And of the stranger’s comrade what the name ?
HERDMAN
This no man knoweth, for we heard it not
IPHIGENEIA
Where saw ye—came upon them—captured them ?
HERDMAN
Upon the breakers’ verge of yon drear sea.
IPHIGENEIA
Now what have herdmen with the sea to do ?
HERDMAN
We went to wash our cattle in sea-brine.
IPHIGENEIA
To this return—where laid ye hold on them,
And in what manner ? This I fain would learn.
For late they come : the Goddess’ altar long Hath been with streams of Hellene blood undyed.
HERDMAN
Even as we drave our woodland-pasturing kine Down to ifte s*fea that parts the Clashing Rocks,— There was a cliff-chine, by the ceaseless dash Of waves grooved out, a purple-fishers’ haunt Even there a herdman of our company Beheld two youths, and backward turned again, With tiptoe stealth his footsteps piloting,
And spake, “ Do ye not see them ?—yonder sit Gods ! ” One of us, a god-revering man,
Lifted his hands, and looked on them, and prayed :
303
Digitized by
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ H ΕΝ TAYPOIS
270 ω πόντιας παῖ Αβυκοθέας, νεῶν φύλαξ, δέσποτα Παλαῖμον, ἵλεως ἡμῖν γενοῦ, εἴτ’ οὖν ἐπ’ ἀκταῖς θάσσετον Διοσκὁρω, ἢ Νηρέως ἀγάλμαθ’, ος τὸν εὐγετῆ ἔτικτε πεντήκοντα Νηρῄδων χορόν.
•	ἄλλος δὲ τις μάταιος, ανομία θρασύς,
ἐγέλασεν εὐχαῖς, ναντ'ιΑους δ’ έφθαρμένους θάσσβιν φάραγγ’ ἔφασκε τοῦ νόμου φόβφ, κΧυοντας ως θύοιμβν ἐνθάδε ξένους. ἔδοξε δ’ ?;μών εὖ λέγειν τοῖς πλείοσι,
•280 Θήραν τε τῇ θεῷ σφάγια τάπιχώρια.
καν τῷδε πέτραν ατ€ρος λιπὼν ξένοιν ἔστη κάρα τε διετίναξ’ ἄνω κάτω κἀπεστἐναξεν ώλένας τρέμων ακρας, μανίαις άΧαίνων, και βοα κυναγος ὦς· Πυλάδη, δέδορκας τήνδε; τήνδε δ’ οὐχ ὁρᾴς Ἀιδου δράκαιναν, ως με βούλεται κτανεῖν δειναῖς έχίδναις εἰς ἔμ’ ἐστομωμένη ; ή δ’ ἐκ χιτώνων πυρ πνέουσα καί φόνον πτβροΐς έρέσσει, μητέρ άηκαΧαις έμην 290 ἔχουσα, πέτρινον οχθον, ως ἐπεμβάλῃ^
οἵμοι κτενεῖ με- ποῖ ψύγω ; παρήν δ’ ὁρᾶν οὐ ταῦτα μορφής σχήματ, ἀλλ ἡλλάσσετο φθογγάς τε μόσχων καί κυνών ύΧαηματα, α ’φασκ’1 Ἐρινὺς ἱἐναι μυκήματα.2 ἡμεῖς δὲ συσταλἑντες, ὡς θανούμενοι, σιγῇ καθήμεθ’· ὁ δὲ χε^οὶ σπάσας ξίφος, μάσχους όρούσας εἰ? μέσα? λέων ὅπως, παίει σιδηρω λαγὁνας εἰς πλευράς ι εις, δοκών Ἐρινὺς θεὸς ἀμύνεσθαι τάδε,
300 ώς αιματηρόν πέλαγος ἐξανθεῖν ἁλὸς.
1 Badhsm : for MBS. ἄς φασ\ 1 Nauck : lor MSS. μιμἡματα.
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“ Guardian of ships, Sea-queen Leucothea’s son	270
O Lord Palaemon, gracious be to us;
Or ye, Twin Brethren, if ye yonder sit;
Or Nereus’ darlings, born to him of whom That company of fifty Nereids sprang.”
But one, a scomer, bold in lawlessness,
Mocked at his prayers : for shipwrecked mariners Dreading our law, said he, sat in the cleft,
Who had heard how strangers here be sacrificed.
And now the more part said, “ He speaketh well :
Let us then hunt the Goddess’ victims due.”	280
One of the strangers left meantime the cave,
Stood forth, and up and down he swayed his head,
And groaned and groaned again with quivering hands,
Frenzy-distraught, and shouted hunter-like ;
“ Pylades, seest thou her ?—dost mark not her,
Yon Hades-dragon, lusting for my death,
Her hideous vipers gaping upon me ?
And this, whose robes waft fire and slaughter forth,
Flaps wings—my mother in her arms she holds—
Ha, now to a rock-mass changed !—to hurl on me !	290
Ah ! she will slay me ! Whither can I fly ? ”
We could not see these shapes : his fancy changed Lowing of kine and barking of the dogs To howlings which the Fiends sent forth, he said.
We cowering low, as men that looked to die,
Sat hushed. With sudden hand he drew his sword,
And like a lion rushed amidst the kine,
Smote with the steel their flanks, pierced through their ribs,—
Deeming that thus he beat the Erinyes back,—
So that the sea-brine blossomed with blood-foam. 300
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καν τῷδε πᾶς τις, ὼς όρα βουφόρβία πίπτοντα και πορθούμεν’, εξωπλίζετο, κόχλους τε φυσών σνΧΧέγων τ’ εγχωρίους* προς εὺτραφεῖς γὰρ καὶ νεανίας ξένους ^ φαύλους μάχεσθαι βουκόλους ἡγοὑμεῦα. πολλοὶ δ’ ἐπληρώθημεν οὐ μακρῷ χρὁνῳ. πίπτει δὲ μανίας πίτυλον ό ξένος μεθείς, στάζων άφρψ ηένειον ως δ’ ἐσείδομεν προὑργου πεσὁντα, πᾶς ἀνήρ ἔπχεν πόνον βάλλων ανάσσων ατερος δε τοῖν ξένοιν άφρόν τ’ απέψη σώματός τ ἐτημἑλει πέπλων τε προυκάλυπrev εὐπήνους ύφάς, καραΒοκών μὲν τάπιόντα τραύματα, φίλον δὲ θεραπείαισιν ἄνδρ’ evepyeτων. εμφρων δ’ αναξας ό ξένος πεσηματος ἕγνω κλύΒωνα πολεμίων προσκείμενον καί την παρούσαν συμφοράν αύτοΐν πέλας, ψμωξέ θ’· ἡμεῖς δ’ οὐκ άνίεμεν πέτρους βάλλοντες, άλλος ἄλλοθεν προσκείμενοι. οὐ δὴ τὺ Βεινόν παρακέλευσμα ήκούσαμεν Πυλάδη, θανοὑμεθ’, ἀλλ’ ὅπως θανοὑμεθα κάλλισθ’· ἕπου μοι, φασιανόν σπάσας χέρι, ὼς δ’ εϊΒομεν Βίπαλτα πολεμίων ξίφη, φυγῇ λεπαίας έξεπίμπλαμεν νάπας. ἀλλ’, εἰ φύηοι τις, ατεροι προσκείμενοι εβαλλον αυτούς· εἰ δὲ τοὑσδ’ ώσαίατο, αὖθις τὺ νῦν ύπεϊκον ηρασσον πέτροις. ἀλλ’ ἦν άπιστον· μυρίων yap εκ χερών οὐδεὶς τὰ τῆς θεού θύματ ηύτύχει βαλών, μόλις δέ νιν τόλμη μεν ου χειρούμεθα, κύκλω δὲ περίβολόν τες έξεκλέψαμεν πέτροισι χειρών φασγάν’, εἰς δὲ γἣν γόνυ
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Thereat each man, soon as he marked the heeds Harried and falling slain, ’gan arm himself,
Blowing on conchs and gathering dwellers-round;
For we accounted herdmen all too weak To fight with grangers young and lusty-growii.>
So in short time were many mustered there.
Now ceased the stranger’s madness-fit: he falls,
Foam spraying o’er his beard. We, marking him So timely fallen, wrought each man his part,
Hurling with battering stones. His fellow still	310
Wiped off the foam, and tended still his frame,
And screened it with his cloak’s fair-woven folds, Watching against the ever-hailing blows,
With loving service ministering to his friend.
He came to himself—he leapt from where he lay—
He marked the surge of foes that rolled on him,
He marked the deadly mischief imminent,
And groaned: but we ceased not from hurling stones,
Hard pressing them from this side and from that. Thereat we heard this terrible onset-shout:	320
“ Pylades, we shall die : see to it we die With honour ! Draw thy sword, and follow me.”
But when we saw our two foes’ brandished blades,
In flight we filled the copses of the cliffis.
Yet, if these fled, would those press on again,
And cast at them; and if they drave those back,
They that first yielded hurled again the stones.
Yet past belief it was—of all those hands,
To smite the Goddess’ victims none prevailed.
At last we overbore them,—not by courage,	330
But, compassing them, smote the swords unwares Out of their hands with stones. To earth they bowed
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καμάτω καθεῖσαν. πρὸς δ’ άνακτα τῆσδε γἧς κομίζομέν νιν. ὁ δ’ ἐσιδὼν ὅσον τάγος εἰς χέρνιβάς τε καὶ σφayεΐ έπεμπε σοι. βὐχου δὲ τοιάδ’, ὦ νεᾶνί, σοι ξένων σφά/yui παρεῖναι· καν άναλίσκης ξένους τοιούσδε, τον σὺν Ἑλλὰς ἀποτίσει φόνον δίκας τίνονσα τῆς ἐν Αὐλίδι σφαγής.
Χ0Ρ02
θαυμάστ’ ελεξας τον φανενθ\ οστις ποτὲ Ἕλληνος ἐκ γη? πόντον ἦλθεν αξενον.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
εἷεν. σὺ μὲν κόμιζε τοὺς ξένους μόλων τὰ δ’ ἐνθάδ’ ἡμεῖς φροντιούμεν οΐα χρή.1
ὦ καρδία τάλαινα, πρὶν μὲν εἰς ξένους γαληνὸς ἦσθα καὶ φιλοικτίρμων αει, εἰς θούμόφυλον άναμετρουμένη δάκρυ, "Ελληνας ἄνδρας ηνίκ εις χέρας λάβοις. νῦν δ’ ἐξ ονείρων οίσιν ἡγριωμεθα, δοκούσ* Ὀρἐστην μηκέθ’ ἦλιον βλέπειν, δύσνουν με ληψεσθ\ οΐτινές ποθ’ ηκετε. καί τοῦτ’ ἄρ’ ἦν αληθές, ησθόμην, φίλαι* οι δυστυχείς yap τοῖσιν εύτυχεστέροις αυτοί καλώς ττράξαντες ου φρονοΰσιν ευ. ἀλλ’ οὔτε πνεύμα Διόθεν ἦλθε πώποτε, οὐ πορθμίς, ἦτις διὰ πέτρας %υμπληyάδας 'Ελένην ἀπήγαγ’ ἐνθάδ’, ἦ μ’ ἀπώλεσε, Μβνἐλβών θ’, ἵν’ αυτούς άντετιμωρησάμην, την ἐνθάδ’ Αὐλιν άντιθεϊσα της εκεί, ου μ ώστε μόσχον Δαναιδαι χειρούμενοι
1 Badham : for οία φροντιούμςθα of MSS.
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Their toil-spent knees. We brought them to the king.
He looked on them, and sent them with all speed To thee, for sprinkling waters and blood-bowls.
Pray, maiden, that such strangers aye be given For victims. If thou still destroy such men,
Hellas shall make atonement for thy death,
Yea, shall requite thy blood in Aulis spilt.
CHORU8
Strange tale thou tellest of one newly come,	340
Whoe’er from Hellas yon drear sea hath reached.
IPHIGENEIA
Enough : go thou, the strangers hither bring:
I will take thought for all that needeth here.
[Exit HERDMAN.
O stricken heart, to strangers in time past Gentle wast thou and ever pitiful,
To kinship meting out its due of tears,
When Greeks soever fell into thine hands.
But now, from dreams whereby mine heart is steeled,—
Who deem Orestes seeth light no more,—
Stern shall ye find me, who ye be soe’er.	350
Ah, friends, true saw was this, I prove it now :—
The hapless, which have known fair fortune once,
Are hitter-thoughted unto happier folk.
Ah, never yet a breeze from Zeus hath come,
Nor ship, that through the Clashing Rocks hath brought
Hitherward Helen, her which ruined me,
And Menelaus, that I might requite An Aulis here on them for that afar,
Where, like a calf, the sons of Danaus seized
309
Digitized by boogie
360
370
\ ν -
380
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ H ΕΝ ΤΑΥΡΟΙ2
&
:iv|Vy
εσφαξον, ίερεύς δ’ ἦν ὸ ηεννησας πατὴρ. οι μοι· κακών yap των τότ ουκ^άμνημονώ, Λο -ὅσας γενείου χεῖρας εξηκόντισα>	r %" "
γονάτων τε τοῦ τεκὁντος εξαρτωμένη, ν λέηουσα τοιάδ’· ὦ πάτερ, νυμφεύομαι νυμφεύματ’ αἰσχρά πρὸς σέθεν μήτ?;ρ δ’ ἐμὲ σἐθεν κατακτείνοντος Ἀργεῖαί τε νυν ύμνούσιν ύμεναίοισιν, αὐλεῖται δὲ πᾶν μέλαθρον · ἡμεῖς δ* ὸλλὑμεσθα πρὸς σέθεν.
Ἀιδης Ἀχιλλεὺς ἦν ἄρ’, οὐχ ὁ Πηλέως, ον μοι προτείνας1 πόσιν, ἐν αρμάτων μ οχοις εἰς αιματηρόν γάμον ἐπόρθμευσας δὁλῳ.
- ἐγὼ ὃ€ λεπτών ὄμμα διὰ καλυμμάτων ἔχουσν ἀδελφὁν τ’ οὐκ ἀνειλὁμην χεροΐν, ος νῦν ολωλεν, οὐ κασιγνήτη στόμα avvr/yfF υπ αίΒοΰς, ως ίούσ’ εἰς Πηλέως μέλαθρα · πολλὰ δ’ άπεθέμην άσπάσματα είσαύθις, ώς ἢξουσ* ἐς Ἀργος αὖ πάλιν.
-χ/'
ω τλημον, εἰ τέθνηκας, ἐξ οίων καλών ερρεις, Ὀρἐστα, και πατρός ζηλωμάτων. τὰ τὴς Θεοῦ δὲ μέμφομαι σοφίσματα, ἦτις βροτών μὲν ἦν τις άψηται φόνου, ἢ καὶ λοχείας ἢ νεκρού θίγῃ χεροΐν, βωμών άπείρηει, μυσαρον ως γούμενη, αυτή δὲ θυσίαις ήδεται βροτοκτόνοις. ούκ εσθ* όπως ἔτικτεν ἡ Διὸς δάμαρ Λητώ τοσαύτην άμαθίαν. ἐγὼ μὲν οὖν τὰ Ταντάλου θεοϊσιν έσ τ ιάματα άπιστά κρίνω, παιδὺς ήσθήναι βορά, τοὺς δ’ ἐνθάδ*, αυτούς όντας άνθρωποκτόνους,
1 Bad ham : for MSS. προσεῖπας.
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360
And would have slain me—mine own sire the priest!
A)i me ! that hour’s woe cannot I forget—
<How oft unto my father’s beard I strained Mine hands, iand clung unto my father’s knees,
Crying, “ 0 father, in a shameful bridal I am joined of thee ! My mother, in this hour When thou art slaying me, with Argive daines Chanteth my marriage-hymn:	through all the
house
Flutes ring !—and I am dying by thine hand !
Hades the Achilles was, no PeleuS’ son,
Thou profferedst me for spouse ; thou broughtest me 370 By guile with chariot-pomp to bloody spousals.”
*«CBut I—the fine-spun veil fell o’er mine eyes,^
That I took not my brother in mine arms^ '
Who now is dead, nor kissed my sister s lips For shame, as unto halls of Peleus bound.
Yea, many a loving greeting I deferred,
As who should come to Argos yet again.
Hapless Orestes !—from what goodly lot By death thou art banished, what high heritage !
Out on this Goddess’s false subtleties,	380
Who, if one stain his hands with blood of men,
Or touch a wife new-travailed, or a corpse,
Bars him her altars, holding him defiled,
Yet joys herself in human sacrifice !
It cannot be that Zeus’ bride Leto bare Such folly. Nay, I hold unworthy credence The banquet given of Tantalus to the Gods,—
As though the .Gods could savour a child’s flesh !
Even so, this folk, themselves man-murderers,
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390 εἰς τὴν θεόν τὺ φανλον άναφέρειν δοκὼ · οὐδἐνα γὰρ οἶμαι δαιμόνων εἶναι κακόν.
Χ0Ρ02
Κυάνεαι Κυάνεαι συνοδοί θάλασσας, στρ. α' ἵν’ οίστρος ὁ ποτώμενος Ἀργὁθεν ἄξενον ἐπ’ οἶδμα διεπέρασεν Τους Ἀσιήτιδα η αίαν Εὐρώπας Βιαμειγας, τινες ποτ’ ἄρα τον εννΒρον Βονακόχλοον 400	λιπὁντες Eνρώταν
ή ρεύματα σεμνά Δίρκας
εβασαν εβασαν άμικτον αίαν, ἔνθα κουρά
Βία τέγγει
βωμούς καί περικίονας ναούς αίμα βρότειον;
ἦ ροθίοις εΐλατίναις Βικρότοισι κώπαις άντ. α έπεμφαν1 ἐπὶ πόντια κύματα 410	νάιον όχημα λινοπόροισί τ’ ανραις,
φιλὁπλουτον Άμιλλαν αΰξοντες μελάθροισιν ;
φίλα yap ἐλπὶς έyevετ ἐπὶ πήμασι βροτών ἄπληστος άνθρώποις,
. ολβου βάρος οι φέρονται πλάνη τες ἐπ’ οἶδμα πόλεις τε βαρβάρους περων τες κοινά Βόξα.
γνώμα δ’ οἶς μὲν ακαιρος ό'λ-420	βου, τοῖς δ’ εἰς μέσον ήκει.
πως πέτρας τὰς σννΒρομάΒας,	στρ. β'
πώς Φινείδας άνπνονς
1 KOchly : for έπλευσαν
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Charge on their Goddess their own sin, I ween ;
For I believe that none of Gods is vile.
[Exit.
CHORUS
(Str. 1)
Dark cliffs, dark cliffs of the Twin Seas’ meeting, Where the gadfly of Io, from Argos fleeting,
Passed o’er the heave of the havenless surge From the Asian land unto Europe’s verge,
Who are these, that from waters, lovely-gleaming By Eurotas’ reeds, or from fountains streaming
Of Dirce the hallowed have come, have come, To the shore where the stranger may find no home,
Where crimson from human veins that raineth The altars of Zeus’s Daughter staineth,
And her pillared dome ?
(Ant. 1)
With pine-oars rightward and leftward flinging The surf, and the breeze iir the tackle singing,
That sea-wain over the surge did they sweep, Sore-coveted wealth in their halls to heap ?— For winsome is hope unto men’s undoing,
And unsatisfied ever they be with pursuing
The treasure up-piled for the which they roam Unto alien cities o’er ridges of foam,
By the same hope lured :—but one ne’er taketh Fortune at flood, while her full tide breaketh Unsought over some.
How twixt the Death-crags’ swing, (Sir. 2) And by Phineus beaches that ring
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ἀκτὰς επέρασαν
παρ’ αλών aiyiaXov ἐπ’ Ἀμφιτρίτας ροθίω δραμὁντες, ὅπου πεντήκοντα κόράν Νηρηίδων χοροὶ μελπουσιν εγκύκλιοι,
430 πλησιστίοισι πνοαΐ?,
συριζόντων κατά πρύμνα ν εύναίων πηδαλίων αύραισιν νοτίαι? ή πνεύμασι Ζέφυρου, τον πόλυόρνιθον ἐπ’ αἶαν, λεύκάν άκτάν, Άχιλήο? δρόμους καλλισταδίου?, αξεινον κατά πόντον;
εἶθ’ ευχαίσιν δεσποσύνου?	άντ. β
440	Αήδας Ελἑνα φίλα παῖς
ελθοϋσα τὐχοι τὰ ν
Τρῳάδα λιποϋσα πάλιν, ϊν ἀμφὶ χαίτα
δροσον αίματηράν
εΐλιχθεϊσα λαιμοτόμφ
δέσποινας χερὶ θάνῃ
ττοινὰς δοῦσ’ αντιπάλου?.
άδιστ αν τήνδ’ αγγελίαν
δεξαίμεσθΈλλάδος ἐκ γᾶς
πλωτήρων ει τις ἔβα,
450	δουλεία? εμεθεν
δειλαία? παυσίπονο?· καν γὰρ όνείρασι συνείην δόμοι? πόλει τε πατρώα, τερπνών ύμνων άπόλαυ-σιν, κοινάν χάριν ὅλβῳ.
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With voices of seas unsleeping,
Won they, by breakers leaping O’er the Sea-queen s strand, as they passed Through the crash of the surge flying fast,
And saw where in dance-rings sweeping The fifty Nereids sing,—
When strained in the breeze the sail, ,	430
When hissed, as the keel ran free,
The rudder astern, and before the gale Of the south did the good ship flee,
Or by breath of the west was fanned Past that bird-haunted strand,
The long white reach of Achilles’ Beach,
Where his ghost-feet skim the sand By the cheerless sea ?
But O had Helen but strayed	(Ant. 2)
Hither from Troy, as prayed	440
My lady,—that Leda’s daughter,
Her darling, with spray of the water Of death on her head as a wreath,
Were but laid with her throat beneath The hand of my mistress for slaughter \
Fit penalty so should be paid.
How gladly the word would I hail,
If there came from the Hellene shore,
One hitherward wafted by wing of the sail,
Who should bid that my bondage be o’er, 450 My bondage of travail and pain !
O but in dreams yet again Mid the homes to stand of my fatherland,
In the bliss of a rapturous strain My soul to outpour !
315
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ἀλΧ* οἵδε χέρας δεσμοΐς δίδυμοι συνερεισθἐντες χωροΰσι, νέον πρόσφαγμα θεᾶς· σιγᾶτε, φίλαι. τὰ γὰρ Ἑλλήνων άκροθίνια δὴ ναοῖσι πέλας τάδε βαίνει* οὐδ’ ἀγγελίας <γευδεΐς ἔλακεν βουφορβός ἀνήρ. ὦ πότνι, ει σοι τάδ’ ἀρεσκὁντως πόλις ἦδε τελεῖ, δέξαι θυσίας, ὰς ὁ παρ’ ἡμῖν νόμος οὐχ ὁσίως Ἕλλησι διδοὺς ἀναφαίνει.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ειεν
τὰ τῆς θεόν μεν πρώτον ως καλώς ἔχῃ φροντιστέον μοι. μέθετε των ξένων χέρας, ώς ὄντες ἱεροὶ μηκέτ ώσι δέσμιοι, ναού δ’ ἔσω στείχοντες εύτρεπίζετε α χρὴ VI τοῖς παροΰσι και .νομίζεται. φευ·
τίς ἆρα μήτηρ ἡ τεκοῦσ’ ὺμᾶς ποτε πατήρ τ’; αδελφή τ’, εἰ γεγῶσα τυγχάνει, οίων στερεΐσα διπτύχων νεανιών ανάδελφος ἔσται, τὰς τὑχας τίς οἶδ’ ὅτῳ τοιαίδ’ ἔσονται; πάντα yap τα τών θεών εις αφανές %ρπει, κούδέν οιδ’ οὐδεὶς κακόν. ἡ γὰρ τύχη παρηηαη εις το δυσμαθές, ποθεν 7τοθ’ ηκετ, ώ ταλαίπωροι ξένοι ; ως διὰ μακροϋ μεν τήνδ’ ἐπΧεύσατε χθύνα, μακράν δ’ απ’ οΐκων χθονός εσεσθ’ ἀεὶ κάτω.
ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
τί ταῦτ’ ὸδύρει, κἀπὶ τοῖς μέλλουσι νὼ κακοΐσι λυπείς, ἦτις εἶ ποτ’, ώ γύναι;
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Entei' attendants with orestes and pylades.
Lo, hither with pinioned arms come twain,
Victims fresh for the Goddess’s fane :—
Friends, hold ye your peace.
No lying message the herdman spoke :	460
To the temple be coining the pride of the folk Of the land of Greece 1
Dread Goddess, if well-pleasing unto thee Are this land’s deeds, accept the sacrifice Her laws give openly, although it be Accurst in Hellene eyes.
Enter iphigeneia.
IPHIGENEIA
First, that the Goddess’ rites be duly done Must I take heed. Unbind the strangers’ hands,
That, being hallowed, they be chained no more ;
Then, pass within the temple, and prepare	470
What needs for present use, what custom bids.
Sighs.	[Exeunt attendants.
Who was your mother, she which gave you birth ?—
Your sire ?—your sister who ?—if such there be,
Of what fair brethren shall she be bereaved,
Brotherless now \	. Who knoweth upon whom
Such fates shall fall ? Heaven’s dealings follow ways
Past finding out, and none foreseeth ill.
Fate draws us ever on to the unknown ! . . . .
Whence, O whence come ye, strangers evil-starred ?
Far have ye sailed—only to reach this land,	480
To lie in Hades far from home for aye!
ORESTES
Why make this moan, and with the ills to come Afflict us, woman, whosoe’er thou art ?
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οὔτοι νομίζω σοφόν, ὺς ἄν μελλων θανεῖν οϊκτφ το δεῖμα τούλεθρου νικάν θελη, οὐδ’ ὅστις Ἀιδην iyyvs οντ οίκτίζεται, σωτηρίας αν ελπίς' ως δ ν ἐξ ὲνὺς κακά συναπτέ ι, μωρίαν τ ὸφλισκάνβ ι θνήσκει θ’ ομοίως· τὴν τύχην δ’ εάν γρεών. ἡμᾶς δὲ μὴ θρηνεί συ* τὰς γὰρ ενθάδε θυσίας επιστάμεσθα καί γιγνώσκομεν. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
πότερος ἄρ’ υμών ἐνθάδ’ ωνομασμενος Πυλάδης κεκληται; τάδε μαθειν πρώτον θέλω. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ5
ὅδ’, εἴ τι δή σοι τοῦτ’ ἐν ἡδονῇ μαθειν.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ττοίας πολίτης ττατρίδος Ἕλληνος ^ε^ώς; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
τί δ* ἂν μαθοϋσα τάδε πλέον λάβοις, γύναι; ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
πότερον άδελφώ μητρός εστον εκ μιάς; ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
φιλότητί y· ἐσμὲν δ’ οὐ κασιγνήτη) γἐνει.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
σοὶ δ’ ονομα ποιον εθεθ’ ὁ γεννησας πατήρ; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τὺ μὲν δίκαιον δυστυχείς καλοίμεθ’ ἄν. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
οὐ τοῦτ’ ερωτώ· τούτο μεν δος τη τύχη. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ανώνυμοι θανόντες ου γελᾤμεθ’ ἄν.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
τί δέ φθονείς τοῦτ’; ἢ φρονείς ου τω μίγα;
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Not wise I count him, who, when doomed to death,
By lamentation would its terrors quell,
Nor him who wails for Hades looming nigh,
Hopeless of help. He maketh evils twain Of one : he stands of foolishness convict,
And dies no less. E’en let fate take her course.
For us make thou no moan : the altar-rites	490
Which this land useth have we learnt, and know.
IPHIGENEIA
Whether of you twain here was called by name Pylades ?—this thing first I fain would learn.
ORESTES
He—if to learn this pleasure thee at all.
IPHIGENEIA
And of what Hellene state bom citizen ?
ORE8TE8
How should the knowledge, lady, advantage thee ?
IPHIGENEIA
Say, of one mother be ye brethren twain ?
ORESTES
In love we are brethren, lady, not in birth.
IPHIGENEIA
And what name gave thy father unto thee ?
ORESTES
Rightly might I be called “ Unfortunate.”	600
IPHIGENEIA
Not this I ask : lay this to fortune’s door.
ORESTES
If I die nameless, I shall not be mocked.
IPHIGENEIA	#
Now wherefore grudge me this ? So proud art thou ?
3*9
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ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τὺ σώμα θύσεις τοὐμὸν, οὐχὶ τοὔνομα. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
οὐδ’ αν πόλιν φράσειας ἥτις ἐστί σοι; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ζητεῖς γὰρ οὐδὲν κέρδος, ως θανονμένω. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
χάριν δὲ δούναι τήνδε κωλύει τι σε;
ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
τὺ κλεινόν Ἀργος πατρίδ’ ἐμὴν επ εύχομαι* ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
πρὸς θεῶν αληθώς, ώ ξέν, ει κειθεν γεγώ?; ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
ἐκ των Μυκηνών γ’, αἵ ποτ’ ἦσαν 8λβιαι.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
φυγὰς δ’ οπτήρας πατρίδος, η ποια τύχη; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
φεύγω τρόπον γε δη τιν οὐχ ἑκὼν ἐκών. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
καὶ μὴν ποθεινός γ’ ήλθες ἐξ Ἀργους μόλων. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ν	ϊ	λ »	» 5>\	/	\	"ΛΙ ^
ουκονν εμαυτω y ει θε σοι, σν τουν ορα. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ἀρ’ ἄν τί μοι φράσειας ών ἐγὼ θέλω; ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ5
ὦς γ’ ἐν παρερηω τής εμής δνσπραξίας. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
Τροίαν ϊσως οισθ\ ἦς απανταχού λόγος. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ως μήποτ ώφελόν γε μηδ’ ἰδὼν ὄναρ.
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ORESTES
My body shalt thou slaughter, not my name.
IPHIGENEIA
Not even thy city wilt thou name to me ?
ORESTES
Thou seekest to no profit: I must die.
IPHIGENEIA	r
Yet, as a grace to me, why grant not this ?
ORESTES
Argos the glorious boast I for my land.
IPHIGENEIA
’Fore Heaven, stranger, art indeed her son ?
ORESTES
Yea—of Mycenae, prosperous in time past.	610
IPHIGENEIA
Exiled didst quit thy land, or by what hap ?
ORESTES
In a sort exiled—willing, and yet loth.
IPHIGENEIA
Yet long-desired from Argos hast thou come.
ORESTES
Of me, not: if of thee, see thou to that.
IPHIGENEIA
Now wouldst thou tell a thing I fain would know ?
ORESTES
Ay—a straw added to my trouble’s weight.
IPHIGENEIA
Troy haply know’st thou, famed the wide world through ?
ORESTES
Would I did not,—not even seen in dreams!
321
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ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
φασίν νιν ονκέτ ονσαν οϊ'χμσθαι 8ορί.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
520 ἔστιν γὰρ όντως οὐδ’ ακραντ ηκούσατβ.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
Ελἑνη δ’ άφΐκται δῶμα Μενέλεω πάλιν; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
ἣκει, κακώς y ἐλθοῦσα των ἐμῶν τινι. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
καὶ ποῦ ’στ*; κάμοί yap τι ττρούφβίλβι κακόν. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
Σπάρτη ξυνοικεῖ τῷ πάρος ξυνευνἐτῃ.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ὦ μῖσος εἰ? Γ/Ελληνας, οὐκ ἐμοὶ μὁνῃ.
ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
ἀπὲλαυσα κἀγὼ δή τι τῶν κάνης γάμων. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
νόστος δ’ ’Αχαιών ἐγἐνεθ’, ὼς κηρύσσεται; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ώς πάνθ’ ἅπαξ με σνλλαβονσ ἀνιστορεῖς.
•	ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
πρὶν γὰρ θανεῖν σε, τοῦδ’ έπαυρέσθαι θέλω. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
530 ἔλεγχ\ ἐπειδὴ τοῦδ’ ἐρᾴς· λίξω δ’ ἐγώ.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
Κάλχας τις ἦλθε μάντις ἐκ Τροίας πάλιν; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
ὅλωλεν, ώς ἦν ἐν Μυκηναίοις λόγος.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ὦ ττότνι, ως εὖ. τί γὰρ ὁ Ααέρτον yόvoς; ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
οὔπα) νενὁστηκ οίκον, ἔστι δ’, ως λόγος.
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IPHIGENEIA
They say she is no more, by spears o’erthrown.
ORESTES
So is it: things not unfulfilled ye heard.	620
IPHIGENEIA
Came Helen back to Menelaus’ home ?
ORESTES
She came—for evil unto kin of mine.
IPHIGENEIA
Where is she ? Evil debt she oweth me.
ORESTES
In Sparta dwelling with her sometime lord.
IPHIGENEIA
Thing loathed of Hellenes, not of me alone!
ORESTES
I too have tasted of her bridal’s fruit.
IPHIGENEIA
And came the Achaeans home, as rumour saith ?
ORESTES
Thou in one question comprehendest all.
IPHIGENEIA
Ah, ere thou die, this boon I fain would win.
ORESTES
Ask on, since this thou era vest. I will speak. 530
IPHIGENEIA
Calchas, a prophet—came he back from Troy ?
ORESTES
Dead-—as the rumour in Mycenae ran.
iphigeneia (turning to Artemis* temple)
O Queen, how justly! And Laertes’ son ?
ORESTES
He hath Avon not home, but liveth, rumour tells.
3^3
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ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ὅλοιτο, νόστου μήποτ’ εἰς πάτραν τυχών. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
μηδὲν κατεὐχου· πάντα τάκείνου νοσεῖ. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
Θἐτιδος δὲ τῆς Νηρῇδος ἔστι παῖς ἔτι; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οὐκ ἔστιν ἄλλως λέκτρ’ ἔγημ’ ἐν Αὐλίδι. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
δὁλια γάρ, ὡς ισασιν οἱ πεττονθὁτες·
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τίς εἶ 7γοΘΥ ως εὖ πυνθάνει τἀφ’ Ελλάδος,
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ἐκεῖθέν βίμι* παῖς ἔτ’ οὖσ’ ἀπωλὁμην. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
όρθως ποθεῖς ἄρ’ εἰδέναι τἀκεῖ, γύναι. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
τί δ’ ὸ στρατηγός, ον λἐγουπ’ εὐδαιμονεῖν; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τίς; οὐ γὰρ ὸν 7* ἐ7ψεα τῶν εὐδαιμόνων.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
Ἀτρέως ἐλἐγετο δή τις Ἀγαμέμνων ἄναξ. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οὐκ οἶδ*· ἄπελθε τοῦ λόγου τούτου, ηύναι.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
μὴ πρὸς Θεών, ἀλλ’ εἴφ’, ἵν’ εύφρανθω, ξἐνε. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τβθνηχ ό τλήμων, πρὸς δ’ ἀπώλεσέν τινα. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
τεθνηκε; ποία συμφορά; ταΚαιν ἐχω. ΟΡΕ3ΤΗ2
τί δ’ ἐστ έναξας τούτο; μῶν προσ ή κε σοι;
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IPHIGENEIA
Now ruin seize him! Never win he home !
ORESTES
No need to curse. His lot is misery all.
IPHIGENEIA
Liveth the son of Nereid Thetis yet ?
ORE8TE8
Lives not. In Aulis vain his bridal was.
IPHIGENEIA
A treacherous bridal !—they which suffered know.
ORESTES
Who art thou—thou apt questioner touching Greece ? 540
IPHIGENEIA
Thence am I, in my childhood lost to her.
ORESTES
Well mayst thou, lady, long for word of her.
# IPHIGENEIA
What of her war-chief, named the prosperous ?
ORESTES
Who ? Of the prosperous is not he I know.
IPHIGENEIA
One King Agamemnon, Atreus* scion named.
ORESTES
1 know not. Lady, let his story be.
IPHIGENEIA
Nay, tell, by Heaven, that I be gladdened, friend.
ORESTES
Dead, hapless king !—and perished not alone.
IPHIGENEIA
Dead is he ? By what fate ?—ah, woe is me !
ORESTES
Why dost thou sigh thus ? Is he kin to thee ?	550
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ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
τον 0\βον αυτόν τον ττάροιθ’ άναστένω. 0ΡΕ2ΤΗ2
δεινῶς γὰρ ἐκ γυναικὺς οϊγβται σὼαγεῖς.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ὦ πανδάκρυτος ἡ κτανοΰσα χώ θανών. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
παυσαί νυν ἤδη μηδ’ ερώτησές πέοα. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
τοσὁνδε γ’, εἰ ζῇ τοῦ ταλαίπωρου δαμαρ. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
οὐκ ἔστι* παῖς νιν ον ἔτεχ’, οὖτος ὦλεσεν. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ὦ σννταραγθάς οἶκος, ώς τί δὴ θέλων; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗΤ
•πατρός θανοντος αίμα τιμωρούμ€νος. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ *
φεῦ·
ώς εὖ κακόν δίκαιον βἰσεπράξατο.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
ἀλλ’ οὐ τα ττ ρος Θεών εὐτυχεῖ δίκαιος ων. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
λείπει δ’ ἐν οϊκοις ἄλλον Ἀγαμἐμνων γὁνον ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
λἐλοιπεν Ἠλἐκτραν γε παρθένον μίαν. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
τί δὲ; σφαγείσης θυηατρος ἔστι τις λώγος; ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
οὐδείς γε, πλὴν θανούσαν οὐχ δραν φάος. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
τάλαιν ἐκείνῃ χώ κτανών αυτήν πατήρ.
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IPHIOENEIA
His happiness of old days I bemoan.
ORESTES
Yea, and his awful death—slain by his wife !
IPHIGENEIA
O all-bewailed, the murderess and the dead Γ
ORESTES
Refrain thee even now, and ask no more.
IPHIGENEIA
This only—lives the hapless hero’s wife ?
ORESTES
Lives not. Her son—ay, whom herself bare—slew
IPHIGENEIA
O house distraught ! Slew her!—with what intent ?
ORESTES
To avenge on her his murdered father s blood.
IPHIGENEIA
Alas !—ill justice, wrought how righteously !
ORESTES
Not blest of heaven is he, how just soe’er.	560
IPHIGENEIA
Left the king other issue in his halls ?
ORESTES
One maiden child, Electra, hath he left.
IPHIGENEIA
How, is nought said of her they sacrificed ?
ORESTES
Nought—save, being dead,’she seeth not the light.
IPHIGENEIA
Ah, hapless she, and hapless sire that slew 1
her.
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ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
κακής γυναικος χάριν άχαριν ἀπώλετο. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ὁ τοῦ θανόντος δ’ ἔστι παῖς ν Αργεί πατρός; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἔστ’, ἄθλιος γε, κοὐδαμοῦ καὶ πανταχοΰ. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ψευδείς ονειροι, χαίρετ* οὐδὲν ἦτ’ ἄρα. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οὐδ’ οἱ σοφοί γε δαίμονες κεκλημἑνοι πτηνών ονείρων εἰσὶ ν αψευδέστεροι. πολὺς ταραγμὸς ἔν τε τοῖς θβίοις ἔνι καν τοῖς βροτείοις· ὲν δὲ Χυπεϊται μόνον, οτ ούκ άφρων ων μάντεων πεισθεὶς λὁγοις ολωλεν ώς ὅλωλε τοῖσιν εἰδὁσιν.
ΧΟΡ02
ψεῦ φεῦ* τί δ’ ἡμεῖς οἶ τ’ ἐμοὶ γεννήτορες; αρ εισίν; α ρ ου κ είσί; τις φράσειεν αν; ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
άκούσατ· εἰς γὰο δή τιν’ ήκομεν Χογον, ὑμῖν τ’ ὅνησιν, ω ξένοι, σπεὑδουσ’ άμα κάμοί. τὺ δ’ ευ μαΧιστα τῇδε γίγνεται, ει πᾶσι ταύτον ττ pay μ άρεσκόντως ἔχει. θέλοις αν, ει σώσαιμί σ’, άγγεΊΑαί τι μοι προς * Αργος ἐλθὼν τοῖς ἐμοῖς ἐκεῖ φίλοι?, δέλτον τ’ ενεγκειν, ἦν τις οίκτείρας εμέ εγραψεν αίχμάΧωτος, οὐχὶ τὴν ὑμὴν φονέα νομίζων χεΐρα, τον νόμου δ’ ὑπο θνήσκειν σφε, τής θεού τάδε δίκαι’ ηγούμενης ου^ένα γάρ εΐχον ὅστις άγγειΧαι μολὼν εἰ? Άργος αΐ>σις, τάς τ εμάς επιστολὰς πέμψειε σωθείς των εμών φίλων τινι.
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ORESTES
Slain for an evil woman—graceless grace !
IPHIGENEIA
And lives the dead king’s son in Argos yet ?
ORESTES
He lives, Unhappy, nowhere, everywhere.
IPHIGENEIA
False dreams, avaunt! So then ye were but nought.
ORESTES
Ay, and not even Gods, whom men call wise,	570
Are less deceitful than be fleeting dreams.
Utter confusion is in things divine And human. Wise men grieve at this alone When—rashness ?—no, but faith in oracles Brings ruin—how deep, they that prove it know.
CHORUS
Alas, alas ! Of me—my parents—what ?
Live they, or live they not ? Ah, who can tell ?
IPHIGENEIA
Hearken, for I have found us a device,
Strangers, shall do you service, and withal To me ; and thus is fair speed best attained,
If the same end be pleasing unto all.
Wouldst-thou, if I would save thee, take for me To Argojs tidings la my kindred there,
And bear a letter, which a captive wrote Of pity for me, counting not mine hand His murderer, but that he died by law Of this land, since the Goddess holds it just ?
For I had none to be my messenger Hence, saved alive, to Argos, and to bear My letter to a certain friend of mine.
590
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σὺ δ’, εἴ γάρ, ώς ἔοικας, οὔτε δυσγενὴς καὶ τὰς Μυκήνας οἶσθα χοὺς κἀγὼ θέλω, σώθητι, καὶ σὺ μισθόν ούκ αισχρόν λαβών κουφών εκατι γραμμάτων σωτηρίαν, οντος δ’, ἐπείπερ πόλις αναγκάζει τάδε, θεα γενεσθω θύμα χωρισθεις σέθεν.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
καλῶς ἔλβξας τἄλλα πλὴν ἔν, ὦ ξένη* τὺ γάρ σφαγηναι τόνδ* εμοι βάρος μέγα.
6 ναυστολών γάρ ει μ εγώ τ ας ξνμφοράς· 600 οντος δὲ συμπλεῖ τῶν εμών μάχθων χάριν. οὔκουν δίκαιον ἐπ’ όλεθρω τω τοῦδ’ ἐμὲ χάριν τίθεσθαι καυτόν εκδνναι κακών. ἀλλ’ ὼς γενεσθω· τῷδε μὲν δελτον δίδον, πέμ'φει γάρ "Αργος, ώστε σοι καλώς ε^ειν* ημάς δ’ ὁ χρηζων κτεινετω. τὰ τῶν φίλων αίσχιστον ὅστις καταβολών εις ξνμφοράς αντος σέσωσται. τυγχάνει δ’ ὅδ’ ὼν φίλος, ον οὐδὲν ἦσσον ἢ ῖμὲ φῶς ὁρᾶν θέλω. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ὦ λἣμ’ ἄριστον, ώς ἀπ’ εύγενους τινος 610 ρίζης πεφυκας τοῖς φίλοις τ’ δρθώς φίλος. τοιοῦτος εἴη τῶν ἐμῶν όμοσπορων ὅσπερ λέλειπται. καί γάρ οὐδ’ ἐγώ, ξἐνοι, ανάδελφός ει μι, πλὴν ὅσ’ οὐχ ορώσά νιν. ἐπεὶ δέ βούλει ταΰτα, τόνδε πεμψομεν δελτον φεροντα, σὺ δὲ θανεϊ· πολλή δέ τις προθυμία σε τοῦδ’ ἔχουσα τυγχάνει. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
θύσει δὲ τίς με καὶ τὰ δεινὰ τλησεται; ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ἐγώ · θεὰ? γὰρ τήνδε προστροπην ἔχω.
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But thou, if thou art nobly-born, as seems,
And know’st Mycenae, and the folk I mean,
Receive thy life : accept no base reward,
Deliverance, for a little letter s sake.
But this man, since the state constraineth so,
Torn from thee, be the Goddess’ sacrifice.
ORESTES
Well say’st thou, save for one thing, stranger maid:—
That he be slain were heavy on my soul.
I was his pilot to calamity,
He sails with me for mine affliction’s sake.	600
Unjust it were that I, in pleasuring thee,
Should seal his doom, and ’scape myself from ills.
be it thus,—the letter give to him To bear to Argos ; so art ΙΙϊού content:
But me let who will slay. Most base it is That one should in misfortune whelm his friends,
Himself escaping. This man is my friend,
Whose life I tender even as my own.
•	IPHIGENEIA
0	noble spirit ϊ from what princely stock
Hast thou sprung, thou so loyal to thy friends !	610
Even such be he that of my father’s house Is left alive ! For, stranger, brotherless
1	too am not, save that I see him not.
Since thou wilt have it so, him will I send Bearing the letter : thou wilt die. All, deep This thy strange yearning unto death must be ! f
ORESTES
Whose shall be that dread deed, my sacrifice ?
IPHIGENEIA
Mine ; for this office hold I of the Goddess.
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ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
άζηΧά γ\ ω νεάνι, κούκ εὐδαίμονα.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ἀλλ’ εἰς ἀνἀγκην κείμεθ\ ἢν φυΧακτέον. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
αὐτὴ ξἐφει θύουσα θῆλυς ἄρσενας ;	- ν ντ·
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ	^ Λ
οὑκ· ἀλλὰ χαίτην άμφϊ σην χερνίψομαι, ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ὁ δὲ σφαγεὺς τίς; εἰ τάδ’ ίστορεῖν με χρή. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
εἴσω δόμων τῶνδ’ εἰσὶ ν οἶς μέλει τάδε. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τάφος δὲ ποῖος δέχεται μ’, ὅταν θ άνω; ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
πῦρ ἱερὸν ἔνδον χάσμα τ’ εὐρωπὺν πὲτρας. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
φεῦ·
πῶς ἄν μ’ ἀδελφῆς χεὶρ περιστείλειεν ἄν; ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
μάταιον εὐχήν, ὦ τάλας, ὅστις ποτ’ εἶ, ηΰξω· μακράν yap βαρβάρου ναίει χθονὸς. οὐ μην, ἐπειδὴ τυγχάνεις Ἀργεῖος ὦν, ἀλλ’ ών γε δυνατόν οὐδ’ ἐγὼ 'ΧΧείψω χάριν, πολύν τε γάρ σοι κόσμιον ενθησω τάφω, ξανθψ τ’ ἐλαίῳ σώμα σὺν κατασβέσω, και τῆς ὸρείας ἀνθεμὁρρυτον γάνος ξουθῆς μβλίσσης εἰς πυράν βαΧώ σέθεν. ἀλλ* εἶμι, δεΧτον τ’ ἐκ θεᾶς ανακτόρων οἴσω* τὺ μέντοι δυσμενές μη ’μοὶ λάβης. φυΧάσσετ’ αυτούς, πρόσποΧοι, δεσμών ἄτερ ἴσως άεΧπτα των έμών φίΧων τινι
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ORESTES
A task, O maid, of horror, all unblest!
IPHIGENEIA
Bowed ’neath necessity, I must submit.	620
ORESTES
A woman, with the priest’s knife slay’st thou men?
IPHIGENEIA
OSay, on thine hair I shed but lustral spray. ^
ORESTES
The slayer, who ?—if I may ask thee this.
IPHIGENEIA
Within the fane be men whose part is this.
ORESTES
And what tomb shall receive me, being dead ?
IPHIGENEIA
A wide rock-rift within, and holy fire.
ORESTES
Would that a sister’s hand might lay me out! V
IPHIGENEIA
Vain prayer, unhappy, whosoe’er thou be,
Thou prayest. Far she dwells from this wild land.
Yet, forasmuch as thou an Argive art,	630
Of all I can, no service will I spare.
Much ornament will I lay on thy grave:
With golden oil thine ashes will I quench;
The tawny hill-bee’s amber-lucent dews,
That well from flowers, I’ll shed upon thy pyre.
I go, the letter from the Goddess’ shrine To bring. Ah, think not bitterly of me !
Ward them, ye guards, but with no manacles.
Perchance to a friend in Argos shall I send
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ττεμψω πρὸ? Ἀργος, δν μάλιστ’ ἐγὼ φιλώ, καὶ δέλτος αὐτῷ ζώντας οὖς δοκεῖ θανεῖν λέγουσα πιστὰς ἡδονὰς ἀτταγγελεῖ.
Χ0Ρ02
κατοΧοφνρόμεθα σὲ τον χερνίβων	στρ.
ρανίσι βαρβάρων1 μελὁμενον αῖμακταῖς.
ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ5
οἶκτος γὰρ οὐ ταῦτ*, ἀλλὰ χαίρετ, ὦ ξἐναι. Χ0Ρ02
σὲ δὲ τὐχας μάκαρος, Ιω νεανία,	ἀντ.
σεβόμεθ', εἰς ττάτραν οτι πόδ’ εττεμβάσει.
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
αζηΧά τοι φιΧοισι, θνγσκόντων φίλων.
XOPOS
ὦ σχἐτλιοι ττομτταί. φεῦ φευ, διὁλλυσαι. αἰαῖ αἰαῖ.
πότερος ὁ μέλεος μᾶλλον ών ; 2
ἔτι γὰρ ἀμφίλογα δίδυμα μέμονε φρὴν,
σὲ πάρος ἢ σ’ αναστενάξω γὁοις.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
Πυλάδη, πἐπονθας ταὐτὰ πρός θεών ἐμοί; ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
οὐκ οἶδ’· έρωτας ον λέγειν ἔχοντα με.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τίς ἐστὶν ἡ νεᾶνις ; ώς Ἑλληνικῶς άνήρεθ’ ἡμᾶς τοὺς τ’ ἐν ’Ιλίῳ ττονονς
Elmsley’s conjecture, to complete strophic correspondence. Wecklein : for ό μ4\\ων of MSS.
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Tidings unhoped—the friend whom most I love :—	640
The letter, telling that she lives whom dead He deems, shall seal the happy tidings’ faith. [Exit.
I wail for thee, for whom there wait The drops barbaric, on thy brow To fall, to doom thee to be slain.
ORESTES
This asks not pity. Stranger maids, farewell.
CHORUS
To pylades.	(Ant.)
Thee count I blessed for thy fate,
Thine happy fate, fair youth, that thou Shalt tread thy native shore again.
PYLADES
Small cause to envy friends, when die their friends. 650
CHORUS
Ah, cruel journeying for thee !
.Woe ! thou art ruined utterly !
Alas ! woe worth the day !
Whether of you is deeper whelmed in woe ?
For yet my soul in doubt sways to and fro—
Thee shall I chiefly wail, or thee ? How shall I say ?
ORESTES
’Fore Heaven, Pylades, is thy thought mine ?—
PYLADES
I know not: this thy question baffles me.
ORESTES
Who is the maiden ? With how Greek a heart 660 She asked us of the toils in Ilium,
CHORUS
To ORESTES.
(Str.)
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νόστον τ’ 'Αχαιών τὸν τ’ ἐν οίωνοΐς σοφόν Κάλχαντ 'Αχιλλέως τ’ ὄνομα, καὶ τον άθλων Ἀγαμὑμνον’ ως ᾤκτειρ’ άνηρώτα τε με γυναίκα παῖδάς τ’, ἔστιν ἡ ξἐνη γἐνος ἐκεῖθεν Ἀργεία τις* οὐ γὰρ ἄν ποτε δἑλτον τ’ ἔπεμπε καὶ τάδ’ ἐξεμάνθανεν, ώς κοινὰ πράσσουσ’, * Αργος εἰ πράσσοι καλώς. ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
έφθης με μικρόν ταὐτὰ δὲ φθάσας λέγεις,
670 ττλην ἕν· τὰ γάρ τοι βασιλέων παθήματα ϊσασι Πάντες, ών ἐτπστροφή τι? ἦν. ἀτὰρ Βιήλθον χατβρον λόγον τινα.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τίν’ ; εἰς τὺ κοινόν δοὺς ἄμεινον ἄν μάθοις. ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
αισχρόν θανὁντος σοῦ βλέπειν ἡμᾶς φάος, κοινῇ τ’ ἔπλευσα, δεῖ με καὶ κοινῇ θανεῖν. καὶ δειλίαν γὰρ καὶ κάκην κεκτήσομαι Ἀργει τε Φωκέων τ’ ἐν πόλυπτύ^ω χθονί, δὁξω δὲ τοῖς πολλοισι, πολλοὶ γὰρ κακοί, προδοὺς σε, σωθεὶς δ’ αὐτὸς εἰς οίκους μόνος,
680 ἢ καὶ φονεὑσας ἐπὶ νοσοΰσι δώμα σ ι,
» ράψαι μόρον σοι σῆς τυραννίΒος χάριν, εγκληρον ως δὴ σήν κασιγνήτην γαμών. ταῦτ’ οὖν φοβούμαι και Bi αισχύνης ἔχω, κοὐκ ἔσθ’ ὅπως οὐ χρή συνεκπνεῦσαί μέ σοι καὶ συσφαγήναι και πνρωθήναι Βέμας, φίλον γεγώτ α καὶ φοβούμενο ν ψόγον.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
εύφημα φώνει· τἀμὰ δεῖ φέρειν ἐμὲ·1 ἁπλᾶς δὲ λὑπας ἐξὸν, οὐκ οἴσω διπλᾶς.
1 Porson, Nauck, and Wecklein : for MSS. κακά.
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The host’s home-coming, Calchas the wise seer Of birds, Achilles’ name ! How pitied she Agamemnon’s wretched fate, and questioned me Touching his wife, his childen ! Sure her birth Is thence, of Argos ; else she ne’er would send A letter thither, nor would question thus,
As one whose welfare hung on Argos’ weal.
PYLADES
Mine own thought but a little thou forestallest,
Save this—that the calamities of kings	670
All know, who have had converse with the world.
But my mind runneth on another theme.
ORESTES
What ? Share it, and thou better shalt conclude.
PYLADES
’Twere base that I live on, when thou art dead :
With thee I voyaged, and with thee should die.
A coward’s and a knave’s name shall I earn In Argos and in Phocis’ thousand glens.
Most men will think—seeing most men be knaves— That I forsook thee, escaping home alone,—
Yea, slew thee, mid the afflictions of thine house 680 Devising, for thy throne’s sake, doom for thee,
As being to thine heiress sister wed.
For these things, then I take both shame and fear:
It cannot be but I must die with thee,
With thee be slaughtered and with thee be burned, Seeing I am thy friend, and dread reproach.
ORESTES
Ah, speak not so ! My burden must I bear ;
Nor, when but one grie^needs, will I bear twain.
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δ yap σὺ λυττρόν κἀπονείδιστον λέγβις,
690 ταῦτ’ ἔστιν ἡμῖν, εἶ σε συμμοχθούντ’ ἐμοὶ κτενώ* τὺ μὲν γὰρ εἰ? ἔμ’ οὐ κακῶς ἔχει, ττράσσονθ’ ὰ πράσσω πρὸς θεών, λιπείν βίον. σὺ δ’ όλβιός τ’ εἶ, καθαρά τ’ οὐ νοσούντ ἔχει? μέλαθρ’, ἐγὼ δὲ δυσσεβη καὶ δυστυχή, σωθείς δὲ παῖδας ἐξ ἐμῆς όμοσττορου κτησάμενος, ἢν ἔδωκά σοι δάμαρτ’ ἔχειν, ὄνομα τ’ ἐμοῦ γἐνοιτ’ ἄν, οὐδ’ ἄπαις δόμος Πατρῷος οὺμὺς ἐξαλειφθείη ποτ’ ἄν. ἀλλ’ ἔρπε καὶ ζῆ καὶ δόμους οἵκει ττατρός.
700 ὅταν δ’ ἐς Ἑλλάδ’ ϊιπτιόν τ’ Ἀργος μολῃς,
πρὸς δεξιάς σε τῆσδ’ ἐπισκήπτω τάδε·	^
τύμβον τε χώσον κἀττίβες μνημεία μοι, ^ και δάκρυ’ ἀδελφὴ καΙώρμας δὁτω τάφῳμὴ άγγελλε δ* ώς ὅλωλ’ ὑπ’ JApyείaς τινος γυναικὸς, ἀμφὶ βωμόν άyvισθεϊς φόνφ· καὶ μὴ ττροδφς μου την κασυγνητην ποτε, έρημα κηδη και δόμους ορών ττατρός. και χαίρ% εμών γὰρ φίλτατον σ’ ηυρον φίλων, ὦ συyκυvayε και συνεκτραφεις εμοί,
710 ω πόλλ’ ἐνεγκὼν των εμών άχθη κακών. ἡμᾶς δ’ ὁ Φοῖβος μάντις ὦν εψεύσατο· τέχνην δὲ θεμενος ως ττροσώταθ’ Ελλάδος ἀπήλασ’ αἰδοῖ τῶν ττάρος μαντευματων, φ ττάντ ἐγὼ δοὺς τἀμὰ και πεισθεϊς λὁγοις, μητέρα κατακτάς αὐτὸς ἀνταττόλλυμαι.
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
ἔσται τάφος σοι, καὶ κασιηνητης λέχος ούκ αν ττροδοίην, ω τάλας, ἐπεί σ’ ἐγὼ θανόντα μάλλον η βλεττονθ* ἔξω φίλον. ἀτὰρ τὺ τοῦ Θεοῦ σ’ οὐ διέφθορέν γε πω
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For that reproach and grief which thou dost name Is mine, if thee, the sharer of my toil,	690
I slay. For my lot is not evil all,—
Being thus tormented by the Gods,—to die.
But thou are prosperous:	taintless are thine
halls,
Unstricken ; mine accurst and fortime-crost.
If thou be saved, and get thee sons of her,
My sister, whom I gave thee to thy wife,
Then should my name live, nor my father s house Ever, for lack of heirs, be blotted out.
Pass hence, and live : dwell in my fathers halls.
And when to Greece and Argos’ war-steed land 700 Thou com’st,—by this right hand do I charge thee—	,
Heap me a tomb : memorials lay of me	. v‘
There ; tears and shorn hair let my sister give. *
And tell how by an Argive woman’s hand Hallowed for death by altar-dews, I died.
Never forsake my sister, though thou see Thy marriage-kin, my sire’s house, desolate.
Farewell. Of friends I have found thee kindliest,
0	fellow-hunter, foster-brother mine,
Bearer of many a burden of mine ills !	710
Me Phoebus, prophet though he be, deceived,
And by a cunning shift from Argos drave Afar, for shame of those his prophecies.
1	gave up all to him, obeyed his words,
My mother slew—and perish now myself!
PYLADES
Thine shall a tomb be : ne’er will I betray Thy sister’s bed, O hapless : I shall still Hold thee a dearer friend in death than life.
Yet thee hath the God’s oracle not yet
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μάντευμα, καίτοι y ἐγγὺς ἕστηκας φόνον. ἀλλ’ ἔστιν ἔστιν ἡ λίαν δυσπραξία λίαν διδοῦσα μεταβολας, ὅταν τύχη. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
σίγα* τὰ Φοίβου δ’ οὐδὲν ὼφελεῖ μ’ ἔπη· γυνὴ γὰρ ἦδε δωμάτων ἔξω πέρα.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ἀπὲλθεθ’ ὑμεῖς καὶ παρευτρεπίζετε τἄνδον μολόντες τοῖς ἐφεστῶσι σφayη. δέλτου μὲν αιδε ττολύθνροι όιατττυγαί, ξένοι, πάρεισιν α δ’ ἐπὶ τοῖσδε βούλομαι, άκούσατ* οὐδεὶς αὑτὸς ἐν πονοις τ’ ἀνὴρ ὅταν τε πρὸς τὺ θύρσος έκ φόβου ιτέση. ἐγὼ δὲ ταρβω μη άττονοστησας χθονὸς θήται Trap οὐδὲν τὰς ἐμὰς ἐπιστολὰς ὁ τήνδε μέλλων δέλτον εἰς Ἀργος φέρειν. OPESTH2
τί δῆτα βούλει; τίνος ἀμηχανεῖς πίρι ;
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ὅρκον δὁτω μοι τάσδε πορθμεύσειν ypaφάς πρὸς Ἀργος, οἷσι βούλομαι ττέμψαι φίλων. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἦ κἀντιδώσεις τῷδε τοὺς αυτούς λόyovς ; ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
τί χρήμα δράσειν ἢ τί μὴ δράσειν ; λἐγε. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
ἐκ γῆς ἀφήσειν μὴ θανόντα βαρβάρου. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
δίκαιον εἶπας· πῶς γὰρ ἀγγείλειεν ἄν ; . ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἦ καὶ τύραννος ταῦτα συγχωρήσεται ;
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Destroyed, albeit thou standest hard by death.	720
Nay, misery’s blackest night may chance, may chance,
By fortune’s turn, to unfold a sudden dawn.
ORESTES
Peace ! Phoebus’ words avail me nothing now ;
For yonder forth the temple comes the maid.
Enter iphigeneia.
iphiqeneia (to guards)
Depart ye, and within make rea<Jy all
For them whose office is the sacrifice. [Exeunt guards.
Strangers, my letter’s many-leaved folds.
Are here : but that which therebeside I wish
Hear :—in affliction is no man the same
As when he hath passed from fear to confidence. 730
I dread lest, having gotten from this land,
He who to Argos should my tablet bear Shall set my letter utterly at nought.
ORESTES
What wouldst thou then ? Why thus disquieted ?
IPHIGENEIA
Let him make oath to bear to Argos this To friends to whom I fain would send the same.
ORESTES
Wilt thou in tum give him the selfsame pledge ?
IPHIGENEIA
To do what thing, or leave undone ? Say on.
ORESTES
To send him forth this barbarous land unslain ?
IPHIGENEIA
A fair claim thine ! How should he bear it else ?	740
ORESTES
But will the king withal consent hereto ?
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ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
πείσω σφε, καυτή ναός είσβησω σκάφος. ΟΡΕ3ΤΗ2
ὅμνυ* σὺ δ’ εξαρχ ὅρκον ὅστις ευσεβής. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
δώσεις, λέγειν %ρή, τήνδε τοῖς ἐμοῖς φίλοι?. ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
τοῖς σοῖς φίλοισι γράμματ’ ἀποδώσω τάδε.
. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
κἀγὼ σὲ σώσω κυανεας ἔξω πέτρας. ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
τίν’ οὖν έπόμνυς τοισίδ’ ορκιον θεών ; ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
Ἀρτεμιν, ἐν ἦσπερ δώμασιν τιμάς ἔχω. ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
ἐγὼ δ’ ανακτά y ουρανού, σεμνόν Δία. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
εἰ δ’ ἐκλιπών τὸν ὅρκον ἀδικοίης ἐμέ ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
άνοστος εἴη ν τί δὲ σύ, μὴ σώσασά ιιε ; ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
μήποτε κατ’ Ἀργος ζῶσ’' ἴχνος θειην ποδὸς. ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
ακούε δή νυν ον παρηΧθομεν Xoyov. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ἀλλ’ οὔτις ἔστ’ άκαιρος, ἣν καΧώς ἔχῃ. ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
εξαίρετον μοι δὺς τὁδ’, ἦν τι ναῦς πάθη, χἡ δέλτος ἐν κΧύΒωνι χρημάτων μετα αφανής ηένηται, σώμα ο έκσώσω μόνον, τον δρκον είναι τὁνδε μηκέτ ἔμπεδον.
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IPHIGENEIA
I will persuade him, yea, embark thy friend.
ORESTE8 (tO PYLADE8)
Swear thou :—and thou a sacred oath dictate.
IPHIGENEIA
Say thou wilt give this tablet to my friends.
PYLADES
I to thy friends will render up this script.
IPHIGENEIA
And through the Dark Rocks will I send thee safe.
PYLADES
What God dost take to witness this thine oath ?
IPHIGENEIA
Artemis, in whose fane I hold mine office.
PYLADES
And I by Heaven’s King, revered Zeus.
IPHIGENEIA
What if thou fail thine oath, and do me wrong ?
PYLADE8
May I return not. If thou save me not ?—
IPHIGENEIA
Alive in Argos may I ne’er set foot.
PYLADES
Hear now a matter overlooked of us.
IPHIGENEIA
Not yet is this too late, so it be fair.
PYLADES
This clearance grant me—if the ship be wrecked, And in the sea-surge with the lading sink The letter, and my life alone I save,
That then of this mine oath shall I be clear.
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ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ἀλλ’ οἶσθ’ ο δράσω ; πολλὰ γὰρ πολλῶν κ ν per 760 τάνόντα κάyyeypaμμέv ἐν δἑλτου πτυχαῖς λόγῳ φράσω σοι πάν τ avayyeikai φιλοις. ἐν ἀσφαλεῖ γάρ· ἣν μὲν ἐκσώσῃς yραφήν, αυτή φράσ€ί σιγῶσα Tayyey ραμμένα· ἢν δ’ ἐν θαλάσσῃ y^άμμaτ άφανισθῇ τάδε, το σώμα σώσας τους λὁγους σώσεις ἐμοι. ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
καλώς ἔλεξας τῶν τε σῶν ἐμοῦ θ’ υπέρ, σήμαινε δ’ ᾤ χρὴ τάσδ’ ἐπιστολὰς φέρειν πρὸς Ἀργος, ο τι τε χρὴ κλύοντά σου λέγειν. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ἄγγελλ’ Ὀρέστῃ, παιδὶ τἀγαμὑμνονος*
770 ἡ ἵν Α ὐλίδι σφayeΐσ ἐπιστἐλλει τάδε ζῶσ’ ’Ιφιγένεια, τοῖς ἐκεῖ δ’ οὐ ζῶσ’ ἔτι.
ΟΡΕΠΉ2
ποῦ δ’ ἔστ’ ἐκείνη ; κατθανουσ' ἦκει πάλιν ; ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ἦδ’ ἢν ὁρᾴς σύ* μὴ λὁγοις ἔκπλησσἑ με. κόμισαν μ ἐς Ἀργος, ὦ σύναιμς, πριν θανβιν, ἐκ βαρβάρου γῆς καὶ μετάστησον θεᾶς σφayίωvf ἐφ’ οἷσι ξενοφονους τιμὰς ἔχω. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
Πυλάδη, τί λἐξω ; ποῦ ποτ’ ὅνθ’ ηὺρήμεθα ; ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ἣ σοῖς άραία δώμασιν γβνήσομαι,
Ὀρἐσθ’, ἵν’ αὖθις ονομα δὶς κλύων μάθῃς. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
ὦ θεοι.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
780	τί τοὺς θεοὺς ἀνακαλεῖς ἐν τοῖς ἐμοῖς;
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IPHIGENEIA
“ For every chance have some device ”—hear mine :—
All that is written in the letter’s folds	760
My tongue shall say, that thou mayst tell my friends.
So is all safe : if thou lose not the script,
Itself shall voiceless tell its written tale :
But if this writing in the sea be lost,
Then thy life saved shall save my words for me.
PYLADES
Well hast thou said, both for thy need, and me.
Now say to whom this letter I must bear To Argos, and from thee what message speak.
IPHIGENEIA
Say to Orestes, Agamemnon’s son—
“ This Iphigeneia, slain in Aulis, sends,	770
Who liveth, yet for those at home lives not—”
ORESTES
Where is she ? Hath she risen from the dead ?
IPHIGENEIA
She whom thou seest—confuse me not with speech :—
“ Bear me to Argos, brother, ere I die :
From this wild land, these sacrifices, save,
Wherein mine office is to slay the stranger ; ”—
ORESTES
What shall I say ?—Now dream we, Pylades ?
IPHIGENEIA
“ Else to thine house will I become a curse,
Orestes ”—so, twice heard, hold fast the name.
ORESTES
Gods l
IPHIGENEIA
Why in mine affairs invoke the Gods ?	780
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ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οὐδέν πέραινε δ’· εξέβην γὰρ ἄλλοσε. τάχ οὖν ἐρωτῶ ν σ’ εἰς απιστ άφίξομαι.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
λἑγ’ οὕνεκ’ ἔλαφον ἀντιδοῦσά μου θεὰ ’'Αρτεμις εσωσε μ’, ἢν ἔθυσ’ ἑμὺς πατὴρ, δοκών ἐς ἡμᾶς ὀξὺ φάσγανον βαλεῖν, εἰς τήνδε δ’ ῳκισ’ αἶαν. α ιδ’ ἐπιστολαι, τάδ’ ἐστὶ τἀ ν δέλτοισιν iyyeyραμμένα.
ΠΤΛΑΔΗ2
ὦ ραδίοις ορκοισι περιβαλούσά με, κάλλιστα δ’ όμόσασ , οὐ πολὺν σχήσω χρόνον, 790 τον δ’ ορκον ον κατώμοσ* έμπεδώσομεν. ἰδού, φέρω σοι δέλτον άποδίδωμί τε,
Ὀρἐστα, τῆσδε σῆς κασιγνήτης πάρα.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
δἐχομαι· παρεὶς δὲ yραμμάτων διαπτυχάς, την ἡδονὴν πρώτ ου λόyoις αίρησομαι. ὦ φιλτάτη μοι avyyov, εκπεπληyμένος ὅμως σ’ απιστώ περίβολων βραχίονι εἰς τέρψιν ειμι, πυθόμενος θαυμάστ ἐμοί.
Χ0Ρ02
ξεῖν’, οὐ δικαίως τῆς θεού την πρόσπολον χραίνεις άθίκτοις περίβολων πέπλοις χέρα.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
300 ὦ συγκασιγνήτη τε κἀκ τούτου πατρός
’Αγαμὑμνονος yεyώσa, μη μ άποστρέψου, εχουσ αδελφόν, ου δοκούσ ἕξειν ποτε. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ἐγώ σ’ αδελφόν τον εμόν; ου παυσει λέηων; το δ* Ἀργος αυτού μεστόν η τε Ναυπλία.
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ORESTES
’Tis nought: say on: my thoughts had wandered far. (Aside) One question may resolve this miracle.
IPHIGENEIA
Say—“ Artemis in my place laid a hind,
And saved me,—this my father sacrificed,
Deeming he plunged the keen blade into me,—
And made me dwell here.” This the letter is,
And in the tablets this is what is writ.
PYLADES
O thou who hast bound me by an easy oatli—
Hast fairly sworn !—I will not tarry long
To ratify the oath that I have sworn.	790
This tablet, lo, to thee I bear, and give,
Orestes, from thy sister, yonder maid.
ORESTES
This I receive :—I let its folds abide—
First will I seize a rapture not in words:—
Dear sister mine, albeit wonder-struck,
With scarce-believing arm I fold thee round,
And taste delight, who hear things marvellous!
[Embraces iphigeneia.
chorus
Stranger, thou siim’st, polluting Artemis’ priestess, Casting about her sacred robes thina arm !
ORESTES
0	sister miney of Agamemnon sprung,	800
One sire with me, turn not away from me,
Who hast thy brother, past expectancy !
IPHIGENEIA
1	?—thee ?—my brother ?—wilt not hold thy peace ?
In Argos and in Nauplia great is he.
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οὐκ ἔστ’ ἐκεῖ σὁς, ω τάλαινα, σύγγονος. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ἀλλ’ ἡ Λάκαινα Τννδαρίς σ’ iyeivaro ; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
Πἐλοπὁς γ6 παιδί παιδὁς, οὑ 'κπεφυκ ἐγώ. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
τί φής ; ἔχεις τι τῶνδε μοι τεκμήριον ; ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
ἔχω· πατρώων ἐκ δόμων τι πυνθάνου. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
οὐκοῦν λέγειν μὲν χρὴ σὲ, μανθάνειν δ’ ἐμέ. ΟΡΕΧΓΗ5
λἀγοιμ’ ἄν ἀκοῇ πρώτον Ἠλέκτρας τάδε. Ἀτρέως Θυέστον τ’ οἶσθα γενομένην ἔριν ; ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ἦκουσα, χρυσής άρνος οννεκ ἦν πὲρι. OPESTH2
ταῦτ’ οὖν υφήνασ οίσ& ἐν εὐπήνοις ύφαΐς; ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ὦ φί\τατ, ἐγγὺς τῶν ἐμῶν κάμπτεις φρένων. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
εἰκώ τ’ ἐν ίστοΐς ἡλίου μετάστασιν;
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
νφηνα καί τό δ’ είδος ενμίτοις πΧοκαις. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
καὶ λουτρ’ ἐς Α ὖλιν μητρός άνεδέξω πάρα ; ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
οἶδ’· οὐ γὰρ ὁ γάμος ἐσθλὸς ών μ’ άφειλετο.
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ORESTES
Not there, unhappy one, thy brother is.
IPHIGENEIA
Did Tyndareus’ Spartan daughter bear thee then ?
ORE8TE8
To Pelops’ son’s son, of whose loins I sprang.
IPHIGENEIA
What say’st thou ?—hast thou proof hereof for me f
ORESTES
I have. Ask somewhat of our father’s home.
IPHIGENEIA
Now nay; ’tis thou must speak, *tis I must learn. 810
ORESTES
First will I name this—from Electra heard:—
Know’st thou of Atreus’ and Thyestes’ feud ?
IPHIGENEIA
I heard, how of a golden lamb it came.
ORESTES
This broidered in thy web rememberest thou ?
IPHIGENEIA
Dearest, thy chariot-wheels roll nigh my heart!
ORESTES
And pictured in thy loom, the sun turned back ?
IPHIGENEIA
This too I wrought with fine-spun broidery-threads.
ORESTES
Bath-water at Aulis hadst thou from thy mother ?1—
IPHIGENEIA
1 know—that bridal’s bliss stole not remembrance.
Ritual required the bride to bathe on her wedding morning in water from the sacred spring of her native town.
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ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
820 τί γάρ; κὁμας σὰς μητρὶ δοῦσα σῇ φέρειν ;
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
μνημεῖά γ’ ἀντὶ σώματος του μοι) τ άφω.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
α δ’ εἶδον αντος, τάδε φράσω τεκμήρια*
Πὲλοπος παλαιὰν ἐν δὁμοις λόγχην πατρός, ἢν χερσί πάλλων παρθένον Πισάτιδα ἐκτησαθ’ 'Ιπποδάμειαν, Oίνόμαον κτανών, ἐν παρθενώσι τοῖσι σοι? κεκρυμμένην.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ὦ φίλτατ, οὐδὲν ἄλλο, φίλτατος yap εἶ, ἔχω σ’, Ὀρἑστα, τηλἀγετον πατρίδος φίλος.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
κἀγώ σε τὴν θανοΰσαν, ως δοξάζεται.
κατὰ δὲ δάκρυ’ ἀδάκρυα, κατὰ δὲ γόος άμα χαρα
το σὺν νοτίζει βλέφαρου, ώσαυτως δ’ ἐμὁν.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
τὁτ’ ἔτι βρέφος ελιπον ελιπον ayκάλαις σὲ νεαρόν τροφού νεαρόν εν δὁμοις. ὦ κρείσσον ἢ λόyoισιv ευτυχούσα μου.
840 ψυχά* τί φω; θαυμάτων πέρα καί λόγου πρόσω τάδ’ επέβα.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τὺ λοιπὸν εύτυχοιμεν ἀλλήλων μετ α.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ατοπον ἡδονὰν έλαβον, ὦ φίλαι* δέδοικα δ’ ἐκ χερών με μὴ πρὸς αιθέρα ἀμπτάμενος φύγῃ·
35°
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ORESTES
Again—thine hair unto thy mother sent ?	820
IPHIGENEIA
Yea, a grave-token in my body’s stead.
ORESTES
What myself saw, these will I name for proofs:
In our sire’s halls was Pelops’ ancient spear,
Swayed in his hands when Pisa’s maid he won, Hippodameia, and slew Oenomaus :
Hidden it was within thy maiden bower.
IPHIGENEIA
Dearest!—nought else, for thou art passing dear !— Orestes, best-beloved, I clasp thee now,
Far from thy fatherland, from Argos, here,
O love, art thou !	830
ORESTES
And thee I clasp—the dead, as all men thought!
Tears—that are no tears,—ecstasy blent with moan, Make happy mist in thine eyes as in mine.
IPHIGENEIA
That day in the arms of thy nurse did I leave thee a babe, did I leave thee,	[wast thou .
A little one—ah, such a little one then in our palace O, a fortune too blissful for words doth receive thee, my soul, doth receive thee !
What can I say ?—for, transcending all marvels, of
speech they bereave me,	840
The tilings that have come on us now !
ORESTES
Hereafter side by side may we be blest!
IPHIGENEIA
O friends, I am thrilled with a strange delight:
Yet I fear lest out of mine arms to the height Of the heaven he may wing his flight.
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ω Κυκλωπίδες ὲστίαι. ω πατρίς,
Μυκήνα φίλα,
χάριν ἔχω ζὁας, χάριν ἔχω τροφᾶς,
ὅτι μοι συνομαίμονα
τὁνδε δὁμοισιν ἐξεθρέψω φάος.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
γἐνει μὲν εὐτυχουμβν, εἰς δὲ συμφοράς, ω σύγγον, ἡμῶν δυστυχής ἔφυ βίος.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ἐγὼ μέλεος οἶδ’, ὅτε φάσγανον δἐρᾳ θῆκἐ μοι μελεόφρων πατὴρ,
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ3
οἴμοι, δοκώ γὰρ οὐ παρών σ' 6 ρ αν ἐκεῖ. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ἀνυμέναιος, ὦ σύγγον’, Ἀχιλλἐως εἰς κλισίον λἑκτρων δὁλι’ ὅτ’ ἀγὁμαν
παρά δὲ βωμόν ἦν δάκρυα και γὁοι. φεῦ φεῦ χβρνίβων των ἐκεῖ.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ωμωξα κάγὼ τολμάν ἢν ἔτλη πατήρ. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
άπάτορ άπάτορα ποτμον ἔλαχον, ἄλλα δ’ ἐξ ἄλλων κυρεῖ δαίμονος τύχα τινος.1
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
εἰ σὸν γ’ άδέλφόν, ὦ τάλαιν, ἀπώλεσας. *	1 Monk’s arrangement adopted
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0	hearths Cyclopean, O fatherland
Mycenae the dear,
For the gift of his life thanks, thanks for thy fostering hand,
For that erst thou didst rear My brother, a light of defence in our halls to stand.
ORESTES
Touching our birth blest are we, but our life,	850
My sister, in its fortunes was unblest.
IPHIGENEIA
1	know it, alas ! who remember the blade To my throat by my wretched father laid—
ORESTES
Woe’s me ! though far, I seem to see thee there!
IPHIGENEIA
When by guile I was thitherward drawn, the bride,
As they feigned, whom Hero Achilles should wed!
But the marriage-chant rang not the altar beside,
But tears streamed, voices of wailing cried;	860
Woe, woe for the lustral-drops there shed!
ORESTES
I wail, I too, the deed my father dared.
IPHIGENEIA
An imfatherly father by doom was allotted to me;
And ills out of ills rise ceaselessly By a God’s decree !
ORESTES
Ah, hadst thou slain thy brother, hapless one!
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ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ω μελία δείνας τὁλμας. δείν’ ἔτλαν
δείν’ ἔτλαν, ώμοι σύγγονε. παρὰ δ’ ολίγον
ἀπὲφυγες ὅλεθρον ανόσιου ἐξ ἐμᾶν
δαϊχθάς χερών.
ἁ δ’ ἐπ’ αὐτοῖς τίς τελευτά;
τίς τὐχα μοι συγκυρήσει;
τινα σοι πὁρον €υρο μένα
πάλιν από πόλεων, ἀπὸ φόνου πέμψω
πατρία ἐς Ἀργείαν,
πρὶν ἐπὶ ξίφος αϊματι σῷ
πελάσαι; τόδε σὸν, ὦ μελία ψυχά,
χρέος άν€υρίσκ€ΐν.
πότερον κατὰ χέρσου, οὐχὶ ναί,
ἀλλὰ ποδῶν ριπᾴ
θανάτω πελάσεις ἀνὰ βάρβαρα φυλά
και δι’ ὀδοὺς ανόδους στβίχων; διά κυανέας μην
στενοπόρου πέτρας μακρά κέλευθα να-
ίοισιν δρασμοϊς.
τάλαινα, τάλαινα.
τίς ἄρ’ οὖν, τ άλαν, ἣ θεὺς ἣ βρότος ἢ τί τῶν άδοκήτων πόρον βΰπορον1 ἐξανύσει, δυοῖν τοῖν μόνοιν Ἀτρείδαιν κακών βκΧυσιν ;
ΧΟΡ02
ἐν τοῖσι θαυμαστοΐσι και μύθων πέρα τάδ’ εἶδον αὐτὴ κοὐ κλύουσ’ ἀπ’ ἀγγἐλων.2 1
1 Hermann: for MSS. ἄπορον. 2 Hermann: for MSS. άπαγγελώ.
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1PHIGENEIA
Woe for my crime ! I took in hand a deed Of horror, brother ! Scant escape was thine From god-accursed destruction, even to bleed By mine hand, mine !
Yea, now what end to all this doth remain ?
What shrouded fate shall yet encounter me ?
By what device from this land home again Shall I speed thee
From slaughter, and to Argos bid depart,
Or ever with thy blood incarnadined The sword be ? Tis thy task, O wretched heart, The means to find.
What, without ship, far over land wouldst fly With feet swift-winged with terror and despair, Through wild tribes, pathless ways, aye drawing nigh Death ambushed there ?
Yet, through the Dark-blue Rocks, the strait sea-portal,
A long course must the bark that bears thee run. O hapless, hapless I ! What God or mortal,
O hapless one,
Or what strange help transcending expectation Shall to us twain, of Atreus’ seed the last,
Bring fair deliverance, bring from ills salvation,— From ills o’erpast!
CHORUS
Marvel of marvels, passing fabled lore,
Myself have seen, none telleth me the tale.
870
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ΠΤΛΑΔΗ5
τ ο μὲν φίλους ἐλθὁντ ας εἰς σφιν φίλων,
Όρέστα, χειρῶν περιβοΧας εἰκὸς λαβεῖν λήξαντα ο οϊκτων κάττ ἐκεῖν’ ἐλθεῖν χρεών, ὅπως τὺ κλεινόν ὄνομα τῆς σωτήριας Χαβόντες ἐκ γῆς βησόμβσθα βαρβάρου. σοφών yap άντρων ταῦτα, ^ιὴ 9κβάντας τὐχης, καιρόν Χάβοντας, ἡδονὰς ὰλλας λαβεῖν. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
καλώς ἔλεξας· τῇ τύχη δ’ οἶμαι μέλει ν τοῦδε ξὺν ἡμῖν* ἢν δὲ τις πρόθυμος ἦ, σθἐνειν τὺ θεῖον μᾶλλον εἰκότως ἔχει. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
οὐ μὴ μ’ ἐπτσχῃς 1 οὐδ’ ἀποστήσεις λόγου πρώτον πυθέσθαι τινα ποτ Ήλεκτρα πότμον εἴληχε βιότου· φίλα γάρ ἐστι2 πάντ ἐμοὶ. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τῷδε ξυνοικεῖ βίον ἔχουσ’ εὐδαιμονα.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
οντος δὲ ποδαπὸς καὶ τίνος πέφυκε παΐς; •ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ5
Χτρόφιος ό Φωκεὺς τοῦδε κλῄζεται πατήρ.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ὅδ’ ἐστί γ’ Ἀτρέως θυyaτpός, ὁμογενὴς ἐμὸς ; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ανεψιός ye, μόνος ἐμοὶ σαφής φίΧος.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
οὐκ ἢν τὁθ’ οὖτος ὅτε πατήρ εκτεινέ με. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
οὐκ ἦν χρόνον yap Έ,τρόφιος ἦν άπαις τινα.
Monk : for οόδἐν μ’ ἐπίσχει γ* οόδ* ἀποστἡσει of MSS. Seidler : for ὅσται of MSS.
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PYLADES
Orestes, well may friends which meet the gaze Of friends, enfold them in the clasp of love.
Yet must we cease from moan, and look to this,
In what wise winning glorious safety’s name Forth from the land barbaricewe may fare.
For wise men take occasion by the hand,
And let not fortune slip for pleasure’s lure.
ORESTES
Well say’st thou : yet will fortune work, I trow,
Herein with us. But toil of strenuous hands	910
Still doubles the God’s power to render aid.
IPHIGENEIA
Thou shalt not stay me, neither turn aside From asking of Electra first—her lot In life : all touching her is dear to me.
ORESTES
Wedded to this man (pointing to pylades) happy life she hath.
IPHIGENEIA
And lie—what land is his ?—his father, who ?
ORESTES
Strophius the Phocian is his father’s name.
IPHIGENEIA
Ha! Atreus* daughter’s son, of kin to me ?
ORESTES
Thy cousin is he, and my one true friend.
IPHIGENEIA
He was unborn when my sire sought my death, 920
ORESTES
Unborn ; for long time childless Strophius was.
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ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
χαϊρ ω πόσις μοι τῆς ἐμῆς ὁμοσπόρου. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
κάμός γε σωτήρ, οὐχὶ συγγενὴς μόνον. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
τὰ δεινὰ δ’ ἔργα 7*ὺς ἔτλης μητρὺς πὲρι ; ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
σιγῶμεν αυτά· πατρὶ τ ι μωρών ἐμῷ.
. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ἡ δ’ αἰτία τίς ἀνθ’ ὅτου κτβίνει πόσιν ; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἔα τὰ μητρός* οὐδὲ σοι κλύειν καΧον.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
σιγώ· τὺ δ’ Ἀργος πρὸς σὲ νῦν αποβλέπει; ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
Μενἐλαος ἄρχει* φυγάδες ἐσμὲν ἐκ πάτρα?. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
οὑ που νοσονντας θεῖος ὕβρισεν δόμους ; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
οὑκ, ἀλλ’ Ἐρινύων δεῖμα μ’ ἐκβάλλει χθονὸς. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ταῦτ’ ἄρ* ἐπ’ ἀκταῖς κἀνθάδ’ ἡγγἔλθης μανείς; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
ώφθημεν οὐ νῦν πρώτον ὄντες ἄθλιοι. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ἔγνωκα, μητρός σ’ εἵνεκ’ ἡλάστρουν θεαι. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ὦσθ’ αιματηρό, στομν ἐπεμβαλεῖν ἐμοί. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
τί γὰρ ποτ’ εἰς γῆν τήνδ’ ἐπόρθμευσας πόδα; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
Φοίβου κελευσθεὶς θεσφάτοις ἀφικὁμην.
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IPHIGENEIA
0	husband of my sister, hail to thee!
ORESTES
Yea, and my saviour, not my kin alone.
IPHIGENEIA
How could’ st thou dare that dread deed on our mother?
ORESTES
Speak we not of it!—to avenge my sire.
IPHIGENEIA
And what the cause for which she slew her lord ?
ORESTES
Let be my mother : \would pollute thine ears.
IPHIGENEIA
1	am silent. Looketh Argos now to thee ?
ORESTES
Menelaus rules : I am exiled from the land.
IPHIGENEIA
Our uncle—he insult our stricken house !
ORESTES
Nay, but the Erinyes’ terror drives me forth.
IPHIGENEIA
Thence told they of thy frenzy on yon shore.
ORESTES
Not now first was my misery made a show.
IPHIGENEIA
Yea, for my mother’s sake fiends haunted thee—
ORESTES
To thrust a bloody bridle in my mouth.
IPHIGENEIA
Wherefore to this Jand didst thou steer thy foot ?
ORESTES
Bidden of Phoebus’ oracle I came.
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ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
τί χρήμα γράσων ; ρητόν ἢ σιγώμενον ;
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
λέγοιμ’ ἄν δήχαὶ δ’ αἵδε μοι πολλών πόνων. ἐπεὶ τὰ μητρος ταῦθ’ α σιγῶμεν κακὰ εἰς χεῖρας ἦλθε, μεταδρομαῖς Ἐρινύων ἡλαυνὁμεσθα φυγάδες, ἔστ’ ἐμὺν πόδα εἰς τὰς Ἀθήνας δῆτ’ έττεμψε Λοξίας, δίκην τταρασ^εΐν ταῖς ἀνωνὑμοις θεαῖς. ἔστιν γὰρ ὁσια ψῆφος, ἢν Ἀρει ποτὲ Ζεὺς εΐσατ ἐκ του δὴ χερών μιάσματος. ἐλθὼν δ’ ἐκεῖσε, πρώτα μέν μ’ οὐδεὶς ξένων ἑκὼν ἐδἐξαθ’, ώς θεοῖς στυγούμενον οἳ δ’ εσχον αἰδὼ, ξένια μονοτράπεζά μοι παρέσ^ον, οϊκων ὄντες ἐν ταυτῷ στἐγει, σιγῇ δ’ ἐτεκτήναντ’ άιτόφθεηκτον μ’, ὅπως δαιτὺς γενοίμην πώματος τ’ αυτών δίχα, εἰς δ’ ἄγγος ἴδιον ἴσον άττασι βακχιου μέτρημα ττΧηρώσαντες ειχον ἡδονην. κἀγὼ ’ξελέγξαι μὲν ξένους οὐκ ήξίουν, ήλγουν δὲ σιγῇ κάΒόκουν ου κ εἰδἐναι, μἐγα στενάζων, οὕνεκ’ ἡ μητ ρος φονευς. κλύω δ’ Ἀθηναίοισι τἀμὰ δυστυχή τελετήν γενἐσθαι, κάτι τον νόμον μένειν, χοήρες ἄγγος Παλλ,αδος τιμάν λεών. ώς ο εἰς * Ape ιον οχθον ήκον, ές δίκην ἔστην, ἐγὼ μὲν θάτερον Χαβών βάθρον, τὺ δ’ ἄλλο πρέσβεις ἤπερ ἦν Ἐρινύων* εἰπὼν δ’ άκούσας θ αίματος μητ ρος ττέρι, Φοῖβος μ’ εσωσε μαρτύρων ϊσας δέ μοι ψήφους Βιερρύθμιζε Παλλὰς ώΧένψ νικών δ’ άττηρα φόνια ττειρατηρια.
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IPHIGKNEIA
With what intent ? May this be told or no ?
ORESTES
Nay, I will tell all. Thus began my woes :
Soon as my mother’s sin, that nameless sin,	940
Had been by mine hands punished, chasing fiends Drave me to exile, until Loxias Guided my feet to Athens at the last,
To make atonement to the Nameless Ones ;
For there is a tribunal, erst ordained Of Zeus, to cleanse the War-god’s blood-stained hands.
Thither I came; but no bond-friend at first Would welcome me, as one abhorred of heaven.
Some pitied ; yet my guest-fare set they out
On a several table, ’neath the selfsame roof;	960
Yet from all converse by their silence banned me,
So from their meat and drink to hold me apart;
And, filling for each man his private cup,
All equal, had their pleasure of the wine.
I took not on me to arraign mine hosts ;
But, as who marked it not, in silence grieved;
With bitter sighs the mother-slayer grieved.
Now are my woes to Athens made, I hear,
A festival, and yet the custom lives
That Pallas’ people keep the Feast of Cups.	960
And when to Ares’ mount I came to face My trial, I upon this platform stood,
And the Erinyes’ eldest upon that.
Then, of my mother’s, blood arraigned, I spake ;
And Phoebus’ witness saved me. Pallas told The votes: her arm swept half apart for me.
So was I victor in the murder-trial,
36 ϊ
Digitized by Google
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ H ΕΝ ΤΑΥΡΟΙ2
970
980
990
3ῦ2
ὅσαι μὲν οὖν ἔζοντο πεισθεῖσαι δίκη, γηφον παρ’ αυτήν ἱερόν ώρίσαντ ἔ^ειν οσαι δ’ Ἐρινὑων οὐκ ἐπείσθησαν νὁμῳ, δρόμοι? ἀνιδρύτοισιν ήΧάστρουν μ ἀεί, εως ἐς αγνόν ήΧθον αὖ Φοίβου πέδον, καὶ πρὁσθεν ἀδύτων ἐκταθείς, τῆστις βοράς, ἐπώμοσ’ αυτόν βίον ἀπορρήξειν θανών, εἰ μή με σώσει Φοῖβος, ος μ’ ἀπώλεσεν. ἐντεῦθεν αὐδὴν τρίποδος ἐκ χρυσοῦ Χακών Φοίβος μ ἔπεμῆτε δεῦρο, διοπετὲς λαβεῖν άγαΧμ Αθηνών τ ἐγκαθνδρύσαν χθονί. ἀλλ* ἤνπερ ἡμῖν ὦρισεν σωτηρίαν, σύμπραξον ἢν γὰρ θεᾶς κατάσχω μεν βρέτας, μαννών τε λήξω καὶ σὲ ποΧυκώπω σκάφβι στείλας Μυκήναις έγκαταστήσω πάλιν. ἀλλ*, ώ φιληθεῖσ*, ὦ κασίγνητον κάρα, σώσον πατρφον οίκον, ίκσωσον δ’ ἐμέ* ως τἄμ’ ὔλωλε ττάντα καί τα Πελοπιδών, ούράννον εἰ μὴ Χηψόμ€σθα θεᾶς βρέτας.
Χ0Ρ02
δεινὴ τις ὸργὴ δαιμόνων ἐπὲξεσε τὺ Ταντάλειον σπέρμα διὰ πόνων τ’ ἄγει.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
τὺ μὲν πρόθυμον, πριν σε δεῦρ’ ἐλθεῖν, ἔχω Ἀργει γενἐσθαι καὶ σε, σύγγον, εἰσιδεῖν. θέλω δ’ ὅπερ σύ, σὲ τε μεταστῆσαι πόνων νοσούν τά τ’ οίκον, ονχί τω κτανόντν με θυμουμένη, πατρφον όρθωσαν πάλιν. σφαγής τε γὰρ τῆ? ρ^εῖρ’ άπαΧΧάξανμεν αν, σώσανμί τ οϊκονς· την θεὺν δὲ πῶς λάθω; δέδοικα καὶ τύραννον, ήνίκ αν κενὰς κρηπίδας evprj Χαννας άγάΧματος.
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They which consented to the judgment, chose Nigh the tribunal for themselves a shrine :
But of the Erinyes some consented not,	970
And hounded me with homeless chasings aye,
Until, to Phoebus’ hallowed soil returned,
Fasting before his shrine I cast me down,
And swore to snap my life-thread, dying there,
Except Apollo saved me, who destroyed.
Then from the golden tripod PthochnsLvoice Pealed, hither gpnrlinjy me tr>
Heaven-ΜΓ%in^ttica^-
Now to this safety thus oraainecTof him
Help thou : for, so the image be but won,	980
My madness shall have end : thee will I speed
Back to Mycenae in a swift-oared ship.
O well beloved one, O sister mine,
Save thou our father’s house, deliver me.
J£q£ Pelops’ line and I are all undone ^Except I win that image fall’n from heaven.
CHORUS
Dread wrath of Gods hath burst upon the seed Of Tantalus, and on through travail drives.
IPHIGENEIA
Earnest my longing, ere thou earnest, was
To stand in Argos, brother, and see thee.	990
Thy will is mine, to set thee free from woes,
And to restore my father s stricken house,
Nursing" no wrath against my murderer.
So of thy slaughter shall mine hands be clean,
And I shall save our house. Yet how elude The Goddess ? And I fear the king, when he Void of its statue finds that pedestal.
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ττώς οὐ θανοῦμαι; τίς δ’ ἔνεστι μοι λόγος; ἀλλ’ εἰ μὲν ἕν τι τοΰθ* ὁμοῦ γενήσεται. άγαλμά τ’ οἴσεις κἄμ’ ἐπ’ εὐπρὑμνου νεὼς αξεις, τὺ κινδύνευμα γίγνεται καλὸν τούτον δὲ ^ωρισθεΐσ' ἐγὼ μὲν ὅλλυμαι, σὺ δ’ ἄν το σ αυτόν θέμερος εν νόστον τὐχοις. οὐ μήν τι φεύγω γ’, οὐδὲ μ’ εἰ θανεῖν χ^εών, σώσασά σ’· οὐ γὰρ ἀλλ’ ἀνὴρ μὲν ἐκ δόμων θανων ποθεινός, τὰ δὲ γνναικος ασθενή. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
οὐκ ἄν η εν οι μην σοῦ τε καὶ μητρός φονεύς· ἅλις τὺ κείνης αίμα· κοινόφρων δὲ σοι . καὶ ζῆν θέλοιμ ἄν καὶ θανων λαχεῖν ἴσον. ἄξω δὲ σ’, ηνπερ καυτός έντανθοϊ περῶ,1 πρὸς οίκονt η σον κατθανων μένω μετά. γνώμης δ’ ἄκουσον εἰ πρόσαντες ἦν τόδε Ἀρτέμιδι, πώς ἄν Λοξίας έθέσπισε κομίσαι μ άγαλμα θεάς πόλισμα Παλλάδος καὶ σον πρόσωπον είσιδεΐν; άπαντα γάρ σννθεϊς τάδ’ εἰς ἐν νόστον ελπίζω λαβεϊν. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
πώς οὖν γενοιτ ἄν ώστε μήθ* ἡμᾶς θανεῖν λαβεϊν θ' ά βονλόμεσθα ; τῇδε γὰρ νοσεῖ νόστος προς οϊκονς· ἦδε βούλευσιςπάρα. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἄρ’ ἄν τύραννον διολέσαι δυναίμεθ'* ἄν; ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
δεινόν τόδ* εϊπας, ξενοφονεϊν επήλνδας. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἀλλ’ εἰ σὲ σώσει κάμε, κινδυνεντέον. 1 2
1	Hermann : for MSS. πἐσα>.
2	Markland : for MSS. ἡ βονλησίί.
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How shall I not die ? What should be my plea ? But if both ends in one may be achieved—
If, with the statue, on thy fair-prowed^ship Thou bear me hence, the peril well is braved.
If I attain not liberty, I die ;
Yet still mayst thou speed well, and win safe home.
O then I flinch not, though my doom be death,
So I save thee ! A man that from a house Dies, leaves a void : a woman matters not.
ORESTES
My mother’s slayer and thine I will not be!
Suffice her blood. With heart at one with thine Fain would I live, and dying share thy death.
Thee will I lead, if thither I may win,
Homeward, or dying here abide with thee.
Hear mine opinion—if this thing displease Artemis, Bow had Loxias bidden me Ta hear her statue unto Pallas’ burg—
Yea, see thy face ? So, setting side by side All these, I hope to win safe home-return.
IPHIGENEIA
How may we both escape death, and withal Bear off that prize ? Imperilled most herein Our home-return is:—this must we debate.
ORESTES
Haply might we prevail to slay the king ?
IPHIGENEIA
Foul deed were this, that strangers slay their host.
ORESTES
Yet must we venture—for thy life and mine.
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ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
οὐκ αν δυναίμην, τὺ δὲ πρόθυμόν ἡνεσα. ΟΡΕ3ΤΗ2
τί δ’, εἴ με ναῴ τῷδε κρύψειας Χάβρα ; ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ώς δὴ σκότον Χαβόντες εκσωθειμεν ἄν ; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
κΧετττων yap ἡ νύξ, τῆς δ’ άΧηθείας τὺ φῶς. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
εἴσ’ ἔνδον ιερόν φνΧακες, οὺς οὐ λήσομεν. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
οἵμοι, διεφθάρμεσθα· πῶς σωθειμεν ἄν; ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ἔχειν δοκὼ μοι καινόν εξεύρημα τι.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
ττοΐόν τι; δοξης μετ άδος, ως κἀγὼ μάθω.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ	·
ταῖς σαῖς ἀνίαις χρησομαι σοφίσμασιν. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
δειναὶ γὰρ αἱ γυναίκες ενρισκειν τεχνας. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
φονέα σε φήσω μητρός ἐξ 'Άργους μοΧεϊν. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
χρήσαι κακοΐσι τοῖς εμοΐς, ει κερδανείς. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ως ου θε μις σε Χεξομεν Θύειν θεᾴ,
ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
τίν’ αιτίαν εχουσ ; υττοτττεύω τι γάρ. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
οὐ καθαρόν ὄντα, τὸ δ’ ὅσιον δώσω φόνψ. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τί δῆτα μᾶλλον θεᾶς άγαΧμ ἁλίσκεται ;
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IPHIGENEIA
I could not. Yet thine eager heart I praise.
ORESTES
How if thou privily hide me in yon fane ?
IPHIGENEIA
By favour of the darkness to escape ?
ORESTES
Yea, night is leagued with theft: the light for truth.
IPHIGENEIA
Within the fane be guards : no baffling them.
ORESTES
Alas! we are undone. How can we ’scape ?
IPHIGENEIA
Methinks I have a yet untried device.
ORESTES
Ha, what? Impart thy thought, that I may know. 1030
IPHIGENEIA
Thy misery will I turn to cunning use.
ORESTES
Women be shrewd to seek inventions out!
IPHIGENEIA
A matricide from Argos will I name thee,—
ORE8TES
Use my misfortunes, if it serve thine end.
IPHIGENEIA
Unmeet for sacrifice to Artemis,—
ORESTES
Pleading what cause ?—for somewhat I surmise.
IPHIGENEIA
As one unclean. The pure alone I slay.
ORESTES
Yet how the more hereby is the imago won ?
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ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
πόντου σε 7τη7αις ἁγνίσαι βουΧησομαι, ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἔτ’ ἐν δὁμοισι βρετας, ἐφ’ ᾤ πεπλεύκαμεν. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
κἀκεῖνο vlyjrcu, σου θiyοντος ως, ερω. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ποῖ δῆτα ; πόντου νοτερόν εἶπας εκβοΧον; ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
οὖ ναῦς χαΧινοϊς Χινοδετοις ὁρμεῖ σέθεν. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
σὺ δ’ ἡ τις ἄλλος έν χεροιν οϊσει βρετας; ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ἐ7ώ· θιγεῖν γὰρ ὅσιον ἐστ’ ἐμοὶ μὁνη. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
Πυλάδης δ’ ὅδ’ ἡμῖν ποῦ τετάξεται φόνου; ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ταύτόν χεροιν σοι Χέξεται μίασμ ἔχων. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
Χάθρα δ’ ἄνακτος ἡ ειδότος δράσεις τάδε; ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
πείσασα μύθοις* οὐ γὰρ ἄν λάθοιμί γε. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
καὶ μὴν νεὼς γε πίτυλος εὐήρης πάρα,. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
σοὶ δὴ μέλειν χρὴ τἄλλ’ ὅπως ἔξει καλῶς. ΟΡΕ5ΤΗ2
ὲνὸς μόνου δεῖ, τάσδε συγκρύψαι τάδε. ἀλλ’ άντίαζε και Χόλους πειστηρίους εΰρισκ· εχει τοι δύναμιν εις οίκτον γυνή. τὰ δ’ ἄλλ’ ἴσως ἄν πάντα συμβαίη καλῶς.
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IPHIGENEIA
I’ll say that I would cleanse thee in sea-springs;—
ORESTES
Still bides the statue there, for which we sailed.
IPHIGENEIA
That this too must I wash, as touched of thee.
ORESTES
Where ?—in yon creek where rains the blown sea-spray ?
IPHIGENEIA
Nay, where thy ship rides moored with hempen curb.
ORESTES
Will thine hands, or another’s, bear the image ?
IPHIGENEIA
Mine. Sinlessly none toucheth it save me.
ORE8TE8
And in this blood-guilt what is Pylades’ part ?
IPHIGENEIA
Stained even as thine his hands are, will I say.
ORESTES
Hid from the king shall be thy deed, or known ?
IPHIGENEIA
I must persuade whom I could not elude.
ORESTES
Ready in any wise the oared ship is.
IPHIGENEIA
’Tis thine to see that all beside go well.
ORESTES
One thing we lack, that yon maids hide all this. Beseech them thou, and find persuasive words;
A woman’s tongue hath pity-stirring might:—
Then may all else perchance have happy end.
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1060
1070
1080
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ω φίλταται γυναίκες, εἰς ὑμᾶς βλέπω, και ταμ εν ὑμῖν ἐστιν ἢ καλώς ἔχειν ἢ μηδὲν εἶναι καὶ στερηθῆναι πάτρα? φίλου τ’ αδελφό ῦ φιλτάτης τε συγγόνου* και πρώτα μιν μοι τού λόγου τάδ’ άρ^έτω· γυναίκες έσμεν, φιλόφρον άλλήλαις γένος, σφζειν τε κοινά πράγματ άσφαλέσταται. σιγήσαθ* ἡμῖν καὶ συνεκπονήσατε φυγὰς, καλόν τοι γλῶσσ’ ὅτῳ πίστη παρτ), ορατέ δ’ ώς τρεῖς μία τύχη τούς φΐλτάτους η γης πατρώας νόστος ή θανεΐν ἔχει. σωθεισα δ’, ως ἄν καὶ σὺ κοινωνής τύχης, σώσω σ ἐς Έλλ,αδ’. ἀλλὰ πρὸς σε δεξιάς, σὲ καὶ σ’ ίκνοϋμαι, σὲ δὲ φίλης παρηίδος γονάτων τε καί τῶν εν Βόμοισι φιλτάτων.1 τί φάτε ; τις υμών φησιν, η τις ου θέλει, φθέγξασθε, ταῦτα; μὴ γὰρ αίνουσών λόγους ολωλα κάγώ καί κασίγνητος τάλας.
Χ0Ρ05
θάρσει, φίλη δέσποινα, καί σφζου μόνον ως εκ γ* ἐμοῦ σοι πάντα σιγηθησεται, ϊστω μέγας Ζευς, ών επισκήπτεις περ ι.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
οναισθε μύθων και γένοισθ’ εὐδαίμονες. σὺν έργον ἡδη καὶ σὺν είσβαίνειν δόμους· ως αύτίχ ηξει τῆσδε κοίρανος χθονός, θυσίαν ελέγξων, ει κατείργασται, ξένων, ω ποτνι, ήπερ μ9 Αὐλίδος κατὰ πτυχὰς δεινής έσωσας εκ πατροκτόνου χερός,
1 1071, μητ pbs πατρὅι τε καί τέκνων Sr ψ Kvpet, is rejected by Dindorf and others, as inconsistent with L 130.
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IPHIGENEIA
Damsels beloved, I raise mine eyes to you.
Mine all is in your hands—for happiness,
Or ruin, and for loss of fatherland,
Of a dear brother, and a sister loved.
Of mine appeal be this the starting-point—
Women are we, each other’s staunchest friends,
In keeping common counsel wholly loyal.
Keep silence; help us to achieve our flight.
A loyal tongue is its possessor’s crown.
Ye see three friends upon one hazard cast,
Or to win back to fatherland or die.
If I escape,—that thou mayst share my fortune,— Thee will I bring home. Oh, by thy right hand Thee I implore—and thee !—by thy sweet face Thee,—by thy knees—by all thou lov’st at home ! What say ye ? Who consents ? Who sayeth nay— Oh speak!—to this ? for if ye hearken not,
I and mine hapless brother are undone.
CHORUS
Fear not, dear lady : do but save thyself.
I will keep silence touching all the things Whereof thou chargest me : great Zeus be witness.
IPHIGENEIA
Heaven bless you for the word ! Happy be yel (To or. and pyl.) ’Tis thy part now, and thine, to pass within;
For this land’s king shall in short space be here To ask if yet this sacrifice be done.
O Goddess-queen, who erst by Aiilis’ clefts Didst save me from my sire’s dread murderous hand,
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σωσόν με καὶ νῦν τούσδε τ’· ἢ τὺ Αοξίου οὐκέτι βροτοΐσι διὰ σ’ ἐτήτυμον στόμα. ὰλλ’ εὐμενὴς €κβηθι βαρβάρου χθονὸς εἰς τὰς Ἀθήνας· καὶ γὰρ ἐνθάδ’ οὐ πρἐπει ναίειν, παρὸν σοι πόλιν ἔχειν εὐδαίμονα.
Χ0Ρ02
ὄρνις, α παρὰ πετρίνας	στρ. α"
1090	πόντου δειράδας, ἀλκυών,
eXeyov οικτρον ἀείδεις, εὐξὑνετον ξυνετοῖσι βοάν, ὅτι πόσιν κελαδεῖς ἀεὶ μολπαῖς, ἐγώ σοι τταραβάΧΧομαι^ θρήνους, ἄπτερος ὄρνις, ΐΓοθοΰσ’ Ελλάνων άπορους, ττοθουσ Ἀρτεμιν όχβίαν,1 α παρὰ Κύνθιον ὅχθον οἰκεῖ φοίνικα θ’ άβρο κόμαν 1100	δάφναν τ’ eiepvea καί
γλαύκας θαλλὺν Ιρον βΧαίας,
Αατοΰς ωδῖνι φιΧας,2 Χίμναν θ’ είΧίσσουσαν ὕδωρ κύκλιον, ἔνθα κύκνος μελῳδὸς Μούσας θεραπεύει.
ὦ Πολλαὶ δακρύων λιβάδβς,	ἀντ. α*
αἳ παρηίδας εἰς ἐμὰς ἔπεσον, ἁνίκα πύργων όΧΧυμένων ἐπὶ ναυσϊν ββαν 1110	'	πολεμίων ἐρετμοῖσι καὶ λἀγχαις,
1	Nauck : for λοχείαν of MSS. “ Travail-queen Artemis.”
2	Portus and Markland : for ώδινα φίλαν of MSB.
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Save me now too with these ; else Loxias’ words Through thee shall be no more believed of men.
But graciously come forth this barbarous land To Athens. It beseems thee not to dwell Here, when so blest a city may be thine.
[iphigeneia, orestes, and pylades enter the temple. CHORUS
(Str. 1)
Thou bird, who by scaurs o’er the sea-breakers leaning Ever chantest thy song,
0	Halcyon, thy burden of sorrow, whose meaning
To the wise doth belong,
Who discern that for aye on thy mate thou art crying,
1	lift up a dirge to thy dirges replying—
Ah, thy pinions I have not!—for Hellas sighing,
For the blithe city-throng ;
For that happier Artemis sighing, who dwelleth By the Cynthian Hill,
By the feathery palm, by the shoot that swelleth When the bay-buds fill,
By the pale-green sacred olive that aided Leto, whose travail the dear boughs shaded,
By the lake with the circling ripples braided,
Where from throats of the swans to the Muses upwelleth
Song-service still.
(Ant. 1)
O tears on my cheeks that as fountains plashing
Were rained that day,	[crashing,
When I sailed, from our towers that in ruin were In the galleys, the prey	[me,
Of the oars of the foe, of the spears that had caught
1090
1100
1110
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ζηχρνσου δὲ δι’ εμπολάς νόστον βάρβαρον ἦλθον, ἔνθα τὰς ελαφοκτόνον θεᾶς ἀμφίπολον κόραν παῖδ’ Ἀγαμεμνονίαν λατρεύω βωμούς θ’ Ελληνοθύτους,1 ζηλούσ άταν Βία παντός δυσδαίμον*· ἐν γὰρ ἀνάγκαις οὐ κάμνει σύντροφος ὦν 1120	μεταβάλλει δυσδαιμονία*
τὺ δὲ μετ’ ευτυχίας κακού-σθαι θνατοΐς βαρύς αιών.
καὶ σὲ μέν, πὁτνι’, Ἀργεία	στρ. /?
πεντηκόντορος οίκον ἄξει· συρίζων δ’ ὁ κηρόδετος κάλαμος ούρείου Πανὸς κώπαις επιθωύξει, ὁ Φοῖβος θ’ ὁ μάντης ἔχων κἑλαδον επτατόνου λύρας 1130	ἀείδων ἄξει λιπαράν
εὖ σ’ Αθηναίων ἐπὶ γᾶν. ἐμὲ δ’ αὐτοῦ προλιπουσα βησει ροθίοις πλάταις· αέρι δ’ Ιστΐ ἐπὶ προτόνοις κατά πρώραν υπέρ στόλον εκπετάσουσι πόδες ναὸς ωκυπόμπον.
1 Enger, Kochly, and Wecklein: for rota μη\οθύτου$ of MSS.
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And for gold in the balances weighed men bought me,
And unto a barbarous home they brought me,
To the handmaid-array Of Atreides’ daughter, who sacrificeth To the Huntress-queen
On the altars whence reek of the slain Greeks riseth !
Ah, the man that hath seen Bliss never, full gladly his lot would I borrow !
For he faints not ’neath ills, who was cradled in sorrow;
On his night of affliction may dawn bright morrow :	1120
But whom ruin, in happiness ambushed, surpriseth,
Ah, their stroke smiteth keen !
(Sir. 2)
And the fifty oars shall dip of the Argive gallant ship That shall waft thee to the homeland shore ;
And the waxed pipe shall ring of the mountain Shepherd-king
To enkindle them that tug the strenuous oar;
And the Seer shall wing their fleetness, even Phoebus, by the sweetness
Of the seven-stringed lyre in his hand ;
And his chanting voice shall lead you as in triumph-
march, and speed you	1130
Unto Athens, to the sunny-gleaming land.
And I shall be left here lone, but thou Shalt be racing with plash of the pine,
While the broad sail swells o’er the plunging prow
Outcurving the forestay-line,
While the halliards shiver, the mainsheets quiver,
As the cutwater leaps thro’ the brine.
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λαμπρόν ιππόδρομον βαίην,	ἀντ. β
ἔνθ’ εὐάλιον ἔρχεται πῦρ*
1140	οἰκείω ν δ’ ὑπὲρ θαλαμών
πτέρυγας ἐν νώτοις ἀμοῖ? λήξαιμι θοάζουσα· γρροϊς δὲ σταίην, ὅθι καὶ πάρεδρος 1 ευδόκιμων γάμων, παρὰ πόδ’ εἱλίσσουσα φίλας πρός ή\ίκων θιάσους,	^ ^
ἐς ἁμίλλας χαρίτων, χλιδᾶς άβροττΧοντοιο	γ’'
el? epip όρννμένβί^οΧυτΓοίκιΧα S ■ r r>' ΙΙ^ Η^^^ἀΡ60, *αὶ πλοκάμους ττβριβαΧΧομένα γέ-νυν συνεσκίαζον.
, 6
ΘΟΑ2
ποῦ ’σθ’ ἡ πυλωρός τῶνδε δωμάτων γυνή Ελληνίς; ήδη τῶν ξένων κατηρξατο, ἀδὑτοις τ’ ἐν ἁγνοῖς σώμα Βάτττονταί ττυρί;
Χ0Ρ02
ἦδ’ ἐστίν, ἦ σοι πάντ’, ἄναξ, ἐρεῖ σαφώς. ΘΟΑ2
τί τόδε μεταίρεις ἐξ ακίνητων βάθρων, Ἀγαμέμνονος παῖ, θεᾶς ἄγαλμ’ ἐν ώΧέναυς;
1 Badham : for παρθένο* of MSS.
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{Ant. 2)
And it’s O that I could soar up the splendour-litten floor
Where the sun drives the chariot-steeds of light, And it’s O that I were come o’er the chambers of my home,
And were folding the swift pinions of my flight; And that, where at royal wedding the bridemaidens’ feet are treading
Through the measure, I were gliding in the dance, Through its maze of circles sweeping with mine olden playmates, keeping Truest time with waving arms and feet that glance ! And it’s O for the loving rivalry,
For the sweet forms costly-arrayed,
For the raiment of cunningest broidery,
For the challenge of maid to maid,
—For the veil light-tossing, the loose curl crossing
My cheek with its flicker of shade L '
Enter thoas with attendants.
THOAS
Where is this temple’s warder, Hellas’ daughter ? Hath she begun yon strangers’ sacrifice ?
Are they ablaze with fire in the holy shrine ?
CHORUS
Here is she, king, to tell thee clearly all.
Enter iphigeneia bearing the image of Artemis in her arms.
THOAS
Why bear st thou in thine arms, Agamemnon’s child, From its inviolate base the Goddess’ statue ?
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ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ἄναξ, ἔχ’ αὐτοῦ πόδα σὺν ἐν παραστάσιν.
ΘΟΑ2
1160 τί δ’ ἔστιν, ’Ιφιγἐνεια, καινόν ἐν δὁμοις ;
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ἀπέπτυσ’· 'O σία γὰρ ΒίΒωμ ἔπος τόδε.
ΘΟΑ2
τί φροιμιάζω νεοχμόν; εξαύΒα σαφώς.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
οὐ καθαρά μοι τὰ θνματ ἡγρεὑσασθ’, ἄναξ. ΘΟΑ2
τί τουκΒιΒάξαν τοῦτο σ’; ἢ Βόξαν \έyεις;
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
βρέτας τὺ τῆ? Θεοῦ πάλιν ἕδρα? ἀπεστράφη. ΘΟΑ5
αυτόματον, ἦ νιν σεισμός εστρεψε χθονός;^
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ	, ;Λ,ν 1	^
αυτόματον* δήτιν δ’ όμμάτων ξυνήρμοσεν*.'
ΘΟΑ2
ἡ δ’ αἰτία τίς; ἢ τὺ τῶν ξένων μύσος;
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ἦδ’, οὐδὲν ἄλλο· δεινὰ γὰρ ΒεΒράκατον·
ΘΟΑ2
1170 ἀλλ’ ἦ τι ν’ εκανον βαρβάρων ακτής ἔπι;
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
οικειον ἦλθον τον φόνον κεκτημένοι.
0ΟΑ5
τίν’; εἰς ερον yap τού μαθεϊν ττετττώκαμεν. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
μητέρα κατειρηάσαντο κοινωνφ ξίφει.
378
Digitized by Google
IPHIGENEIA IN TAURICA
IPHIOENEIA
King, stay thy foot there in the portico !
THOAS
What profanation in the fane hath chanced ?
IPHIGENEIA
Avaunt that evil word, in Sanctity’s name!
THOAS
What strange tale dost thou preface ? Plainly tell.
χ	IPHIGENEIA
Unclean I found thy captured victims, king.
THOAS
What proof hast thou ?—or speak’st thou but thy thought ?
IPHIGENEIA
Back from its place the Goddess’ statue turned.
THOAS
Self-moved ?—or did an earthquake wrench it round ?
IPHIGENEIA	„.	‘ W
Self-moved. /Yea, also did it close its eyes. ^	# μὴ
^	THOAS
The cause ?—pollution by the strangers brought ?
IPHIGENEIA
This, and nought else; for foul deeds have they done.
THOAS
Ha ! slaughter of my people on the shore ?
IPHIGENEIA
Nay, stained with guilt of murdered kin they came.
THOAS
What kin ? I am filled with longing this to learn.
IPHIGENEIA
Their mother with confederate swords thfcy slew.
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ΘΟΑ5
Ἀπολλον, οὐδ’ ἐν βαρβάρου ἔτλη τις ἄν. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
πάσης διωγμό ῖς ήλάθησαν Ἑλλάδος.
ΘΟΑ2
ἦ τῶνδ’ ἕκατι δῆτ’ ἄγαλμ’ ἔξω φέρεις; ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
σεμνόν γ’ υπ’ αἰθέρ’, ώς μεταστησω φόνου. ΘΟΑ5
μίασμα δ’ ἕγνω ς τοῖν ξένοιν ποίῳ τρόττω; ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ἦλεγχον, ώς θεᾶς β per ας ἀπεστράφη πάλιν. ΘΟΑ5
1180 σοφήν σ' εθρεψεν Ελλάε, ως ῄσθου καλῶς.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
καὶ νῦν καθεῖσαν δέλεαρ ὴδύ μοι φρένων.
ΘΟΑ5
τῶν Ἀργὁθεν τι φίλτρον ayyeWovre σοι; ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
τὸν μόνον Ὀρέστην ἐμὺν ἀδελφὺν εὐτυχεῖν. ΘΟΑ2
ώς δή σφε σώσαις ἡδοναῖς ἀγγελμάτων.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
καὶ ττατέρα γε ζῇν καὶ καλώς πράσσειν ἐμὁν. ΘΟΑ2
σὺ δ’ εἰς τὺ τῆς Θεοῦ γ’ ἐξένευσας είκότως. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ττασάν γε μισοῦσ’ Ἑλλάδ’, ἦ μ’ ἀπώλεσεν. ΘΟΑ2
τί δῆτα δρώμεν, φράζβ, τοῖν ξἐνοιν πὲρι; ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
τὸν νόμον άνόηκη τον ττροκείμ&νον σέβειν.
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THOAS
Apollo ! Of barbarians none had dared it!
IPHIGENEIA
Out of all Hellas hunted were they driveii.
THOAS
And for their cause bear’st thou the image forth ?
IPHIGENEIA
’Neath holy sky, to banish that blood-taint.
THOAS
The strangers’ guilt—how knewest thou thereof?
IPHIGENEIA
I questioned them, when back the Goddess turned.
THOAS
Wise child of Hellas, well didst thou discern.
IPHIGENEIA
Even now they cast a bait to entice mine heart.
THOAS
Tidings from Argos—made they this their lure ?
IPHIGENEIA
Yea, of mine only brother Orestes’ weal.
THOAS
That thou might’st spare them for their welcome news ?
IPHIGENEIA
My father liveth and is well, say they.
THOAS
Thou to the Goddess’ part in thee didst cleave ?
IPHIGENEIA
Yea, for I hate all Greece, which gave me death.
THOAS
What shall we do then with the strangers, say ?
IPHIGENEIA
We must needs reverence the ordinance.
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Θ0Α5
ονκσυν ἐν ἔργῳ χέρνιββς ξίφος τε σὸν; ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
άγνοϊς καθαρμοις ττ ρωτά νιν νίψαι θέλω. ΘΟΑ2
πηγαῖσιν νδάτων ἢ θαλασσία δρόσφ; ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
θάλασσα κλύζει πάντα τἀνθρώπων κακά. ΘΟΑ5
ὁσιώτερον γοῦν τῇ θεῷ πὲσοιεν ἄν. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
καὶ τἀμά γ’ οὔτω μᾶλλοΙζ ἄν καλώς ἔχοι. ΘΟΑ2
οὔκουν πρὸς αὐτὸν ναὺν ἐκπίπτει κλύδων ; ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ἐρημίας δεῖ· καὶ γὰρ ἄλλα δράσο/ιεν.
ΘΟΑ2
ἄγ’ ἔνθα χρῄζεις· οὐ φιλώ τἄρρηθ’ ὁρᾶν. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ἁγνιστέον μοι καὶ τὺ τῆς Θεοῦ βρέτας. ΘΟΑ5
εἵπερ γε κηλὶς ἔβαλε νιν μητροκτόνος. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
οὐ γάρ ποτ’ ἄν νιν ήράμην βάθρων ἄπο. ΘΟΑ2
δίκαιος ηύσόββια και προμηθία.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
οίσθά νυν α μοι γενὲσθω ;
ΘΟΑ2
σὺν τὺ σημαίνειν τόδε.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
δεσμὰ τοῖς ξένοισι πρὁσθες.
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THOAS
Why do not lustral drops and knife their part ?	1190
IPHIGENEIA
With holy, cleansings would I wash them first.
THOAS
In fountain-waters, or in sea-spray showers ?
IPHIGENEIA
The sea doth wash away all ills of men.
THOAS
Thus holier should the Goddess’ victims be.
IPHIGENEIA
And better so should all my purpose speed.
THOAS
Full on the fane doth not the sea-surge break ?
IPHIGENEIA
There needeth solitude : more is to do.
THOAS
Where thou wilt. Into mystic rites I pry not.
IPHIGENEIA
The image must I purify withal.
THOAS
Yea, if the matricides have tainted it.	1200
IPHIGENEIA
Else from its pedestal had I moved it not.
THOAS
Righteous thy piety and forethought are.
IPHIGENEIA
Know’st thou now what still 1 lack ?
THOAS
’Tis thine to tell what yet must be.
IPHIGENEIA
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ΘΟΑ2
ποῖ δὲ σ ἐκφὑγοιεν ἄν ; ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
πιστόν Ἐλλὰς οἶδεν οὐδέν.
ΘΟΑ2
ἴτ’ ἐπὶ δεσμά, πρὁσπολοι. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
κάκκομίζόντων δὲ δεῦρο τοὺς ξένους,
ΘΟΑ2
ἔσται τάδε.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ w
'κράτα κρνψαντες πέπλοισιν.,.y ΘΟΑ2
ήλίου πρόσθεν φλογός.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
σῶν τε μοι σύμπεμπ’ οπαδών.
ΘΟΑΧ
οἶδ’ όμαρτησονσί σοι. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
καὶ πόλει πέμψον τιν’ ὅστις σημανεῖ ΘΟΑ2
ποιας τύχας ;
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ἐν δὁμοις μίμνειν άπαντας.
ΘΟΑ2
μὴ συναντῶσιν φόνφ ; ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
μυσαρὰ γὰρ τὰ τοιάδ’ ἐστί.
ΘΟΑ2
στεἐχε καὶ σημαίνω ■· ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
καὶ φίλων γε δεῖ μάλιστα.
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THOAS
Whither from thy warding could they flee ?
IPHIGENEIA
Faithless utterly is Hellas.
THOAS
Henchmen mine, to bind them go.
IPHIGENEIA
Let them now bring forth the strangers hitherward,—
THOAS
It shall be so.
IPHIGENEIA ν	ώρ ^ /£νὶν ν O *
eiling first their heads with mantles^’ -f ν<γ’-
THOAS
Lest the sun pollution see.
IPHIGENEIA
Send thou also of thy servants with me.
THOAS
These shall go with thee.
IPHIGENEIA
And throughout the city send thou one to warn—
THOAS
’Gainst what mischance ?
IPHIGENEIA
That within all folk abide ;—
1210
THOAS
Lest any eye meet murder’s glance.
IPHIGENEIA
For the look shall bring pollution.
thoas (to attendant')
Go thou, warn the folk of this.
IPHIGENEIA
Yea, and chiefly of my friends—-
VOL. II.
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ΘΟΑ2
τοντ ἔλεξας εἰς ἐμέ.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ μηδὲν’ εἰς σφιν πελάζειν.
ΘΟΑ2
εὖ γε κηδεύεις πολιν. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
εικότως.
ΘΟΑ2
ώς εἰκὁτως σε πάσα θαυμάζει πόλις. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
σὺ δὲ μενών αυτού προ ναών τῇ θεφ ΘΟΑ2
τί χρήμα δρω ;
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ἄγνισον πνρσφ μέλαθρον.
ΘΟΑ2
καθαρον ώς μὁλῃς πάλιν. ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ήνίκ αν δ’ ἔξω περώσιν οι ξένοι,
ΘΟΑ2
τί χρή με Βράν ; ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
- πὲττλον ὀμμάτων προθέσθαι, '
ΘΟΑ2
μὴ παλαμναῖον λάβω ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
ἢν δ’ ἄγαν δοκὼ χρονίζειν,
ΘΟΑ2
τοῦδ’ ορος τίς ἐστί μοι ; ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ θαυμάσῃς μηδέν/
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THOA8
Hereby thou meanest me, I wis.
IPHIGENEIA
None must to the sight draw near.
THOAS
Our city hath thine heedful care.
IPHIGENEIA
Rightly.
THOAS
Rightly through the city art thou reverenced everywhere.
IPHIGENEIA
Thou abide before Her shrine :
THOAS
What service shall I do her there ?
IPHIGENEIA
Cleanse her house with flame.
THOAS
That it be pure for thy return thereto. IPHIGENEIA
And when forth the temple come the strangers—
THOAS
What behoves to do ?
IPHIGENEIA
vj)raw thy mantle o’er thine eyes.y Λ ' ^ ’
THOAS
Lest I be tainted of their sin ?
IPHIGENEIA
If o’erlong I seem to tarry,—
Marvel not.
THOAS
What the limit set herein ?
IPHIGENEIA
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ΘΟΑ5
τ α τῆς Θεοῦ πρᾶσσ’ ἐπὶ σχολής καλώς.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
εἰ γὰρ ως θέλω καθαρμός ὅδε πἑσοι.
ΘΟΑ5
συνεύχομαι.
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ
τούσδ’ ἄρ’ εκβαίνοντας ἡδη δωμάτων όρώ ξένους καί θεᾶς κόσμον vεoyvoύς τ’ αρνας, ως φόνφ φόνον
μυσαρον εκνίψω, σέλας τε λαμπάδων τα τ’ ἄλλ’ ὅσα
προύθέμην ἐγὼ ξένοισι καὶ θεᾴ καθάρσια. εκποδών δ’ αὐδῶ πολίταις τ οὐδ’ ἔχειν μιάσματος, εἴ τις ἣ ναῶν πυλωρός χβΐρας άηνεύει θεοῖς, ἡ 7άμον στείχει συνάψων ἢ τόκοις βαρύνεται, φεύγβτ’, ἐξίστασθε, μή τῳ προσπέση μύσος τόδε.
1230 ώ Διὸς Αητούς τ Άνασσα παρθέν, ἢν νίψω φόνον
τῶνδε καὶ θύσωμεν ου χρη, καθαρόν οικήσεις δὁμον,
ευτυχείς δ’ ἡμεῖς εσόμεθα. τἄλλα δ’ οὐ λέyoυσ\ όμως
τοῖς τὰ πλείον εἰδὁσιν θεοῖς σοι τε σημαίνω, θεά.
XOPOS
εύπαις ό Αατούς yόνος,	στρ.
ον ποτε Αηλιάσιν
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THOAS
In thine own season render thou the dues divine.
IPHIGENEIA
Fair befall this purifying as I would !
THOAS
Thy prayer is mine.
IPHIGENEIA
Lo, and even now I see the strangers pacing forth the fane	[—that by blood-stain
With the adorning of the Goddess, with theTambs, Blood-stain I may cleanse,—with flash of torches, and with what beside,	[purified.
As I bade, the strangers and the Goddess shall be Now I warn the city-folk to shrink from this pollution far :—	[warders are,
Ye that, with pure hands for heaven’s service, temple-Whoso purposeth espousals, whoso laboureth with child,	[be defiled. .
Flee ye; hence away, that none with this pollution Queen, O child of Zeus and Leto, so the guilt from 1230 these I lave,	[thou have ;
So I sacrifice where meet is, stainless temple shalt Blest withal shall we be—more I say not, yet to Gods who know	[plainly show.
All, and, Goddess, unto thee, mine heart’s desire I [thoas enters temple. Exeunt iphigeneia, orestes, pylades, and attendants. chorus 1
A glorious babe in the days of old	(Sir.)
Leto in Delos bare,
1 Apollo’s oracle was now proved right, and Iphigeneia’s dream wrong ; so this ode celebrates the institution of that oracle, and the abolition of the ancient dream-oracles.
389
Digitized by CjOoq le
ΙΦΙΓΕΝΕΙΑ H ΕΝ TAYPOIS
1240
1250
1260
καρποφόροις γυάλοις μὴ ἷἔτικτε] χρνσοκόμαμ^*
ειΓκιθάρα σοφόν, ᾳ 1 τ’ ἐπὶ τόξων εὐστοχία γάνυται, φἐρε δ’ ἷνιν ἀπὸ δειράδος εἰναλιας, λοχεία κλεινὰ λιποῦσ’ άστάκτων ματέρ’ εἰς ὑδάτων, τὰ ν βακχενουσαν Αιοννσω ΤΙαρνάσιον κορνφάν, ὅθι ποικιλόνωτος οἰνωπὸς δράκων σκιερά κατάχαλκος ενφνλλω δάφνα, γᾶς πελώριον τέρας, ἄμφεπε μαντεῖον χθόνιον.
ἔτι μιν ἔτι βρέφος, ἔτι φιλάς ἐπὶ ματέρος άηκάλαισι θρωσκων, ίκανες, ω Φοῖβε, μαντείων δ’ έπέβας ζαθέων, τρίποδί τ ἐν χρυσέω θάσσεις, ἐν άψενδεΐ θρόνω μαντείας βροτοΐς θεσφάτων νέμω ν
άδυτων ΰπο, Κασταλίας ρεέθρων 'γείτων, μέσον γᾶς ἔχων μέλαθρον.
Θἐμιν δ’ ἐπεὶ 7ᾶς ίω ν	ἀντ.
παῖδ’ άπενάσσατο Λατῷος ἀπὸ ζαθέων χρηστηρίων, νύχια 1
1 Weil: for MSS. ἄ, a passing and irrelevant mention of Artemis.
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Mid its valleys of fruitage manifold, Avc.KVt <^The babe of the golden hair Lord oftiib harp sweet-ringing, kingf of the bow sure-winging	[rock by the swell
The shaft that he loveth well,—and she fled from the Of the sea encompassed, bringing From the place where her travail befell Her babe to the height whence rolled the gushing rills untold,
Where the Wine-god’s revels stormy-souled O’er the crests of Parnassus fare;
Where, gleaming with coils iridescent, half-hiding The glint of his mail ’neath the dense-shadowed bay, Was the earth-spawned monster, the dragon, gliding Round the chasm wherein earth’s oracle lay.
But thou, who wast yet but a babe, yet leaping Babe-like in thy mother s loving embrace,
Thou, Phoebus, didst slay him, didst take for thine The oracle’s lordship, the right divine,
And still on the tripod of gold art keeping Thy session, dispensing to us, to the race Of men, revelation of heaven’s design,
From thy throne of truth, from the secret shrine, By the streams through Castaly’s cleft up-sweeping, Where the Heart of the World is thy dwelling-place.
But the Child of Earth did his coming make (Ant.)
Of her birthright dispossessed,
For the oracle-sceptre of Themis he brake : Wherefore the Earth from her breast,
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Χθὼν ἐτεκνώσατο φάσματ’ ονείρων, οΐ πολἐσιν μεράττων τά τε ττ ρώτα τα τ ἔπειθ’ ὅσ’ ἔμελλε τυχεῖν υττνον κατὰ δνοφερὰς εὐνὰς εφραξον Γαῖα δὲ τὰς μαντβίων άφείΧετο τιμὰν Φοίβον φθάνω θυγατρὁς·
1270	ταχὑπους δ’ ἐς Όλυμπον ὁρμαθεὶς ἄναξ
χἐρα παιδνὺν ἔλιξεν ἐκ Ζῆνος θρόνων ΤΙυθίων δόμων χθονίαν άφε-λεῖν θεᾶς μῆνιν ννχίους τ ὸνείρους.
7εΧασε δ’, ὅτι τέκος ἄφαρ ἔβα ττόΧυγρυσα θεΧων Χατ ρεύματα σχεῖν ^κέπὶ δ’ εσεισεν κάμανε τταυσεν νυχίους ἐνοπάς ἀπὸ δ’ άΧαθοσύναν νυκτωττον εξεΐΧεν βροτών,
1280	καὶ τιμὰς πάλιν
θῆκε Αοξία,
ττοΧυάνορι δ’ ἐν ξενοεντι θ ράνω θάρση βροτοῖς θεσφάτων ἀοιδαῖς.
ΑΓΓΕΛΟΙ
ὧ ναοφύΧακες βώμιοί τ ἐπιστάται,
Θὁας ἄναξ γῆς τῆσδε ποῦ κυρεῖ βεβώς; καλεῖτ’ ἀναπτύξαντες βὐγὁμφους πύλας ἔξω μέλάθρων τῶνδε κοίρανον χθονὸς. XOPOS
τί δ’ ἔστιν, εἰ χρὴ μὴ κβλευσθεῖσαν λἐπβιν
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To make of his pride a derision, sent forth dream-vision on vision,
Whereby to the sons of men the things that had been ere then,
And the things for the Gods’ decision Yet waiting beyond our ken,
Through the darkness of slumber she spake, and from Phoebus—in fierce heart-ache Of jealous wrath for her daughters sake—
His honour so did she wrest.
Swift hasted our King to Olympus’ palace,
And with cliild-arms clinging to Zeus’ throne prayed That the night-visions born of the Earth-mother’s malice
Might be banished the fane in the Pythian glade. Smiled Zeus, that his son, for the costly oblations f Of his worshippers jealous, so swiftly had come : ^ And he shook his locks for the great oath-plight," And he made an end of the voices of night;
For he took from mortals the dream-visitations, Truth’s shadows upfloating from Earth’s dark womb;
And he sealed by an everlasting right Loxias’ honours, that all men might Trust wholly his word, when the thronging nations Bowed at the throne where he sang fate’s doom. Enter messenger.
MESSENGER
O temple-warders, altar-ministers,
Whither hath Thoas gone, this country’s king ?
Fling wide the closely-bolted doors, and call Forth of these halls the ruler of the land.
CHORUS
What is it ?—if unbidden I may speak.
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ΑΓΓΕΛΟΙ
βεβάσι φρουροί δίπτυχοι νεανίαι 1290	’Αηαμεμνονείας παιδὺς ἐκ βουλευμάτων
φεἀγοντες ἐκ γῆς τῆσδε καὶ σεμνόν βρέτας Χαβόντες εν κόΧποισιν Έλλαδος νεὼς.
XOPOS
ἄπιστον εἶπας μύθον hv δ’ ἰδεῖν θἐλεις ανακτα χώρας, φρούδος εκ ναού σνθείς. ΑΓΓΕΛΟΙ
ποῖ; δεῖ γὰρ αυτόν εἰδέναι τὰ δρώμενα. ΧΟΡΟΣ
οὐκ ϊσμεν' ἀλλὰ στειχε καὶ δίωκε νιν ὅπου κυρήσας τούσδ’ ἀπαγγελεῖς λὁγους. ΑΓΓΕΛΟΙ
όράτ, ἄπιστον ώς γυναικείον γἐνος* μέτεστι χὐμῖν των πεπραγμενών μέρος. XOPOS
1300 μαίνει; τί δ’ ἡμῖν των ξένων δρασμοΰ μέτα ;
οὐκ εἴ κρατουντών προς πυΧας ὅσον τάχος; ΑΓΓΕΛΟΙ
οὑ, πρίν γ’ ἂν εἴπῃ τοΰπος έρμηνευς τόδε, εἴτ’ ἔνδον εἴτ’ οὐκ ἔνδον ἀρχηγός χθονός. ωή, χαλᾶτε κλῇθρα, τοῖς ἔνδον λέγω, καὶ δεσπὁτῃ σημήναθ’ οΰνεκ εν πύλαι? πάρειμι, καινών φόρτον άγγέΧΧων κακών. ΘΟΑ5
τίς ἀμφὶ δώμα θεᾶς τὁδ’ ΐστησιν βοήν, πυΧας άράξας και ψόφον πέμψας ἔσω ; . ΑΓΓΕΛΟΙ
ψευδώς λίγουσαί μ’ αἵδ’1 άπηΧαυνον δόμων, 1310 ὼς ἐκτὸς εἴης* σὺ δὲ κατ’ οἴκον ἦσθ’ ἄρα.
1 Pierson: for MSS. ψευδός J-λεγον αίδε, καί μ*.
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MESSENGER
Gone are the JfaflLQ youths, vanished clean from sight, Gone, by the plotsoTSgamemnon’s child flying ftw this landL tokin^ withjhem hence The holy statue in a Greek ship’s hold.
CHORUS
Thy tale is past belief!—but the land’s king,
Whom thou wouldst see, hath hurried forth the fane.
MESSENGER
Whither ?—for what is done he needs must know.
CHORUS
We know not: go thou, hasten after him,
And, where thou findest him, make thy report.
MESSENGER
Lo now, how treacherous is womankind!
Ye also are partakers in this deed.
CHORUS
Art mad ? What is to us the strangers’ flight ?
Away with all speed to thy master’s gates.
MESSENGER
Nay, not till I be certified of this,
Whether the land’s lord be within or no.
What ho !—within there !—shoot the door-bolts back, And to your master tell that at the gates Am I, who bear a burden of ill-news.
Enter thoa& front the temple.
THOAS
Who makes this outcry at the Goddess’ fane,
Smiting the doors, and hurling noise within ?
MESSENGER.
Falsely these said—would so have driven me hence— That thou wast forth, while yet wast thou within.
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ΘΟΑ2
τί προσδοκώσαι κέρδος ή θηρώμεναι;
ΑΓΓΕΛΟΙ
αὖθις τὰ τῶνδε σημανώ' τὰ δ’ ἐν ποσὶ παρόντ άκουσον. ἡ νεᾶνις, ἢ ’νθάδε βωμοΐς παρίστατ, Ιφιγένει’, ἔξω χθονὸς συν τοῖς ξἐνοισιν οϊχεται, σεμνόν θεάς αγάλμ εχουσα* δόλια δ’ ἦν καθάρματα.
ΘΟΑ2
πῶ? φής; τί πνεῦμα συμφοράς κεκτημένη; ΑΓΓΕΛΟΙ
σιίζουσ Ὀρέστην τούτο •yap σὺ Θαυμάσει. ΘΟΑ2
τὸν ποιον; α ρ ον Τυνδαρὶς τίκτει κόρη; ΑΓΓΕΛΟΙ
ον τοῖσδε βωμοΐς θεά καθωσιώσατο.
ΘΟΑ2
ὦ θαύμα, πώς σε μεῖζον όνομάσας τύχω;
ΑΓΓΕΛΟΙ
μὴ ’νταῦθα τρέψῃς σὴν φρέν\ ἀλλ’ άκουέ μου· σαφώς δ’ άθρησας καί κΧύων εκφρόντισον διωγμόν ὅστις τοὺς ξένους θηράσεται.
ΘΟΑ2
λἑγ’· εὖ γὰρ εἶπας* οὐ 7ὰρ άγχίπλουν πόρον φεύγουσιν, ώστε διαφυγεΐν τοὐμὸν δόρυ. ΑΓΓΕΛ02
ἐπεὶ πρὸς άκτάς ἡλθομεν θαλασσίας, οὖ ναῦς Ὀ ρέστου κρύφιος ἦν ώρμισμένη, τίμας μέν, οὺς σὺ δεσμὰ συμπέμπεις ξένων ἔχοντας, ἐξἐνευσ’ ἀποστῆναι πρόσω 'Αγαμέμνονος παῖς, ως απόρρητον φΧόγα
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THOAS
What profit sought they ?—hunted for what gain ?
MESSENGER
Their deeds hereafter will I tell. Hear thou The trouble at the doors. The maid that here Served at the altars, Iphigeneia, is fled With yonder strangers, and the holy image Hath taken. Nought but guile that cleansing was.
THOAS
How say’st ? What wind of fortune hath she found?
MESSENGER
To save Orestes. Marvel thou at this !
THOAS
Orestes ?—him whom Tyndarus’ daughter bare ?
MESSENGER
Him whom the Goddess hallowed for her altars.
THOAS
O marvel! What name stronger fitteth thee ?
MESSENGER
Take thou not thought for that, but list to me :
Mark clearly all, and as thou hear’st devise By what pursuit to hunt the strangers down.
THOAS
Say on : thou speakest well. By no near course They needs must flee,that they should ’scape my spear.
MESSENGER
Soon as unto the sea-beach we had come,
Where hidden was Orestes’ galley moored,
Us, whom with those bound strangers thou didst send, Agamemnon’s child waved back, to stand aloof,
As one at point to light the inviolate fire,
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1350
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θνονσα καί καθαρμόν ὸν μετῴχετο. αὐτὴ δ’ 6ητισθβ δέσμ’ ἔχουσα τοῖν ξένοιν ἔστειχε χερσι. καὶ τάδ* ἦν ὑποπτα μέν, ἡρεσκε μέντοι σοϊσι ητροσητοΧοις, ἄναξ. χρόνψ δ’> ἵν’ ή μιν δρᾶν τι δὴ Sokol πλέον, ἀνωλὁλυξε καὶ κατῇδε βάρβαρα μέλη μαγεύουσ’, ὡς φόνον νίζουσα δή. ἐπεὶ δὲ δαρὸν ἦμεν ἦμενοι χρόνον, ἐσῆλθεν ἡμᾶς μὴ λυθἐντες οἱ ξἐνοι κτάνοιεν αυτήν Βραπέται τ οίχοίατο. φόβφ δ’ α μὴ χρῆν εἰσορᾶν καθήμεθα σιγῇ* τίλος δὲ πᾶσιν ἦν αὑτὸς λόγος, στεἔχειν ἵν’ ἦσαν, καίπερ οὐκ έωμένοις. κἀνταῦθ’ ὁρῶμεν Ἑλλάδος νεὼς σκάφος ταρσφ κατήρες, ττίτυΧον ἐπτερωμένον, ναύτας τε πεντήκοντ’ ἐπὶ σκαΧμων πΧάτας έχοντας, ἐκ δεσμών δὲ τοὺς νεανίας ελεύθερους πρύμνηθεν ὲστῶτας νεὼς. κοντοΐς δὲ ητρφραν έιχον, οι δ’ ἐπωτίδων άγκυραν έξανητττον, οι δὲ, κΧίμακας σπευδοντες, ἦγον διὰ χερών ττρυρνήσια, ττόντφ δὲ δὁντες τοῖν ξένοιν καθιεσαν. ἡμεῖς δ’ ἀφειδήσαντες, ώς ἐσείδομεν δὁλια τβχνηματ, είχόμεσθα της ξένης πρυμνήσιων τε, καὶ δι’ εὐθυντηριας οϊακας ἐξῃροῦμεν εὐπρύμνου νεὼς* λἀγοι δ’ ἐχώρουν τίνι νὁμῳ πορθμεύετε κΧέτττοντβς έκ γης ξόανα καί θυηττόΧους ; τινος τις ὦν σὺ τήνδ’ ἀπεμπολᾴς χθονός ; ό δ’ εἶπ’* Ὀ ρέστης τῆσδ’ 6 μαι μας, ως μάθης, Ἀ7αμέμνονος παῖς, τήνδ’ ἐμὴν κομίζομαι Χαβών ἀδελφήν, ἢν ἀπώλεσ’ ἐκ δὁμων.
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And do the cleansing for the which she came.
Herself took in her hands the strangers’ bonds,
And paced behind. Somewhat mine heart misgave,
Yet were thy servants satisfied, O King.
Time passed: she chanted loud some alien hymn Of wizardry,—with semblance of weird rites To cozen us,—as one that cleansed blood-guilt.
But when we had been long time sitting thus,
It came into our minds that, breaking loose,	1340
The strangers might have slain her, and have fled.
Yet, dreading to behold forfended things,
Silent we sat, till all agreed at last To go to where they were, albeit forbid.
And there we see a Hellene galley’s hull
With ranks of oar-blades fringed, sea-plashing wings,
And fifty seamen at the tholes thereof Grasping their oars; and, from their bonds set free,
Beside the galley’s stem the young men stood.
The prow with poles some steadied, some hung up 1350 The anchor at the catheads, some in haste Ran through their hands the hawsers, and therewith
Dropped ladders for the strangers to the sea.
But we spared not, as soon as we beheld
Their cunning wiles : we grasped the stranger-maid,
The hawser-bands, and strove to wrench the helms Out through the stem-ports of the stately ship;
And rang our shouts —“ By what right do ye steal Images from our land and priestesses ?
Who and whose son art thou, to kidnap her ? ”	1360
But he, “ Orestes I, her brother, son Of Agamemnon, know thou. She I bear Hence is my sister whom I lost from home.”
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ἀλλ’ οὐδὲν ἧσσον είγόμεσθα τῆς ξένης καί πρὸς σ’ ἔπεσθαι διεβιαζόμεσθά νιν, ὅθεν τὰ δεινὰ πλήγματ’ ἦν γενειάδων, κεῖνοί τε γὰρ σίδηρον ου κ βίχον χβροΐν ἡμεῖς τε· πνγμαι δ’ ἦσαν εηκροτούμεναι, καὶ κώλ’ ἀπ’ ἀμφοῖν τοῖν νεανίαιν άμα 1370 εἰς πλευρὰ καὶ πρὸς ἧπαρ ηκοντίζετο,
ώς τῷ ξυνάπτειν καὶ σνναττοκαμειν μέλη. δεινοῖς δὲ σημάντροισιν έσφραηισ μένοι ἐφεύγομεν πρὸς κρημνόν, οἱ μὲν ἐν κάρα καθ αι μ ἔχοντες τ ραύμαθ9, οι δ’ ἐν ὅμμασιν οχθοις δ’ ἐπισταθέντες εὐλαβεστέρως εμαρνάμεσθα και ττέτρους εβάλλομεν. ἀλλ’ ειργον ἡμᾶς τοξὁται πρύμνης ἔπι σταθἐντες ἰοῖς, ὦστ’ άναστεΐλαι πρόσω. κἀν τῷδε, δεινὸς γἀβ κλύδων ὦκειλε ναῦν 1380 πρὸς γῆν, φόβος δ’ ἦν τταρθένψ τέηξαι πόδα, λαβών ’ O ρέστης ωμόν εἰς αριστερόν, βάς εἰς θάλασσαν κατά κλίμακος θορών, εθηκ αδελφήν εντός εύσέλμου νεὼς, τὸ τ’ ουρανού ιτέσημα, της Διὸς κόρης άγαλμα, ναός δ9 εκ μέσης εφθέγξατο βοη τις· ὦ γη? Ἑλλάδος ναύται νεὼς, λάβεσθε κώττης ρόθιά τ εκλευκαίνετε· ἔχομεν γὰρ ὦνπερ εἵνεκ’ άξενον ττόρον Χυμπληγάδων ἔσωθεν είσεττλεύσαμεν.
1390 οι δε στεναγμόν ἡδὺ ν εκβρυχώμενοι
ετταισαν άλμην, ναύς δ’, ἔω? μὲν ἐντὸς ἦν λι μένος, εχώρει· στόμια διαττερώσα δε λάβρψ κλύδωνι συμττεσούσ* ἡπείγετο· δεινός γὰρ ἐλθὼν άνεμος έξαίφνης σκάφος,1 1 Wecklein : for MSS. νεώς.
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Yet no less clung we to the stranger-maid,
And would have forced to follow us to thee,
Whence came these fearful buffets on my cheeks.
For in their hands steel weapons had they none,
Nor we ; but there were clenched fists hailing blows,
And those young champions twain dashed spurning feet,
As javelins swift, on waist and rib of us,	1370
That scarce we grappled, ere our limbs waxed faint;
And marked with ghastly scars of strife we fled Unto the cliffs, some bearing gory weals Upon their heads, and others on their eyes.
Yet, rallying on the heights, more warily We fought, and fell to hurling stones on them.
But archers, planted on her stern, with shafts Back beat us, that we needs must draw aloof.
Meanwhile a great surge shoreward swung the ship;
And, for the maiden feared to wade the surf,	1380
On his left shoulder Orestes lifted her,
Strode through the sea, upon the ladder leapt,
And in the good ship set his sister down,
With that heaven-fallen image of Zeus’ child.
Then from the galley’s midst rang loud and clear A shout—“ Ye seamen of this Hellene ship,
Grip oars, and churn the swirling breakers white;
For we have won the prize for which we sailed The cheerless sea within the Clashing Rocks.”
Then, with glad gasp loud-bursting from each breast, 1390 Smote they the brine. The ship made way, while yet Within the bay ; but, as she cleared its mouth,
By fierce surge met, she laboured heavily ;
For suddenly swooped a wild gust on the ship,
VOL. II.
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ωθεί παλιμπρυμνηδὸν·1 οι δ’ ε καρτερούν προς κύμα λακτίζοντες· εἰς δὲ γῆν πάλιν κλύδων παλίρρους ἦγε ναῦν. σταθεῖσα δὲ Άγαμέμνονος παῖς ηνξατ' ω Αητούς κόρη, σώσόν με τὴν σὴν ἱερίαν πρὸς Έλλαδα ἐκ βαρβάρου γης καὶ κλοπαῖς σύγγνωθ' ἐμαῖς. φιλεῖς δὲ καὶ σὺ σὺν κασίγνητο ν, θεά· φιλεῖν δὲ κἀμὲ τοὺς όμαίμονας δὁκει. ναῦται δ’ ἐ7τηυφημησαν εὐχαῖσιν κόρης παιάνα, γυμνάς εὐχερῶς επωμιΒας κώπη προσάρμοσαν τες ἐκ κελεύσματος. μᾶλλον δὲ μᾶλλον πρὸς πέτρας ηει σκάφος· χω μεν τις εἰς θάλασσαν ωρμήθη πόσιν, άλλος δὲ πλεκτάς εξανήπ τ εν αγκόλας. κἀγὼ μὲν ευθύς προς σε δεῦρ’ άπεστάλην, σοι τὰς ἐκεῖθεν ση μανών, ἄναξ, τὐχας. ἀλλ’ ἔρπε, δεσμὰ καὶ βρόχους λαβών χεροΐν εἰ μὴ γὰρ οἶδμα νηνέμων γενησεται, ούκ ἔστιν ἐλπὶς τοῖς ξενοις σωτηρίας. πόντου δ’ ἀνάκτωρ νΙλιὁν τ’ επισκοπεί, σεμνός Ποσειδῶν, Πελοπίδαις δ’ ενάντιος. καὶ νῦν παρέξει τον Ἀγαμὑμνονος γόνον σοι καί πολίταις, ως εοικεν, ἐν χεροῖν λαβεΐν, άΒελφην θ\ ή φόνον τον ΑύλίΒι άμνημΟνευτον θεα προΒούσ άλίσκεται.
Χ0Ρ03
ὦ τλήμον ’Ιφιγένεια, συγγόνου μετά θανεϊ πάλιν μολούσα Βεσποτών χέρας.
ΘΟΑ2
ὦ Πάντες ἀστοὶ τήσΒε βαρβάρου χθονός, οὐκ εἰα πώλοις έμβαλόν τες η νιας
1 Hermann: for MSS. πάλιν πρυμνἡσι’.
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Stern-foremost thrusting her. With might and main Fought they the waves, but towards the land again The back^sweep drave the ship: then stood and prayed Agamemnon’s daughter, “ Leto’s Child, O Maid, Save me, thy priestess ! Bring me unto Greece From alien land ; forgive my theft of thee !
Thy brother, Goddess, dost thou also love :
O then believe that I too love my kin ! ”
The mariners’ paean to the maiden’s prayer Answered, the while with shoulders bare they strained
The oar-blade deftly to the timing-cry.
Nearer the rocks—yet nearer—came the bark.
Then of us some rushed wading through the sea, And .some held nooses ready for the cast.
And straightway hitherward I sped to thee,
To tell to thee, O King, what there befell.
On then ! Take with thee chain and cord in hand. For, if the sea-swell sink not into calm,
Hope of deliverance have the strangers none.
The sea’s Lord, dread Poseidon, graciously Looketh on Ilium, wroth with Pelops’ line,
And now shall give up Agamemnon’s son To thine hands and thy people’s, as is meet,
With her who, traitress to the Goddess proved,
That sacrifice in Aulis hath forgot.
CHORUS
Woe is thee, Iphigeneia ! With thy brother Caught in the tyrant’s grasp shalt thou be slain !
THfOAS
What ho! ye citizens of this my land,
Up, bridle ye your steeds!—along the shore
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1430
1440
1450
παράκτιοι δραρωΐσθε, κάκβολάς νεὼς Ἐλληνίδος οέξεσθε, σὺν δὲ τῇ θεῷ σπεύδοντες ἄνδρας δνσσεβεΐς θηράσετε· οι δ’ ώκυπόμπους Ιλ,ξετ’ εἰς πόντον πλάτας, ως ἐκ θαλάσσης ἔκ τε γῆς Ιππεύμασι λαβόντες αυτούς η κατά στύφλον πέτρας ριψωμβν, ή σκόλοψι πήξωμεν δέμας. ὑμᾶς δὲ τὰς τῶνδ’ ϊστορας βουλευμάτων γυναίκας αΰθις, ήνικ αν σχολήν Χάβω, ποινασόμεσθα· νυν δὲ τὴν προκειμένην σπουδήν ἔχοντες οὐ μενοΰμεν ήσυχοι,
ΑΘΗΝΑ
ποῖ ποῖ διωγμόν τὁνδε πορθμεύεις, ἄναξ Θὁας; άκου σ ον τἣσδ’ ’ Αθηναίας λόγους, παΰσαι διάκων ρεΰμά τ εξορμων στρατού· πεπρωμενος γάρ θεσφάτοισι Αοξίου δεύρ' ἦλθ’ Όρέστης, τόν τ’ Ἐρινύων χόλον φεύγων αδελφής τ * Αργος είσπεμψων δέμας άγαλμά θ’ ἱερὸν εἰς ἐμὴν ἄξων χθόνα, των νυν παρόντων πημάτων άναψυχάς, προς μεν σ' δδ' ἡμῖν μύθος· δν δ’ άποκτενεΐν δοκεΐς Όρέστην ποντίφ λαβών σάλφ, ήδη Ποσειδῶν χάριν ἐμὴν ακύρωνα πόντου τίθησι νώτα πορθμεύω ν πλάτη, μαθών δ\ Ὀρἐστα, τὰς ἐμὰς ἐπιστολας, κλνεις γάρ αύδήν καίπερ ον παρών θεάς, χώρε ι λαβών άγαλραι σύγγονόν τε σήν. όταν 8’ Αθήνας τὰς θεοδμήτους μόλης, χώρος τις ἔστιν Άτθίδος προς εσχάτοις δροισι, γείτων δειράδος Καρυστίοις, ἱερὸς, Ἀλάς νιν θύμος ονομάζει λεὼς· ενταύθα τεύξας ναόν ιδρνσαι βρέτας,
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Gallop ! The stranding of the Hellene ship Await ye there, and, with the Goddess’ help,
Make speed to hunt yon impious caitiffs down.
And ye, go hale my swift keels to the wave,
That, both by sea and coursing steeds on land,
These we may take, and down the rugged crag
May hurl them, or on stakes impale alive.	1430
You women, who were privy to this plot,
Hereafter, when my leisure serveth me,
Will I yet punish. Having now in hand The instant need, I will not idly wait.
Athena appears in mid-air above the.stage.
ATHENA
Whither, now whither, speedest thou this chase,
King Thoas ? Hear my words—Athena’s words.
Cease from pursuit, from pouring forth thine host;
For, foreordained by Loxias’ oracles,
Orestes~came>tiJ escape the Erinyes’ wrath,
And lead his sister unto Argos home,	1440
And bear the sacred image to my land,
So to win respite from his present woes.
This is my word to thee : Orestes, whom
Thou think’st to take in mid-sea surge, and slay—
Even now for my sake doth Poseidon lull To calm the breakers, speeding on his bark.
And thou, Orestes, to mine hests give heed—
For, though afar, thou hear’st the voice divine :—
Taking the image and thy sister, go;
And when thou com’st to Athens’ god-built towers,
A place there is upon the utmost bounds	1450
Of Attica, hard by Karystus’ ridge,
A holy place, named Halae of my folk.
Build there a shrine, and set that image up,
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επώνυμο ν γης Τ αυρικῆς πόνων τε σῶν, οὺς ἐξεμὐχθεις περιπόλων καθ’ Ἐλλάδα οϊστροις Ἐρινύων. Ἀρτεμιν δέ νιν βροτόί το λοιπὸν ύμνησουσι ΤαυροπόΧον θβάν. νόμον τε θὲς τὁνδ’· ὅταν έορτάξη λβώς, τῆς σῆς σφαγἣς αιτούν έπισχέτω ξίφος δέρη πρὸς ἀνδρὸς αἷμά τ’ έξανιέτω, ὸσίας ἕκατι, θεά θ’ ὅπως τιμὰς ἔχῃ. σὲ δ’ ἀμφὶ σεμνάς, Ιφιγένεια, κλίμακας Βοαυρωνίας δεῖ τῇδε κΧηδουχεΐν θεα* ου καὶ τεθάψει κατθανούσα, καὶ πέπλων ἄγαλμα σοι θήσουσιν εὐπήνους νφάς, ας αν γυναίκες ἐν τόκοις ψυχορραγείς Χείπωσ' ἐν οἵκοις. τάσδε ο’ ἐκπὲμπειν χθονὸς Ἑλληνίδας γυναίκας ἐξεφίεμαι γνώμης Νίκαιας εΐνεκ · έξέσωσα δὲ καὶ ττρίν σ’ Ἀρείοις ἐν πώγοις ψήφους ϊσας κρίνασ\ Ό ρέστα' και νόμισμ ἔσται τόδε, νικᾶν ἰσήρεις ὅστις ἄν ψήφους Χάβη. ἀλλ’ εκκομίζου σην κασνγνήτην χθονὸς,
Ἀγαμέμνονος τταϊ% καί συ μη θυμού, Θὁας.
0ΟΑ2
ανασσ* Ἀθάνα, τοῖσι τῶν θεῶν λἀγοις ὅστις κ\ύων άπιστος, οὐκ όρθώς φρονεί. ἐγὼ δ’ ' O ρέστη τ’, εἰ φέρων βρέτας θεάς βέβηκ, ἀδελφῇ τ’ οὐχὶ θυμούμαι· τί γὰρ πρὸς τοὺς σθένοντας θεούς άμιΧΧάσθαι καΧόν; Ιτ ωσάν εἰς σὴν συν θεᾶς άγαΧματι γαϊαν, καθιδρνσαιντό τ* Ευτυχώς βρέτας* πέμψω δὲ καὶ τάσδ’ Ἑλλάδ’ εἰς εὐδαίμονα γυναίκας, ώσπερ σὺν κέλευσμ’ εφίεται. παυσω δὲ Χόγχην ἢν είταίρομαι ξένοις νεῶν τ’ ερετμά, σοὶ τάδ* ώς δοκεῖ, θεά.
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Named from the Taurian land and from thy toils,
The travail of thy wandering through Greece Erinyes-goaded. Men through days to come Shall chant her—Artemis the Taurian Queen.
This law ordain: when folk keep festival,
In quittance for thy slaughter one must hold
To a man’s throat the sword, and spill the blood 1460
For hallowing and the Goddess’ honour s sake.
Thou, Iphigeneia, by the holy stairs Of Brauron must this Goddess’ warden be.
There shalt thou die, and be entombed, and webs,
Of all fair vesture shall they offer thee Which wives who perish in their travail-tide Leave in their homes.
1 charge thee, King, to send Homeward these maids of Hellas from thy land For their true hearts’ sake. I delivered thee Erstwhile, Orestes, balancing the votes	1470
On Ares’ mount; and this shall be a law—
The equal tale of votes acquits the accused.
Now from this land thy sister bear o’ersea,
Agamemnon’s son : Thoas, be wroth no more.
THOAS
Athena, Queen, who hears the words of Gods,
And disobeyeth them, is sense-bereft.
Lo, I against Orestes and his sister
Chafe not, that he hath boftie the image hence.
What boots it to defy the mighty Gods ?
Let them with Artemis’ statue to thy land	1480
Depart, and with fair fortune set it up.
I unto happy Greece will send withal These maids, according as thine hest enjoins;
Will stay the spear against the strangers raised,
And the ships, Goddess, since it is thy will.
407
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ΑΘΗΝΑ
αίνω· το yap χρεών σοῦ τε καὶ θεών KjKvrei. ιτ, ω ττνοαί, ναυσθΧουσθβ τον Ἀγαμεμνονος παῖδ’ εἰς Ἀθήνας· σνμττορβύσομαι δ’ ἐγώ» σωζουσ ἀδελῷῆς τῆς ἐμἧς σεμνὸν βρέτας. ΧΟΡΟΣ
1490 ιτ’ ἐπ’ εὐτν^ίᾳ τῆς σωξομένης μοίρας εὐδαιμονες ὄντες. ἀλλ’, ὦ σεμνὴ παρά τ’ άθανάτοις καί παρὰ θνητοῖς, Παλλὰς ’Αβάνα, Βράσομ^ν οὕτως ὡς σὺ κελεύεις. μάλα γὰρ τερπνήν κάνεΚττιστόν φήμην άκοαΐσί δέδεγμαι.
ὦ μέγα σεμνὴ Νίκη, τον έμον
βίοτον κατέχοις
καί μὴ λήγοις στεφανοῦσα.
4θδ
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ATHENA
’Tis well: for thee, for Gods, is Fate too strong w Forth, breezes ! Waft ye Agamemnon’s son To Athens : even I will voyage with him,
Keeping my sister’s holy image safe.
CHORUS
Speed with fair fortune, in bliss speed on For the doom reversed, for the life re-won,^ Pallas Athena, Queen adored Of mortals on earth, of Immortals in heaven, We will do according to this thy word :
For above all height to which hope hath soared Is the glad, glad sound to our ears that is given.
Hail, revered Victpry:
Rest upon my life ; and me Crown, and crown eternally.
[Exeunt omnes.
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ARGUMENT
«Λν
When Troy was taken by the Greeks, Jaulromathe, wife of that Hector whom Achilles slew ere himself was slain by the arrow which Apollo guided, mas given in the dividing of the spoils to Neoptolemus, Achilles son. So he took her oversea fa^ihe. land jof Thessaly, and loved her, and entreated her kindly, and she bare him a son in her captivity. Jhitafterlen years}- Neoptolemus took to tyrfe a princess of Sparta, *:Hermione, danghterof Menelaus and Helen. But to these was no child bom, and the soul of Hermione grew bitter with jealousy against Andromache. Now Neoptolemus, in his indignation for his fathers death, had upbraided Apollo therewith: wherefore he now journeyed to Delphi, vainly hoping by prayer and sacrifice to assuage the wrath of the God. But so soon as he was gone, Hermione sought to avenge herself on Andromache; and Menelaus came thither also, and these twain went about to slay the captive and her child. Wherefore Andromache hid her son, and took sanctuary at the altar of the Goddess Thetis, expecting^iifi 'Peleus, her lord's grandsire, should come to save her. And herein are set forth her sore pent and deliverance : also it is told how Neoptolemus found death at Delphi, and how he that contrived his death took his wife.
1 See Odyssey iv. 8-9.
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE
Andromache.
Handmaid, a Trojan captive.
Hermione, daughter of Menelaus, wife qf Neoptolemus. Menelaus, king of Sparta, brother of Agamemwm. HoLOgsus, wnjrfNeoptolemus aiuLA ndvomarhe. YEUWQ~fBUh&'~ of Achilles.
Nurse of Hermione.
Orestes, son of Agamemnon.
Messenger.
Thetis, cl Seoigoddfias*. wifegf.Peltus.
Chorus of maidens of Phthia in Thessaly.
Attendants of Menelaus, Peleus, and Orestes.
Scene :—At the temple of Thetis, beside the palace of Neoptolemus, in Phthia of Thessaly.
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Ἀσιάτιδος γης στῆμα, ®ηβαία πόλις, ὅθεν ηοΘ’ εδνων συν Ηθλυχρύσῳ χλιδή Πρίαμου τύραννον εστίαν άφικόμην δάμαρ δοθεΐσα παιδοποιὸς Ἕκτορι, ζηλωτὸς ἔν γε τῷ πρὶν 'Ανδρομάχη χρόνφ, νυν δ' εϊ τις άλλη δνστνχεστάτη γυνή [εμού 7Γέφυκεν η γενήσεταί ποτε·] ἦτις πόσιν μὲνἝκτορ’ εξ Άχιλλεως θανοντ εσειοον, τταιοα ν ον τίκτω ττοσει ριφθέντα ττύργων Άστυάνακτ ἀπ’ όρθιων, ἐπεὶ τὺ Τροίας εἷλον Ἕλληνες πέδον αὐτὴ δὲ δούλη των ελευθερωτάτων οϊκων νομισθεϊσ ἙΧλάδ’ είσάφικόμην τῷ νησιώτη Νεοπτολἐμῳ δορὸς γέρας δοθεισα λείας Τρωικής έξαίρετον.
Φθίας δὲ τήσδε και πόλεως Φαρσαλίας σύγχορτα ναίω πεδί’, ἵν’ ἡ θαλασσία ΙΊηλεΐ ξύνω κε ι χωρίς ανθρώπων Θἐτις φεὑγουσ’ ομΐλον Θεσσαλὺς δὲ νιν λεὼς Θετίδειον αὐδᾴ θεᾶς χάριν νυμφενμάτων. ἔνθ’ οἴκον ἔπχἮ τὁνδβ παῖς Ἀχιλλἐω?, Πηλἐὰ δ’ ἀνάσσειν γης ἐφ Φαρσαλίας, ζώντο? γεροντος σκήπτρον ου θέλων λαβεΐν.
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andromache sitting on the steps of the altar of Thetis.
ANDROMACHE
Beauty of Asian land, O town of Thebes,
Whence, decked with gold of costly bride-array,
To Priam’s royal hearth long since I came Espoused to Hector for his true-wed wife,—
I, envied in time past, Andromache,
But now above all others most unblest Of women that have been or shall be ever;
Who saw mine husband Hector by Achilles
Slain, saw my Astyanax, the child I bare
Unto my lord, down from a high tower hurled,	10
That day the Hellenes won the plain of Troy.
Myself a slave, accounted erst the child Of a free house, none freer, came to Hellas, Spear-guerdon chosen out for the island-prince, Neoptolemus, from Troy’s spoil given to him.
Here on the marches ’twixt Pharsalia’s town And Phthia’s plains I dwell, where that Sea-queen,
Thetis, with Peleus lived aloof from men,
Shunning the throng: wherefore Thessalians call it,
By reason of her bridal, “ Thetis’ Close.”	20
Here made Achilles’ son his dwelling-place,
And leaveth Peleus still Pharsalia’s king,
Loth, while the ancient lives, to take his sceptre.
417
VOL. Π.	EE
Digitized by Google
ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
Kay ω δὁμοις τοῖσδ’ ἄρσεν’ ἐντ ίκτω κόρον, πλαθεῖσ’ Ἀχιλλίως παιδί, δεσπότη δ’ ἐμῷ. καὶ πρὶν μὲν ἐν κακοϊσι κειμἐνην ὅμως ἐλπίς μ’ ἀεὶ προσῆγε σωθἐντος τέκνου αλκήν τιν ευρεϊν κάπικούρησιν κακών ἐπεὶ δὲ τὴν Λάκαιναν Έρμιὁνην yapiei τοὐμὸν παρώσας δεσπότης δοῦλον λέχος, κακοῖς πρὸς αὐτῆς σχετλίοις ἐλαὑνομαι. λέγει γὰρ ὡς νιν φαρμάκου κεκρυμμἐνοις τίθημ’ ἄπαιδα καὶ πὁσει μισουμένην, αυτή δὲ ναίειν οἴκον ἀντ’ αυτής θέλω τὸνδ’, έκβαλοϋσα λέκτρα τ ἀκείνης βία· ἁγὼ τὺ πρώτον οὐχ ὲκοῦσ’ ἐδεξάμην, νῦν δ’ εκλέλοιπα· Ζεὺς τάδ’ εἰδείη μέyaς ως οὐχ έκουσα τῷδ’ ἐκοινώθην λἐχει. ἀλλ’ οὑ σφε πείθω, βούλεται δὲ με κτανεῖν, πατήρ τε θυγατρὶ Μενἐλεως συνδρα τάδε. καὶ νῦν κατ’ οϊκους ἔστ’, ἀπὸ Σπάρτης μόλων ἐπ’ αὐτὸ τούτο* δειματουμἐνη δ’ ἐγὼ δόμων πάροικον Θὲτιδος εἰς άνάκτορον θάσσω τὁδ’ ἐλθοῦσ’, ἦν με κωλύση θανεῖν. Πηλεὺς τε γάρ νιν ἔκγονοί τε Πηλέως σέβουσιν, ερμήνευμα Νηρῇδος yάμωv. ος δ’ ἔστι παῖς μοι μόνος, ύπεκπέμπω λάθρα, άλλους ες οϊκους, μὴ θάνῃ φοβούμενη. ὁ γὰρ φυτεύσας αυτόν ούτ ἐμοὶ πάρα προσωφελήσαι, παιδί τ’ οὐδέν ἐστ’, ἀπὼν Δελφών κατ αίαν, ἔνθα Αοξία δίκην δίδωσι μανίας, ἦ ποτ’ ἐς Πυθω μόλων ήτησε Φοίβον πατρός ον κτείνει δίκην, ει πως τὰ πρόσθε σφάλματ εξαιτούμένος θεόν παράσ'χοιτ εις το λοιπόν ευμενή.
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And I have borne a manchild in these halls Unto Achilles’ son, my body’s lord;
And, sunk albeit in misery heretofore Was aye lured on by hope, in my son’s life To find some help, some shield from all mine ills.
But since my lord hath wed Hermione
The Spartan, thrusting my thrall’s couch aside, 30
With cruel wrongs she persecuteth me,
Saying that Iibv secret charms make her Λ barren stock, and hated of her lord.
Would in her stead be lady of this house,
Cabling her out, the lawful wife, by force.
Ah me ! with little joy I won that place,
And now have yielded up : great Zeus be witness That not of mine own will I shared this couch.
Yet will she not believe, but seeks to slay me;
And hersire^MeiielatiS helpetlither.	40
He hath come from Sparta, now is he within For this same end, and I in fear have fled To Thetis’ shrine anigh unto this house,
And crouch here, so to be redeemed from death.
For Peleus and his seed revere this place,
This witness to the bridal of Nereus’ child.
But him, miutr_Qlxl^sorv by stealth ! send To another’s home, in dread lest he be slain.
For nojaJusTather is not nigh to aid,
Nor helps his son, being gone unto the land	50
Of Delphi, to atone to Loxias
For that mad hour when he to Pytho went
And for his slain sire claimed redress of Phoebus,
If haply prayer for those transgressions past Might win the God’s grace for the days to be.
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ΘΕΡΑΠΑΙΝΑ
δεσποιν, ἐγώ τοι τούνομ ον φεvyω τόδε καΧεΐν σ’, ἐπείπερ καὶ κατ’ οἴκον ἡξίουν τον σὸν, τὺ Τροία? ήνίκ ωκονμεν πέδον, εὑνους δὲ καὶ σοι ζῶντί τ ἦ τῷ σῷ πὁσει·
60 καὶ νῦν φέρουσά σοι νἐους ἥκω λἀγους, φόβφ μιν, εἴ τις δεσποτών αἰσθήσεται, οϊκτω δὲ τω σῷ· δεινὰ 7ὰρ βουΧεύεται Μενἐλαος εἰς σὲ παῖς θ’, ἄ σοι φυΧακτέα.
ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
ὦ φιλτάτη σύνδουλε, σύνδουλος γὰρ εἶ τῇ πρὁσθ’ άνάσση τῇδε, νῦν δὲ δυστυχεί, τί δρώσι; ποιας μηχανάς πλέκουσιν αὖ, κτεῖναι θεΧοντες τὴν παναθΧίαν ἐμέ; ΘΕΡΑΠΑΙΝΑ
τὸν παϊδά σου μεΧΧουσιν, ὦ δύστηνε σύ, κτείνειν ον ἔξω δωμάτων ὺπεξέθου.
ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
70 οἵμοι* πἐπυσται τὸν ἐμὲ ν ἔκθετον yovov; ποθεν ποτ ; ω δύστηνος, ως απωΧομην. ΘΕΡΑΠΑΙΝΑ
οὐκ οἶδ’, εκείνων δ’ ησθόμην ἐγὼ τάδε· φρούδος δ’ ἐπ’ αυτόν Μενἑλεως δόμων ἄπο. ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
απωΧομην άρ* ω τεκνον, κτενοΰσι σε δισσοϊ Χαβόντες yΰπες. ὁ δὲ κεκΧημενος πατήρ ετ9 εν ΔεΧφοϊσι τυyχάvει μενών.
ΘΕΡΑΠΑΙΝΑ
δοκω yap ούκ αν ωδέ σ αν πράσσειν κακώς κείνου παρόντος· νῦν δ’ έρημος ει φίλων.
ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
οὐδ’ ἀμφὶ Πηλίως ἦλθεν, ὼ9 ἦξοι, φάτις;
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Enter handmaid.
HANDMAID
Queen,—Ο, I shun not by this name to call Thee, which I knew thy right in that old home, Thine home what time in Troyland we abode,—
I love thee, as I loved thy living lord,
And now with evil tidings come to thee,
In dread lest any of our masters hear,
And ruth for thee ; for fearful plots are laid Of Menelaus and his child: beware !
ANDROMACHE
Dear fellow-thrall,—for fellow-thrall thou art To her that once was queen, is now unblest,—
What do they ?—what new web of guile weave they Who fain would slay the utter-wretched, me ?
HANDMAID
Thy son, O hapless, are they set to slay Whom forth the halls thou tookest privily.
ANDROMACHE
Woe !—hath she learnt the hiding of my child ? How ?—O unhappy, how am I undone !
HANDMAID
I know not: but themselves I heard say this.
Yea, seeking him Menelaus hath gone forth.
ANDROMACHE
Undone !—undone !—O child, these vultures twain Will clutch thee and will slay! He that is named Thy father, yet in Delphi lingereth.
HANDMAID
I ween thou shouldst not fare so evilly
If he were here: but friendless art thou now.
ANDROMACHE
Of Peleus’ coming is there not a word ?
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ΘΕΡΑΠΑΙΝΑ
γέρων εκείνος ὧστε σ’ ωφελειν παρὼν. ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
και μην ἔπεμῆτ’ ἐπ’ αυτόν οὐχ άπαξ μόνον. ΘΕΡΑΠΑΙΝΑ
μῶν οὖν δοκεῖς σου φροντίσαι τιν’ αγγέλων; ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
ποθεν; θὲλεις οὐν άγγελος σύ μοι μολειν; ΘΕΡΑΠΑΙΝΑ
τί δῆτα φησω χρόνιος ουσ εκ δωμάτων; ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
πολλὰς ἄν ενροις μηγανάς· γυνή γαρ ει. ΘΕΡΑΠΑΙΝΑ
κίνδυνος· Έρμιόνη γὰρ οὐ σμικρον φύλαξ. ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
ὁρᾴς; ἀπαυδᾴς ἐν κακοῖς φίλοισι σοῖς. ΘΕΡΑΠΑΙΝΑ
οὐ δῆτα* μηδέν τοΰτ όνειδίσης εμοί. ἀλλ’ ειμ’, ἐπεί τοι κοὐ περίβλεπτος βίος δούλης γυναικός, ἦν τι καὶ πάθω κακόν. ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
χώρει νυν ημείς δ', οΐσττερ εγκείμεσθ' ἀεὶ θρήνοισι και γόοισι και δακρύμασι, προς αίθέρ έκτενοϋμεν έμπέφυκε γαρ γυναιξι τέρψις των παρεστώτων κακών ἀνὰ στόμ αει και δι α γλώσσης ἔχειν. πάρεστι δ’ οὐχ ἐν ἀλλὰ πολλά μοι στένειν, πολιν πατρωαν τον θανόντα θ'νΈκτορα στερρόν τε τον εμον δαίμον ω συνεζύγην δούλειον ημαρ είσπεσούσ ἀναξίως. χρὴ δ’ ούποτ είττεϊν ούδέν όλβιόν βροτών,
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HANDMAID
Too old is he to help thee, were he here.	80
ANDROMACHE
Yet did I send for him not once nor twice.
HANDMAID
Dost think the palace-messengers heed thee ?
ANDROMACHE
How should they ?—Wilt thou be my messenger ? HANDMAID
But how excuse long absence from the halls ?
ANDROMACHE
Thou shalt find many pleas—a woman thou.
HANDMAID
’ Τ were peril: keen watch keeps Hermione.
ANDROMACHE
Lo there!—thy friends in woe dost thou renounce.
HANDMAID
No—no! Cast thou no such reproach on me !
Lo, I will go. What matter is the life
Of a bondwoman, though I light on death ?	90
ANDROMACHE
Go then : and I to heaven will lengthen out My lamentations and my moans and tears,
Wherein I am ever whelmed.	[Exit handmaid.
’Tis in the heart
Of woman with a mournful pleasure aye To bear on lip and tongue her present ills.
Not one have I, but many an one to moan—
The city of my fathers, Hector slain,
The ruthless lot whereunto I am yoked,
Who fell on thraldom’s day unmerited.
Never mayst thou call any mortal blest,	100
423
Digitized by
ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
πρὶν αν θανόντος την τελευταίαν ἵδῃς ὅπως περάσας ημέραν ἦξει κάτω.
’Ιλίῳ αἰπεινᾴ Πάρις οὐ γάμον ἀλλά τιν’ ἄταν ἡγάγετ’ εὐναίαν εἰς θαλάμους ἙΧέναν. ᾶς ἔνεκ’, ὦ Τροία, δορὶ καὶ πυρὶ δηιάΧωτον εἷλέ σ’ ὁ χιλιόναυς Ελλᾴδος ὠκὺς Ἀρης καὶ τον ἐμὺν μέλέας 'πόσιν Ἕκτορα, τον περὶ τάχη
εἵλκυσε διφρεύων παῖς ἁλίας θέτιδος· αὐτὰ δ’ ἐκ θαλάμων άηόμαν ἐπὶ θῖνα θάλασσας, Ν
110 δουλοσὑναν στυγερά ν άμφιβαλοΰσα κάρα.
πολλά δὲ δάκρυα μοι κατέβα χροός, άνίκ ἔλειπον ἄστυ τε καὶ θαλάμους και πόσιν ἐν κονίαις. ώμοι ἐγὼ μελία, τί μ ἐχρῆν ἔτι φέγγος όράσθαι Έρμιονας δούλαν; ας ὑπο τειρομένα προς τὁδ’ άγαλμα θεᾶς ἱκέτις περὶ χεῖρε βάλουσα τάκομαι ως πέτρινα τπΰακοβσσα λιβάς.
Χ0Ρ02	(7τρ. α'
ὦ γύναι, α Θἐτιδος δάπεδον καὶ ανάκτορα θάσσεις δαρὸν οὐδὲ λείπεις,
Φθιὰς ὅμως ἔμολον ποτὶ σαν Ασιήτιδα γένναν,
120 εἴ τί σοι δυναίμαν
ακος των δυσλύτων πόνων τβμβίν,
οι σὲ καὶἙρμιὁναν ἔριδι στυγερά συνέκλησαν,
τλάμον f ἀμφὶ λέκτρων
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Or ever thou hast seen his dying day,
Seen how he passed therethrough and came on death.
No bride was the Helen with whom unto steep-built Ilium hasted	[espousal he passed.
Paris ;—nay, bringing a Curse to his bowers of
0	Troy, for her sake, by the thousand galleys of
Hellas wasted,	[battle-spirit thou wast,
With fire and with sword destroyed by her fierce Thou and Hector my lord, whom the scion of Thetis the Sea-king s daughter—	[of Ilium dead ;
O for mine anguish !—-dragged round the ramparts And myself from my bowers was hailed to the strand of the exile-water,	[head.
Casting the sore-loathed veil of captivity over mine 110 Ah but my tears were down-streaming in flood when the galley swift-racing [my lord in the tomb.
Bore me afar from my town, from my bowers, from Woe for mine anguish !—what boots it on light any more to be gazing,	[and hunted of whom
Who am yonder Hennione’s thrall?—ever harried Suppliant I cling to the Goddess’s feet that mine hands are embracing,	[rock-riven gloom.
Wasting in tears as a spring welling forth from the Enter chorus of Phthian Maidens.
chorus	(Str. 1)
Lady, who, suppliant crouched on the pavement of Thetis’ shrine,
Clingest long to thy sanctuary, [line,
1	daughter of Phthia, yet come unto thee of an Asian
If I haply may find for thee	120
Some healing or help for the tangle of desperate trouble	[Hermione twine,
Whose meshes of bitterest feud around thee and
For that, O thou afflicted one,
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διδύμων εττίκοινον ἐοῦσαν f ἀμφὶ παῖδ’ Άχιλλεως.
ἀντ. α
γνῶθι τὐχαν, λόγισαι τὺ παρόν κακόν εἰς ὅπερ ἡκβις.
δεσπὁταις άμιλλα
’Ιλιὰς ουσα κόρα Λακεδαίμονος εγγενεταισιν; λεῖπε δεξίμηλον
130 δόμον τὰς ποντία? θ βου. τί σοι
καιρός άτυζομένα δέμας αίκέλιον καταλείβειν δεσποτών άνάγκαις; τὺ κρατούν δέ σ’ ἔπεισι. τί μόχθον οὐδὲν οὖσα μοχθείς;
στρ. β'
ἀλλ’ ἴθι λεῖπε θεᾶς Νηρηίδο? αγλαόν εΒραν,
γνώθι δ’ οὖσ’ ἐπὶ ξἐνας
δμωὶς ἐπ’ ἀλλοτρίως
πὸλεος, ἔνθ’ οὐ φίλων τιν είσορας
σῶν, ὦ δυστυχεστάτα,
140 τταντάλαινα νύμφα.
ἀντ. β'
οίκτροτάτα γάρ εμοιγ εμολες, γύναι ’Ιλιάς, οίκους δεσποτών ἐμῶν* φόβιρ δ’ ησυχίαν αγομεν,
τό δὲ σὺν οϊκτω φέρουσα τυγχάνω, μη παῖς τὰς Διὸς κόρας σοι μ ευ φρονούσαν ἴδη.
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Ye twain are unequally yoked in the bride-bands double
That compass Achilles’ son.
{Ant. 1)
Look on thy lot, take account of the ills whereinto thou art come.
Thy lady’s rival art thou,—
An Ilian to rival a child of a lordly Iiaconian home ! Forsake thou the temple now Wherein sheep to the Sea-queen are burned. What 130 boots it with wailing	[siori’s doom
And tears to consume thy beauty, aghast at oppres-Upon thee by thy lords’ hands brought ?
The might of the strong overbeareth thee: all unavailing
Is thy struggling—lo, thou art naught.
{Str. 2)
Nay, leave thou the holy place of the Lady of Nereus’ race :
Discern how thou needs must abide In a land of strangers, an alien city Where thou seest no friend, neither any to pity,
O thou who art whelmed in calamity’s tide,
Unhappiest bride!	140
{Ant. 2)
I pitied thee, Ilian dame, when thy feet unto these halls came;
But I feared, for my lords be stern,
That I held my peace: but thy lot ill-fated In silence aye I compassionated,	[discern
Lest the child of the daughter of Zeus1 should O’er thy woes how I yearn.
1 Hermione, daughter of Helen.
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Λἔπ*ν ?	^
V-J ^ ν>:>^ν
.-χτὰςκ’
ΕρΜΙθΝΗ
£^κοσμον μὲν ἀμφὶ κρατι χρνσεας χλιδτ}ςΖ στολμόν τε χρωτὸς πὸνδε ποικίλων πέπλων,ν οὐ τῶν Ἀχιλλἐως οὐδὲ Πηλἐως ἄπο 150 δόμων άπαρχάς δεῦρ’ ἔχουσ’ ἀφικὁμην, ἀλλ’ ἐκ Λακαίνης Σπαρτιάτιδος χθονὸς Μενέλαος ἡμῖν ταῦτα δωρβΐται πατήρ πολλοῖς σὺν ἕδνοις, ὦστ’ ἐλευθεροστομεῖν. ὑμᾶς μὲν οὖν τοῖσδ’ ανταμείβομαι λὁγοις* σὺ δ’ οὖσα δούλη καὶ δορίκτητος γυνή δόμους κατασχεΐν έκβαλούσ1 ημάς θέλεις τούσδε, στυγούμαι δ’ ἀνδρὶ φαρμάκοισι σοίς, νηδὺς δ’ άκύμων δια σὲ μοι οιόλλυται* δεινὴ γὰρ ἡττειρωτις εἰς τὰ τοιάδε 160 ἡνυχὴ γυναικών ων έπισχήσω σ’ ἐγώ, κουδέν σ* ὸνήσει δώμα Νηρῇδος τόδε, οὐ βωμός οὐδὲ ναὸς, ἀλλὰ κατθανεῖ. ἢν δ’ οὖν βροτών τις σ η Θεών σώσαι θέλη, δεῖ σ’ ἀντὶ τῶν πρὶν ολβίων φρονημάτων πτηξαι ταπβινην προσπεσεῖν τ’ ἐμὺν γόνυ, σαίρειν τε δώμα τοὐμὸν ἐκ χρυσηλάτων τευχέων χερὶ σπείρουσαν Αχελώου δρόσον, γνώναί θ’ ἵν’ ει γῆς. οὐ γάρ ἐσθ’Ἕκτωρ τάδε, οὐ Πρίαμος οὐδὲ χρυσός, ἀλλ’ Ἑλλὰς πόλις. 170 εἰς τούτο δ’ ἦκεις άμαθίας, δύστηνε σύ, ἢ παιδί πατρός, ος σὺν ώλεσεν πόσιν, τολμάς ξυνεύδειν καὶ τέκν’ αύθέντου πάρα τίκτ€ΐν. τοιούτον παν τὺ βάρβαρον γένος· πατήρ τε θυγατρϊ παῖς τε μητρὶ μίγνυται κόρη τ’ ἀδελφῷ, διὰ φόνου δ’ οι φίλτατοι χωρούσι, καί τώνδ’ οὐδὲν εξείργει νόμος. α μη παρ’ ἡμᾶς εϊσφερ· οὑδὲ γὰρ καλόν
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Enter hermione.
HERMIONE
.With bravery of gold about mine head;.- ^
And on my form this pomp of broidered robes,
Hither I come :—no gifts be these I wear
Or from Achilles’ or from Peleus’ house ;	160
But from the Land Laconian Sparta-crowned
My father Menelaus with rich dower
Gave these, that so my tongue should not be curbed.
This is mine answer, maidens, unto you:
But thou, a woman-thrall, won by the spear,
Wouldst cast me out, and have this home thine own;
And through thy spells I am hated by my lord;
My womb is barren, ruined all of thee;
For cunning is the soul of Asia’s daughters
For such deeds. Yet therefrom will I stay thee ;	160
And this the Nereid’s fane shall help thee nought,
Altar nor temple ;—thou shalt die, shalt die !
Yea, though one stoop to save thee, man or God,
Yet must thou for thy haughty spirit of old Crouch low abased, and grovel at my knee,
And sweep mine house, and sprinkle water dews There from the golden ewers with thine hand,
And where thou art, know. Hector is not here,
Nor Priam, nor his gold : a Greek town this.
Yet to such folly hast thou come, thou wretch,	170
That with this son of him who slew thy lord Thou darst to lie, and to the slayer bear Sons ! Suchlike is the whole barbaric race :—
Father with daughter, son with mother weds,
Sister with brother : kin the nearest wade Through blood: their laws forbid no whit thereof.
Bring not such things midst us! We count it shame
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δυοῖν γυναικοϊν avhp ev ἡνίας ἔχειν, ἀλλ’ εἰς μίαν βλεπον τες εὐναία ν Κὑπριν 180 στεργουσιν, ὅστις μὴ κακώς οίκεΐν θέλει.
Χ0Ρ02
ἐπίφθονὁν τι χρήμα θηλείας φρενὺς καὶ ξυγγάμοισι δυσμενές μάλιστ ἀεί.
ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
φεῦ φεῦ*
κακόν γε θνητοις τὺ νἐον ἔν τε τῷ νέῳ τὺ μὴ δίκαιον ὅστις ανθρώπων εχει. ἐγὼ ὃὲ ταρβώ μὴ τὺ δουλεὑειν με σοι λόγων άπωση πόλλ’ ἔχουσαν ἔνδικα, ἣν δ’ αὖ κρατήσω, μὴ ’πὶ τῷδ’ ὄφλω βλάβην· οἱ γὰρ πνεοντες μεγάλα τούς κρεισσους λἀγους 190 πικρῶς φερουσι τῶν ελασσονών ὑπο·
ὅμως δ’ ἐμαυτὴν οὐ προδοῦσ’ ἁλώσομαι. εἴπ’, ὦ νεᾶνι, τῷ σ’ έχεγγύω λἀγΡ πβισθεῖσ’ απωθώ γνησίων νυμφενμΛτων; ως η Λάκαινα τῶν Φρυγῶν μείων πόλις, τύχη θ’ ὺπερθεῖ, κἄμ’ ελεύθερα ν όρας; ἢ τῷ νἐῳ τε καὶ σφριγών τι σώματι πόλεως τε μεγέθει και φίλοις επηρμενη οίκον κατασχειν τον σὺν ἀντὶ σοῦ θέλω ; πότερον ἵν’ αὐτὴ παῖδας ἀντὶ σοῦ τἐκω 200	δοὑλους iμάντη τ’ άθλίαν εφολκίΒα;
η τούς εμούς τις παῖδας εξανέξεται Φθίας τυράννους όντας, ἢν σὺ μὴ τέκης; φιλοϋσι γάρ μ’ Ἕλληνες Ἕκτορός τ’ ἄπο ; αὐτή τ’ αμαυρά κού τύραννος η Φρυγῶν; οὐκ ἐξ ἐμῶν σε φαρμάκων στνγει πόσις, ἀλλ’ εἰ ξυνεΐναι μη ’τπτηδεία κυρεις. φίλτρον δὲ καὶ τὁδ’ · οὐ τὺ κάλλος, ὦ γύναι,
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That o’er two wives one man hold wedlock’s reins;
But to one lawful love men turn their eyes,
Content—all such as look for peace in the home. 180
CHORUS
In woman’s heart is jealousy inborn,
’Tis bitterest unto wedlock-rivals aye.
ANDROMACHE
Out upon thee!
A curse is youth to mortals, when with youth A man hath not implanted righteousness!
I fear me lest with thee my thraldom bar Defence, though many a righteous plea I have,
And even my victory turn unto mine hurt.
They that are arrogant brook not to be
In argument o’ermastered by the lowly:	190
Yet will I not abandon mine own cause.
Say, thou rash girl, in what assurance strong Should I thrust thee from lawful wedlock-rights ?
Is Sparta meaner than the Phrygians’ burg ?
Soareth my fortune ?—dost thou see me free ?
Or by my young and rounded loveliness,
My city’s greatness, and my noble friends Exalted, would I wrest from thee thine home ?
Sooth, to bear sons myself instead of thee—
Slave-sons, a wretched drag upon my life!	200
Nay, though thou bear no children, who will brook
That sons of mine be lords of Phthia-land ?
O yea, the Greeks love me—for Hector’s sake !—
Myself obscure, nor ever a Phrygian queen !
Not of my philtres thy lord hateth thee,
But that thy nature is no mate for his.
This is the love charm—woman, ’tis not beauty
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ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
ἀλλ’ ἁρεταὶ τέρπονσι τοὺς ξυνευνἐτας. σὺ δ’ ἢν τι κνισθῇς, ἡ Λάκαινα μὲν πόλις 210 μέγ’ ἐστί, τὴν δὲ Χκνρον οὑδαμοῦ τίθης,
ττΧουτεῖς δ’ ἐν οὐ πλουτοῦσι, Μενἐλεως δέ σοι μείζων Ἀχιλλέως. ταῦτα τοί σ’ ἔχθει πόσις. χρὴ γὰρ γυναῖκα, κ&ν κακφ πόσει οοθῇ, στἐργειν, άμιΧΧάν τ’ οὐκ ἔχειν φρονήματος. εἰ δ’ ἀμφὶ Θρῄκην χιὁνι τὴν κατάρρντον τύραννον βσχες ἄ νορ’, ἵν’ ἐν μέρει λἐχος δίοωσι πολλαῖς εἷς ἀνὴρ κοινούμενος, ἔκτεινας ἂν τάσδ’; εἴτ’ απληστίαν λἐχους πάσαις γυναιξὶ προστιθεῖσ’ ἀν ηνρέθης.
220 αισχρόν γε* καίτοι χβίοον άρσένων νόσον ταυτην νοσοῦμεν, ἀλλὰ προΰστημεν καλῶς, ώ φίλταθ’ Ἕκτορ, ἀλλ’ ἐγὼ τὴν σὴν χάριν σοι και ξννηρων, εἴ τί σε σφάλλοι Κύπρις, καὶ μαστόν ἤδη πολλάκις νόθοισι σοΐς επέσχον, ἵνα σοι μηδὲν ἐνδοίην πικρόν. καὶ ταῦτα δρῶσα τἀρετῆ προσηγὁμην πόσιν συ ο ουοε ρανιο υπαισριας οροσον τ^> σφ προσίζειν ἀνδρὶ δειμαίνουσ’ ἐᾴς. μη τὴν τ€κοΰσαν τῇ φιΧανδρία, yvvai,
230 ζήτει παρελθεῖν τῶν κακών yap μητέρων
φεύγειν τρόπους χρη τέκν\ οσοις ἔνεστι νοῦς.
ΧΟΡ02
Βέσποιν , ὅσον σοι ραδίως προσισταται, τοσὁνδε πείθον τῇδε σνμβήναι Xoyow.
ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
τί σεμνομυθεις κεἰς aycov ἔρχει λόγων, ώς δὴ σὺ σώφρων, τἀμὰ δ’ οὐχὶ σώφρονα;
ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
οὔκουν ἐφ’ οἶς γε νῦν καθέστηκας λογοις.
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ANDROMACHE
That witcheth bridegrooms, nay, but nobleness.
Let aught vex thee—O then a mighty thing Is thy Laconian city, Scyros naught!	210
Thy wealth thou flauntest, settest above Achilles Menelaus: therefore thy lord hateth thee.
A wife, though low-born be her lord, must yet Content her, without wrangling arrogance.
But if in Thrace with snow-floods overstreamed Thou ha^st for lord a prince, where one man shares The wedlock-right in turn with many wives,
Wouldst thou have slain these ? Ay, and so be found Branding all women with the slur of lust,
Which were our shame! True, more than men’s,
our hearts	220
Sicken for love ; yet honour curbs desire.
Ah, dear, dear Hector, I would take to my heart Even thy leman, if Love tripped thy feet.
Yea, often to thy bastards would I hold My breast, that I might give thee none offence.
So doing, I drew with cords of wifely love My lord :—but thou for jealous fear forbiddest Even gloaming’s dews to drop upon thy lord !
Seek not to o’erpass in cravings of desire
Thy mother, lady. Daughters in whom dwells	230
Discretion, ought to flee vile mothers’ paths.
chorus
Mistress, so far as lightly thou mayst do,
Deign to make truce with her from wordy strife.
HERMIONE
And speak’st thou loftily, and wranglest thou,
As thou wert continent, I of continence void ?
ANDROMACHE
Void? Yea, if thou be judged by this thy claim.
433
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ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
ὁ νοῦς ὁ σὸς μοι μὴ ξυνοικοίη, yvvai. ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
νία πὲφυκας καὶ λἐγεις αισχρών πέρι.
ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
σὺ δ’ οὐ λἐγεις γε» δρᾴς δὲ μ’ εἰς ὅσον δὑνῃ. ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
240 οὐκ αὖ σιωπή Κὑπριδος ἀλγήσβις πὲρι;
ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
τί δ’; οὐ γυναιξὶ ταῦτα ττ ρώτα πανταχον ; ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
καλῶς γε χρωμἑναισιν εἰ δὲ μή, οὐ καλά. ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
οὐ βαρβάρων νὁμοισιν οἰκοῦμεν πόλιν. ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
κἀκεῖ τά γ’ αίσχρα κἀνθάδ’ αισχύνην ἔχει. ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
σοφή σοφή σύ* κατθανεῖν δ’ ὅμως σε δεῖ. ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
ὁρᾴς ἀγαλμα Θὲτιδος εῖς σ’ άποβΧβπον;
ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
μασούν γε πατρίδα ση ν Ἀχιλλέως φὁνῳ. ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
Ἑλένη νιν ώλεσ\ οὐκ ἐγώ, μήτηρ δὲ σή. ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
ἦ καὶ πρόσω yap των ἐμων -ψαύσεις κακών; ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
250 ἰδοὺ σιωπώ κάπιΧάζυμαι στόμα.
ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
ἐκεῖνο λέξον, οὗπερ είνεκ’ ἐστάλην.
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HERMIONE
Never in my breast thy discretion dwell!
ANDROMACHE
Λ young wife thou for such immodest words.
HERMIONE
Words ? Thine are deeds, to the uttermost of thy power.
ANDROMACHE
Cannot thy hungry jealousy hold its peace ?	240
HERMIONE
Why ? Stands not this right first with women ever ?
ANDROMACHE
In honour’s limits. ’Tis dishonour else.
HERMIONE
We live not under laws barbaric here.
ANDROMACHE
There, even as here, sRame waits on shameful things.
HERMIONE
Keen-witted! keen !—yet shalt thou surely die.
ANDROMACHE
Seest thou the eye of Thetis turned on thee ?
HERMIONE
In hate of thy land for Achilles’ blood.
ANDROMACHE
Helen slew him, not I; thy mother—thine!
*	HERMIONE
And wilt thou dare yet deeper prick mine hurt ?
ANDROMACHE
Lo, ϊ am silent and I curb my mouth.	250
HERMIONE
Confess thy sorceries! This I came to hear.
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ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
λέγω σ’ ἐγὼ νοῦν οὐκ ἔχειν ὅσον σε δεῖ. ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
λείψεις τὁδ’ ἀγνὺν τέμενος ἐναλίας Θεοῦ ; ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
εἰ μη θανοῦμαι γ’· εἰ δὲ μή, οὐ λείψω ποτέ. ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
ως τοῦτ’ ἄραρε, κοὐ μένω πόσιν μολεῖν. ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
ἀλλ’ οὐδ’ ἐγὼ μὴν πρόσθεν εκδώσω μέ σοι. ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
πῦρ σοι προσοίσω κοὐ τὺ σὺν προσκέλομαι, ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
σὺ δ’ οὐν κάταιθε· θεοὶ γὰρ εἴσονται τάδε. ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
καὶ χρωτὶ δεινών τραυμάτων άλyηδόvaς. ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
σφάζ\ αίμάτον θεάς βωμόν, ἣ μἑτεισί σε. ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
ὦ βάρβαρον συ θρέμμα και σκληρόν θράσος, iyκαρτερείς δὴ θάνατον; ἀλλ’ ἐγώ σ’ ἕδρα? ἐκ τῆσδ’ εκ ου σ αν εξαναστησω τάχα· τοιὁνδ’ ἔχω σου δέλεαρ, ἀλλὰ γὰρ λἀγους κρύψω, τό δ’ ἔργον αὐτὸ σημανεϊ τάχα, κάθησ* εδραία· καὶ γὰβ εἰ πέριξ σ’ ἔχει τηκτὸς μόλυβδος, εξαναστησω σ ἐγὼ πρὶν ᾤ πέποιθας παῖδ’ Ἀχιλλἐως μολεῖν. ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
πέποιθα, δεινόν δ’ ερπετών μεν ayρίων άκη βροτοϊσι Θεών καταστησαί τινα· α δ’ ἔστ’ έχίδνης καί πυρός περαιτέρω, οὐδεὶς yυvaικoς φ άρμα κ έξηύρηκέ πω κακής· τοσοῦτον εσμεν άνθρώποις κακόν.
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ANDROMACHE
1 say thou hast less wit than thou dost need.
Wilt leave this hallo wed|SSjj£&of the Sea-goddess ?
Λ&Ρ
CUE
If I shall not die : ώρβ I leave it never.
HERMIONE
’Tis fixed: I wait not till my lord return.
ANDROMACHE
Yet will I yield me not ere then to thee.
HERMIONE
Fire will I bring: thy plea will I not heed,—
ANDROMACHE	(
Kindle upon me!—this the Gods shall mark.
HERMIONE
And to thy flesh bring anguish of dread wounds.
ANDROMACHE
Hack, crimson her altar: she shall visit for it.
260
HERMIONE
Barbarian chattel! Stubborn impudence !
Dost thou brave death ! Soon will I make thee rise From this thy session, yea, of thine own will!
Such lure have I for thee :—yet will I hide The word : the deed itself shall soon declare.
Ay, sit thou fast!—though clamps of molten lead Encompassed thee, yet will I make thee rise,
Ere come Achilles’ son, in Whom thou trustest. [Exit.
ANDROMACHE
I do trust .... Strange that God hath given to men Salves for the venom of all creeping pests,	270
But none hath ever yet devised a balm For venomous woman, worse than fire or viper:
So dire a mischief unto men are we.
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Χ0Ρ02
ἦ μεγάλων άχεων άρ ὑπῆρξεν, οτ	στρ. α'
’Ιδαίαν ἐς νάπαν ἦλθ’ ὁ Μαίας τε καὶ ί^πὸς τόκον, τρίπωλον άρμα δαιμόνω!^ άγων τὺ καλλιζυγὲς, ἔριδι στυγερά κεκορυθμόνον ευ μορφιάς 280 σταθμούς επι βούτα
βοτηρά τ ἀμφὶ μονότροπο ν νεανίαν έρημόν θ* ἐστιούγρν αὐλάν.
ταὶ δ’ ἐπεὶ ύΧόκομον νάπος ήλυθον,	ἀντ. α'
οὐρειᾶν πιδάκων
νίψαν αΙηΧάντα σώματα ροαΐς·
εβαν δὲ Πριαμίδαν ὑπερ-
βόΧαΐς λἀγων δυσφρόνων
παραβαΧΧόμεναι. δολίοις δ’ ἕλε Κύπρις λἀγοις,1 290 τερπνοΐς μεν άκούσαι,
πικρὰν δὲ σνηγνσιν βίου Φρυγῶν πόλει ταΧαίνα περηάμοις τε Τροίας.
εἴθε δ’ υπέρ κεφαΧάν εβαΧεν κακόν	στρ. β*
ἁ τεκουσά νιν Πάριν, πρὶν ’Ιδαῖον κατοικίσαι λέπας, ὅτε νιν παρὰ θεσπεσίψ δάφνα βόασε Κασάνδρα κτανεῖν, μεηαΚαν ΤΙριάμον πόλεως Χώβαν. τίν’ οὐκ επήΧθε, ποιον ου κ εΧίσσετο 300 δαμοηερόντων βρέφος φονεύειν ;
οντ αν ἐπ’ ’Ιλιάσι ζἀγὺν ήΧυθε	ἀντ. β'
δούΧιον, σύ τ’ ἄν, γύναι,
1 Murray : for MSS. Κόπρις «ίλε λἀγοις δολίοις.
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CHORUS
Herald of woes, to the glen deep-hiding (Str. 1)
In Ida came Zeus’s and Maia’s son;
As who reineth a triumph of white steeds, guiding The Goddesses three, did the God pace on.
With frontlet of beauty, with trappings of doom,
For the strife to the steadings of herds did they come, 280 To the stripling shepherd in solitude biding,
And the hearth of the lodge in the forest lone.
(Ant. 1)
They have passed ’neath the leaves of the glen: from the plashing	[rise.
Of the mountain-spring radiant in rose-flush they To the King s Son they wended, while to and fro flashing	[eyes.
The gibes of their lips matched the scorn of their 290 But ’twas Kypris by promise of guile overcame—
Ah sweet to the ear, but for deathless shame And confusion to Phrygia, when Troy’s towers crashing
Ruinward toppled, her bitter prize!
(Str. 2)
Oh had she dealt him, that mother which bore him,
A death-blow cleaving his head in twain,
When shrieked Kassandra her prophecy o’er him,—
Ere his eyry on Ida o’erlooked Troy’s plain,—
By the sacred bay shrieked “ Slay without pity The curse and the ruin of Priam’s city! ”
Unto prince, unto elder, she came, to implore him To slay it, the infant foredoomed their bane.
Then had he never been made an occasion (Ant. 2) 300 Of thraldom to Ilium’s daughters : O queen,
439
Digitized by Google
ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
τυράννων ἔσχες αν Βόμων ἔδρας· τταρέΧυσε δ’ αν Ελλάδος άΧγεινούς μόχθους, ούς άμφί Τροίαν Βεκέτεις άΧαΧηντο νέοι Χόγχαις·
Χέχη τ’ ἔρημ ἂν ούττοτ εξεΧείπετο, καὶ τεκέων όρφανοϊ^^οντξς^
ΜΕΝΕΛΑΌ2 ^
ἦκω Χαβών σὺν παῖδ’, ον εἰ? άλλους δὁμους 310 Χάθρα θυγατρός τῆς ἐμῆς ὺπεξέθου.
σὲ μὲν γὰρ ηὑχεις θεᾶς βρέτας σώσειν τόδε, τούτον δὲ τοὺς κρύψαντας· ἀλλ’ εφηυρέθης ἧσσον φρονούσα τοῦδε Μενἐλεω, γύναι. κεἰ μὴ τὁδ’ εκΧιπούσ ερημώσεις πέδον, ὅδ’ ἀντὶ τοῦ σοῦ σώματος σφαγήσεται. ταῦτ’ οὖν Χογίζου, πότερα κατθανεῖν θέΧεις ἢ τὁνδ’ όΧέσθαι σῆς αμαρτίας ύττερ, ἢ ν εἰς ἔμ’ εἴς τε παῖδ’ ἐμὴν αμαρτάνεις.
ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
ὦ δόξα δόξα, μυρίοισι δὴ βροτών 320 οὐδὲν γεγὦσι βίοτον ώγκωσας μέγαν.
εὕκλεια δ’ οἶς μὲν ἔστ’ άΧηθείας ΰττο, εὐδαιμονίζω· τοὺς δ’ ὑπὸ ψευΒών, ἔχειν οὐκ αξιώσω, πλὴν τύχτ) φρονεΐν Βοκεΐν. σὺ δὴ στρατηγών Χογάσιν Ἕλλήνων ποτὲ Τροίαν άφείΧου ΤΙρίαμον, ωΒε φαύΧος ων ; ὅστις θυγατρος ἀντίπαιδος ἐκ Χόγων τοσὁνδ’ έττνευσας και γυναικι Βυστυχεΐ ΒοοΧύ) κατέστης εις αγών’· οὐκ ἀξιῶ οὔτ’ οὖν σὲ Τροίας Οὕτε σοῦ Τροίαν ἔτι.
330 έξωθεν είσιν οι Βοκούντες ευ φρονεΐν
Χαμττροί, τα Β’ ἔνδον πᾶσιν άνθρώττοις ϊσοι, πλὴν εἴ τι πλούτῳ* τοὐτο δ’ ισχύει μέγα.
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Now wert thou throned in a palace: thy nation No ten years’ agony then had seen,
With the war-cries of Hellas aye rolling their thunder Round Troy, with spear-lightnings aye flashing thereunder ;
Nor the couch of the bride were ;i desolation,
Nor bereft of their sons had thqj^rey sire^een.
Enter Menelaus, with attendants, bringing sioLossus.
MENELAUS
I have caught thy son, whom thou didst hide, unmarked Of her, my daughter, in a neighbour house.	310
So thee this Goddess’ image was to save,
Him, they that hid him !—but thou hast been found, Woman, less keen of wit than Menelaus.
Now if thou leave not and avoid this floor,
He shall be slaughtered, he, in thy life’s stead.
Weigh this then, whether thou consent to die,
Or that for thy transgression he be slain,
Even thy sin against me and my child.
ANDROMACHE
Ah reputation !—many a man ere this
Of none account hast thou set up on high.	320
Such as have fair fame based upon true worth
Happy I count: but to these living lies
I grant no claim to wisdom save chance show.
Thou, captaining the chosen men of Greece,
Didst thou, weak dastard, wrest from Priam Troy,
Who at thy daughter s bidding, she a child, v Dost breathe such fury, enterest the lists With a woman, a poor captive ? I count Troy Shamed by thy touchy thee by her fall unraised !
Goodly in outward show be they which seem	330
Wise, but within they are as other men,
Save in wealth haply ; this is their great strength.
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Μενἐλαε, φέρε δὴ διαπτεράνωμεν λἀγους· τ έθνη κ α τῇ σῇ Ovyarpl καί μ! άττώλεσε· μιαιφόνον μὲν οὐκέτ’ αν ^>ύγοι μύσος, ἐν τοῖς δὲ πολλοῖς καὶ σὺ τὁνδ’ ἀγωνιεῖ φόνον το συνδρών yap σ ἀναγκάσει χρέος, ήν δ’ οὖν ἐγὼ μὲν μὴ θανεῖν ὺπεκδράμω, τον τταΐδά μου κτενεῖτε ; κᾴτα πῶς πατὴρ τέκνου θανόντος ραδίως άνέξεται ; ούχ ώδ’ ανανδρον αυτόν ἡ Τροία καλεῖ· ἀλλ’ εἰσι ν οἷ χρῷ Πηλίως γὰρ ἄξια πατρός τ’ Ἀχιλλἑκς ἔργα δρῶν φανήσεται, ώσει δὲ σὴν παῖδ’ ἐκ δόμων σύ δ’ ἐκδιδοὺς ἄλλω τί λέξεις ; πότερον ώς κακόν πόσιν φεvyει τὺ ταύτης σώφρον ; ἀλλὰ ψεύσεται.
γαμεῖ δὲ	ανανδρον ἐν δὁμοις
χήραν βαθε^εΐς πόλωνα? ὦ τλήμων ἄνερ, κακών τοσούτων ούχ ορας εττιρροας ; πὸσας ἄν εὐνὰς θυγατερ’ ήδικημένην βούλοΐ αν εὑρεῖν ἢ Ίταθειν ἀγὼ λέγω ; οὐ χρὴ *πὶ μικροῖς μεyάλa πορσύνε ι ν κακὰ οὐδ', εἰ γυναῖκές ἐσμεν άτηρόν κακόν, ἄνδρας γυναιξὶν ἐξομοιοῦσθαι φύσιν. ἡμεῖς γὰρ εἰ σὴν τταϊδα φαρμακενομεν καί νηδνν εξαμβλουμεν, ως αυτή λέyει, έκόντ€ς οὐκ ἄκοντες, οὐδὲ βώμιοι πίτνοντες, αὐτοὶ τὴν δίκην ὺφέξομεν ἐν σοῖσι yaμβpoΐς, οίσιν ούκ ελασσόνα βλάβην οφείλω ττροστιθεΐσ’ άτταιδίαν. ημείς μὲν οὖν τοιοίδε· τῆς δὲ σῆς φρενός εν σου δέδοικα· διά ψ>ναικείαν εριν καί την τάλαιναν ωλεσας Φρυγῶν πόλιν.
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Menelaus, come now, reason we together:—
Grant that thy child have slain me, grant me dead : Ne’er shall she flee my blood’s pollution-curse;
And in men’s eyes shalt thou too share this guilt:
Thy part in this her deed shall weigh thee down.
But if I ’scape your hands, that I die not,
Then will ye slay my son ? And the child’s death— Think ye his sire shall hold it a little thing ?	340
So void of manhood Troy proclaims him not.
Nay, he shall follow duty’s call, be proved,
By deeds, of Peleus worthy and Achilles,
Shall thrust thy child forth. Thou, what plea wilt find
For a new spouse ? This lie—“ the saintly soul Of this pure thing shrank from her wicked lord ” ?
ν
Who shall wed such ^ilt l^eep her in thine halls Spouseless, a grey-haired wido^ ?:^ O thou wretch,
Seest not the floods of evil bufSting o’er thee ?
How many a wedlock-wrong wouldst thou be fain 350 Thy child knew rather than the ills I name!
We ought not for slight cause court grievous harm;
Nor, if we women be a baleful curse,
Ought men to make their nature woman-like.
For, if I practise on thy child by philtres,
And seal her womb, according to her tale,
Willingly, nothing loth, nor low at altars
Crouching, myself will face the penalty
At her lord’s hands, to whom I am guilty of wrong
No less, in blasting him with childlessness.	360
Hereon I stand:—but one thing in thy nature
I fear—’twas in a woman’s quarrel too
Thou didst destroy the Phrygians’ hapless town.
443
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XOPOS
ayav ἔλεξας ώς yvvrj πρὸς ἄρσενας, καί σου το σωφρον ἐξετὁξευσεν φρενὁς.
ΜΕΝΕΛΑ02
γύναι, τάδ’ ἐστὶ σμικρὰ καὶ μοναρχίας ούκ άξι\ ως φής, τής ἐμἣς οὐδ’ Ἐλλάδος. εὖ δ’ ἴσθ\ ὅτου τις τυγχάνει χρείαν ἔχων, τοῦτ’ ἔσθ’ ἐκαστῳ μειζον ἢ Τροίαν εΧεΐν.
370 κἀγὼ θυγατρί, μεyάXa γὰρ κρίνω τάδε,
Χέχους στέρεσθαι, σύμμαχος καθίσταμαι. τα μὲν γὰρ ἄλλο. δεύτερ αν πάσχη γυνή* ἀνδρὸς δ’ άμαρτάνουσ αμαρτάνει βίου. δουλών δ’ εκείνον των εμων άρχειν χρεών καί των εκείνου τους εμονς ημάς τε πρὸ?· φίλων γὰρ οὐδὲν ἴδιον οίτινες φίλοι ορθώς ττεφύκασ, ἀλλὰ κοινὰ χρήματα, μενών δὲ τοὺς ἀπὁντας, εἰ μὴ θήσομαι ταμ ως άριστά, φαΰΧός εἰμι κοὐ σοφός.
380 ἀλλ’ εξανίστω τώνδ’ ανακτόρων θεάς·
ώς, ἣν θάνης συ, παῖς ὅδ’ εκφεύyει μόρον, σοῦ δ’ οὐ θεΧούσης κατθανεῖν, τὁνδε κτενώ. δυοῖν ὃ’ ἀνἀγκη θατερψ λιπεῖν βίον.
ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
οἴμοι, ττικράν κΧήρωσιν αΐρεσίν τε μοι βίου καθίστης, καὶ Χαχουσά y άθΧία καί μὴ λα^οῦσα δυστυχὴς καθίσταμαι, ω μεηαΧα ττράσσων αίτιας μικράς πέρι, ττιθοῦ- τί καίνεις μ ; ἀντὶ τοῦ; ττοίαν ττόΧιν ττρουδωκα; τινα σῶν εκτανον τταίδων iyco;
390 ποιον δ’ ἔπρησα δῶμ’; εκοιμήθην βία
συν δεσπόταισι* κατ’ ἔμ’, οὐ κείνον κτενεις τον αίτιον τώνδ\ ἀλλὰ τὴν αρχήν άφείς
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CHORUS
Thou hast said too much, as woman against man:
Yea, and thy soul’s discretion hath shot wide.
MENELAUS
Woman, these are but trifles, all unworthy
Of my state royal,—thou say’st it,—and of Greece.
Yet know, when one hath set his heart on aught,
More than to take a Troy is this to him.
I stand my daughter’s champion, for I count	370
No trifle robbery of marriage-right.
Nought else a wife may suffer matcheth this.
Losing her husband, she doth lose her life.
Over my thralls her lord hath claim to rule,
And over his like right have I and mine:
For nought that friends have, if true friends they be,
Js private ; held in common is all wealth.
Waiting the absent, if I order not
Mine own things well, weak am I, and not wise.
But I will make thee leave the Goddess’ shrine. 380 For, if thou die, this boy escapeth doom ;
But, if thcnr vrtlV not die., frirn will I slay.
One of you twain must needs bid life farewell.
ANDROMACHE
Woe ! Dire lot-drawing, bitter choice of life,
Thou giv’st me ! If I draw., I am wretched made ;
And if I draw not, all unblest I am.
O thou for paltry cause that dost great wrong,
Hearken : why slay me ?—for what crime ?—what town
Have I betrayed ?—have slain what child of thine ?— Have fired what home ? Beside my lord I couched 390 Perforce—and lo, thou wilt slay me, not him,
The culprit; but thou passest by the cause,
445
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πρὸς τὴν τελευτήν υστέραν ουσαν φέρει ; οϊμοι κακών τώνδ\ ω τάλαιν ἐμὴ ττατρίς, ως δεινά πάσχω· τί δέ με καί τεκεϊν ἐχρῆν άχθος τ’ ἐπ’ άχθει τῷδε προσθέσθαι διπλοῦν; [ἀτὰρ τί ταῦτα δύρομαι, τὰ δ’ ἐν πόσιν οὐκ ἐξικμάζω καὶ λογίζομαι κακα;] 1 ἦτις σφayάς μὲνΓ/Εκτορος τροχηλάτους 400 κατεϊδον οίκτρώς τ Τλιον πυρούμενον, αὐτὴ δὲ δούλη ναΰς ἐπ’ Ἀργείων ἔ/?ην κόμης έπισπασθεϊσ· ἐπεὶ δ’ άφικόμην Φθίαν, φονεΰσιν^ΈίΚτορος νυμφεύομαι. τί δῆτ* ἐμοὶ ζῇν ἡδύ; πρὸς τί χρὴ βλέπειν; προς τὰς παρούσας η παρελθουσας τύχας; εις παΐς ὅδ’ ἦν μοι λοιπὸς οφθαλμός βίου· τούτον κτανεϊν μέλλουσιν οϊς δοκεῖ τάδε. οὐ δῆτα τ ου μου y εϊνεκ άθλιου βίου· ἐν τῷδε μὲν γὰρ ελπίςy ει σωθήσεται·
410	ἐμοὶ δ’ ονειδος μη θανείν υπέρ τέκνου.
ἰδοὺ προλείπω βωμόν ηδε χειρία σφάζειν, φονεύειν, δεῖν, άπαρτήσαι δέρην. ώ τέκνον, ἡ τεκούσά σ’, ώς σὺ μὴ θάνης, στείχω προς''Αιδην ἢν δ’ ύπεκδράμης μύρον, μέμνησο μητρὁς, οἷα τλᾶσ’ άπωλόμην, καὶ πατρὶ τῷ σῷ διὰ φιλημάτων ίων δάκρυά τε λείβων καλ περιπτύσσων χέρας λἐγ’ οΓ επραξα. πάσι δ’ άνθρώποις άρ ἦν ψυχή τέκν · ὅστις δ’ αὑτ’ άπειρος ών ^|rέyει, 420 ἧσσον μὲν ἀλγεῖ, δυστυχών δ’ ευδαιμονεί.
Χ0Ρ02
ωκτειρ άκούσασ · οίκτρά γὰρ τὰ δυστυχή
1 These two lines seem out of place. Various transpositions in the whole passage 397-410 have been proposed.
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And to the after-issue hurriest.
Woe for these ills ! O hapless fatherland,
What wrongs I bear ! Why must I be a mother,
And add a double burden to my load ?
[Why wail the past, amd o’er the present woes Shed not a tear, nor take account thereof ?]
Hector by those wheels trailed to death I saw,
Saw Ilium piteously enwrapped in flame.	400
I passed aboard the Argive ships, a slave Haled by mine hair, and when to Phthia-land I came, to Hector’s murderers was I wed.
What joy hath life for me ?—what thing to look to ?
Unto my present fortune, or the past ?
This one child had I left, light of my life :
Him will these slay who count this righteousness.
No, never!—if my wretched life can save !
For him, for him, hope lives, if he be saved ;
And mine were shame to die not for my child.	410
Lo, I forsake the altar—yours I am
To hack, bind, murder, strangle with the cord ! [Rises.
O child, thy mother, that thou mayst not die,
Passeth to Hades. If thou ’scape the doom,
Think on thy mother—how I suffered—died !
And to thy sire with kisses and with tears Streaming, and little arms about his neck,
Tell how I fared ! To all mankind, I wot,
Children are life. Who scoffs at joys unproved,
Though less his grief, a void is in his bliss.	420
CHORUS
Pitying I hear : for pitiful is woe
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βροτοϊς ἅπασ ι, καν θυραιος ων κύρη. εἰς ξύμβασιν δὲ χρῆν σε παῖδα σὴν ἄγειν, Μενὲλαε, καὶ τήνδ\ ως ἀπαλλαχθῇ ττ όνων. ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
λάβεσθε μοι τήσδ\ άμφελίξαντες χἐρας, δμῶες· λόγους γὰρ οὐ φίλους άκούσεται. ἔγωγ’, ἵν’ ἁγνὸν βωμόν εκλίττοις θεᾶς, προὑτεινα παιδὺς θάνατον, φ σ’ ὺπήγαγον εἰς χεῖρας ελθεΐν τὰ? ἐμὰς ἐπὶ σφαγήν. καί τάμφϊ σ ον μεν ὧδ’ ἔχοντ’ εττίστασο* τα δ’ ἀμφὶ παιδὺς τοῦδε παῖς ἐμὴ κρίνει, ἦν τε κτανεῖν νιν ἦν τε μὴ κτανεῖν θἐλῃ. ἀλλ’ ἔρπ’ ἐς οϊκους τοὐσδ’, ἵν’ εἰς ελεύθερους δούλη γεγώσα μήποθ’ ὑβρίζειν μάθης.
ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
οἴμοι* δὁλῳ μ’ ύττήλθες, ήττατήμεθα. ΜΕΝΕΛΑ02
κήρυσσ άπασυν ου yap εξαρνονμεθα. ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
ἦ ταῦτ’ ἐν ὑμῖν τοῖς παρ’ Εὐρώτᾳ σοφά; ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
καὶ τοῖς γε Τροία, τοὺς τταθόντας αντιδράν. ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
τὰ θεῖα δ’ οὐ θεῖ’ οὐδ’ ἔχειν ἡγεῖ δίκην; ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
ὅταν τάδ’ ἦ τοτ’ οϊσομεν σε δε κτενω. ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
ἦ καὶ νεοσσόν τόνδ\ ὑπο πτερών σττασας; ΜΕΝΕΛΑ02
οὐ δῆτα· θυγατρί δ\ ἣν θἐλῃ, δώσω κτανεῖν.
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To all men, alien though the afflicted be.
Thou shouldest, Menelaus, reconcile
Her and thy child, that she may rest from pain.
[andromache leaves the altar.
MENELAUS
Seize me this woman !—round her coil your arms,
My thralls ! No words of friendship shall she hear.
I, that thou mightest leave the holy altar, [thee Held forth the lure of thy child’s death, and drew To slip into mine hands for slaughtering.
And, for thy fate, know thou that this is so:	430
But, tor thy soiv «ly-ehilcLshall be his judge,
Whether her pleasure be to slay οτ spare.
Hence to the house, that thou, slave as thou art,
Mayst learn no more to rail against the free.
ANDROMACHE
Woe’s me l By guile thou hast stoln on me !— betrayed!
MENELAUS
Publish it to the world ! Not I deny it.
ANDROMACHE
Count ye this wisdom, dwellers by Eurotas ?
MENELAUS
Ay, Trojans too—that wronged ones should revenge.
ANDROMACHE
Is there no God, think’st thou, nor reckoning-day ?
MENELAUS
Γ11 meet it when it comes. Thee will I kill.	440
ANDROMACHE
And this my birdie, tom from ’neath my wings ?
MENELAUS
O nay—I yield him to my daughter’s mercy.
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ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
οἴμοι* τί δῆτα σ’ ον καταστένω, τέκνον; ΜΕΝΕΛΑ02
ούκουν θρασεία y αυτόν ἐλπὶς ἀμμἑνει. ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
ω πάσιν άνθρώποισιν ἔχθιστοι βροτών ^πάρτη? ένοικοι, Βόλια βουλευτήρια, ψευοών άνακτες, μηχανορράφοι κακών, ελικτά κούΒέν ὑγιὲς, ἀλλὰ πᾶν πέριξ φρονούντες, ἀδίκως εύτυχειτ αν Ελλάδα.
460 τί δ’ οὐκ ἐν ὑμῖν ἐστιν; οὐ πλειστοι φόνοι; ονκ αΙσχροκερΒεις; ου λέyovτες ἄλλα μὲν yλώσση, φρονούν τες δ’ ἄλλ’ έφευρίσκεσθ' αει; ολοισθ\ ἐμοὶ δὲ θάνατος ούχ οΰτω βαρύς ως σοι δέδοκται· κεῖνα γάρ μ άπώλεσεν, ὅθ’ ἡ τάλαινα πόλις άναλώθη Φρυγών πόσις θ’ ὁ κλεινός, ος σε πολλάκις δορὶ ναύτην εθηκεν αντί χερσαίου κακόν, νυν δ’ εἰς γυναῖκα yopyoς ὁπλίτης φανείς κτείνεις μ ; άπόκτειν · ώς άθώττεντον γε σε 460 yλώσσης άφήσω τής εμής και παϊΒα σήν. ἐπεὶ σὺ μὲν ττέφυκας εν Σπάρτη μέyaς, ημείς δὲ Τροία γ’, εἰ δ’ ἐγὼ πράσσω κακώς, μηδὲν τὁδ’ αύχει· και σὺ γὰρ πράξειας αν. XOPOS
οὐδἐποτε ΒίΒνμα	στ ρ. α
λέκτρ επαινέσω βροτων οὐδ’ άμφιμΑτορας κόρους, εριΒας οϊκων Βυσμενεις τε λύπας. μιαν μοι στερηέτω πόσις ηάμοις 470 ακοινώνητου άνΒρος εύνάν.
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ANDROMACHE
Well may I wail at once thy death, my child !
MENELAUS
Good sooth, but sorry hope remains for him.
ANDROMACHE
O ye in all folk’s eyes most loathed of men,
Dwellers in Sparta, senates of treachery,
Princes of lies, weavers of webs of guile,
Thoughts crooked, wholesome never, devious all,—
A crime is your supremacy in Greece ! [murders ? What · vileness lives not with you ?—swarming 450 Covetousness ? Convicted liars, saying	[that,
This with the tongue, while still your hearts mean Now ruin seize ye! . . . . Yet to me is death Not grievous as thou think’ st. That was my death When Phrygia’s hapless city was destroyed,
And my renowned lord, whose spear full oft Made thee a seaman, dastard, from a landsman.1 Thou meet’st a woman, soul-appalling hero, [fawn Now,—and wouldst slay ! Slay on ! My tongue shall In flattery never on thy child or thee.	460
What if thou be in Sparta some great one ?
Even so in Troy was I. Am I brought low ?
Boast not herein:—thine hour shall haply come.
[Exit, led by Menelaus.
CHORUS
Never rival brides blessed marriage-estate,	(Str. 1)
Neither sons not bom of one mother:
They were strife to the home, they were anguish of hate.
For the couch of the husband suffice one mate:
Be it shared of none other.	470
1 Drove thee to seek refuge in the ships. See Iliad, bk. xv.
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οὐδὲ γὰρ ἐν πὸλεσι	ἀντ. π’
δί7ττυ^χοι τυραννίδες
μιας αμείνονες φέρειν,
ἄχθος ἐπ’ ἄχθει καὶ στάσις πολίταις·
τεκὁντοιν θ’ ὔμνον ἐργάταιν δυοῖν
ἔριν Μοῦσαι φιλοῦσι κραίνειν
ττνοαί δ’ ὅταν φέρω σ ι ναυτίλους θοαί, στρ. /S' 480	κατὰ πηδάλιων δίδυμα ι πραττίδων γνώμαι
σοφών τε πλῆθος ἀθρόον ἀσθενέστερον φαυΧοτόρας φρενὸς αντοκρατοΰς ὲνὁς, α δύνασις ἀνά τε μέλαθρα κατά τε ττόΧιας, ὁπόταν εὺρεῖν θέΧωσι καιρόν.
ἔδειξεν ἡ Λάκαινα τοῦ στρατηΧάτα	ἀντ. β'
Μενἐλα* διὰ γὰρ πυρὸς ἡλθ’ ότόρω λ ἔχει, κτείνει δὲ τὴν τάΧαιναν Ιλιάδα κόραν 490 παῖδά τε Βνσφβονος όριΒος ὑπερ.
ἄθεος άνομος αχαρις ὁ φόνος* ἔπι σε, ιτότνια, μετατροπὰ των ο ἔπεισιν ἔργων.
500
καὶ μὴν ἐσορω
τόδε σύηκρατον ζεύγος πρὸ Βόριων, ψηφφ θανάτου κατακβκρι μόνον. ούστηνε γύναι, τΧημον δὲ σὺ παῖ, μητριός λε^χέων ος ὑττερθνῄσκεις οὐδεν μετόχων οὐδ’ αϊτως ών βασιΧενσιν.
ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
ὅ δ* ἐγὼ χόρας αίματη-ράς βρόχοισι κεκλῃμἐνα ττόμπομαι κατά yαίας.
45*
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Never land but hath borne a twofold yoke (Ant. 1) Of kings with wearier straining :
There is burden on burden, and feud mid her
When the blasts hurl onward the staggering sail,
Shall the galley by helmsmen twain be guided ?	480
Wise counsellors many far less shall avail
Than the simple one’s purpose and power undivided. . Even this in the home, in the city, is power Unto such as have wit to discern the hour.
The child of the chieftain of Sparta’s array (Ant. 2) Hath proved it. As fire is her jealousy burning : Troy’s hapless daughter she lusteth to slay,
And her son, in her hatred’s vengeance-yearning. 490 Godless and lawless and heartless it is!—
Queen, thou shalt yet be requited for this.
Enter Menelaus and servants leading andromache and
Lo, these I behold, twain yoked as one In love, in sorrow, afront of the hall:
For the vote is cast and the doom forth gone.
O woeful mother, O hapless son,
Who must die, since her master hath humbled his
Though naught death-worthy hast thou, child, done, 500 That in condemnation of kings thou shouldst fall!
folk:
And ’twixt rival lyres ever discord broke By the Muses’ ordaining.
(Sir. 2)
CHILD.
thrall,
ANDROMACHE
Lo, blood my wrists red-staining From cruel bonds hard-straining, Lo, feet tlie grave’s brink gaining!
{Sir.)
+53
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. Μ0Λ02202
μᾶτερ μᾶτερ, ἐγὼ δὲ σ α πτέρυγι συγκαταβαίνω.
ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
θῦμα δάϊον, ὦ χθονὸς Φθίας κράντορες.
Μ0Λ02202 ὦ πάτερ, μὁλε φίλοις ἐπίκουρος.
ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
κείσει δή, τἐκνον, ὦ φίλος, μαστοῖς ματἐρος ἀμφὶ σας νεκρός ὑπὸ χθονι συν νβκρω. Μ0Λ02502
ώμοι μοι, τί ττάθω τάλας δῆτ’ ἐγὼ σύ τε, μᾶτερ ;
ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
ἵθ’ υποχθόνιοι· καὶ γὰρ ἀπ’ ίχθρων ήκ€τε πύργων δύο δ’ ἐκ δισσαῖν θνῄσκετ’ ανάγκαιν' σὲ μὲν ἡμετέρα ῆτῆφος ἀναιρεῖ, παῖδα δ’ ἐμὴ παῖς τὁνδ* Έρμιονη* καὶ γὰ^) άνοια μεγάλη λείπειν ἐχθροὺς ἐχθρῶν, ἐξὸν κτείνειν
καὶ φόβον οϊκων άφέλόσθαι. ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
ὦ πόσις πόσις, εἴθε σὰν χεῖμα καὶ δόρυ σύμμαχον κτησαίμαν, Τίριάμου παῖ.
Μ0Λ02202
δύστανος, τί δ’ ἐγὼ μόρου παράτροπον μέλος εὔρω ;
ἀντ.
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MOLOSStJS
O	mother, ’neath thy wing l crouch where death-shades gather.
ANDROMACHE	,,
Death !—Phthians, name it rather	. γ’
Butchery!	Λ\ J
MOLOSSUS	-Λ .
O my father,
Help to thy loved ones bring!
ANDROMACHE
There, darling, shalt thou rest Pillowed upon my breast,
Where corpse to corpse shall cling.
MOLOSSUS
Ah me, the torture looming O’er me, o’er thee !—the coming,
Mother, of what dread thing ?
MENELAUS
Down, down to the grave !—from our foemen’s towers Ye came : and for several cause unto slaughter Ye twain be constrained. The sentence is ours That condemneth thee, woman: this boy my daughter
Hermione dooms. Utter folly it were
For our foemen’s avenging their offspring to spare,
When into our hands they be given to slay,
That fear from our house may be banished for aye.
ANDROMACHE
Oh for that hand I cry on!	(Ant.)
Ah husband, to rely on Thy spear, O Priam’s scion!
MOLOSSUS
Ah woe is me ! What spell Find I for doom’s undoing ?
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ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ λίσσου, γούνασι δεσπότου χρίμπτω ν, ω τἑκνον.
Μ0Λ02205 ώ φίλος,
φίλος, ἄνες θάνατόν μοι.
ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ λείβομαι δάκρυσιν κέρας, στάζω λισσάδος ως πέτρας λιβάς ανήλιος, α τάλαιν.
Μ0Λ02202 ώμοι μοι, τί δ’ ἐγὼ κακών μῆχος έξανύσωμαι;
ΜΕΝΕΛΑ02
τί με προσπίτνεις, ἁλία ν πέτραν η κύμα λιταϊς ως ίκ€Τ€νων; τοῖς γὰρ έμοϊσιν γέγον ώφβλία, σοι δ’ οὐδὲν ἔχω φίλτρον, ἐπεί τοι μἑγ’ άναλώσας ψυχής μόριον Ύροίαν εἷλον καὶ μητέρα ση ν ἦς άπολαύων
Ἀιδην 'χθόνιον καταβήσβι.
Χ0Ρ02
καὶ μὴν δέδορκα τόνδε Τίηλέα πέλας, σπονδή τιθέντα δβνρο γηραιόν πόδα.
ΠΗΑΕΤ2
ὑμᾶς ἐρωτῶ τόν τ’ έφβστώτα σφαγή, τί ταύτα καί πως; ἐκ τινος λόγου νοσβΐ δόμος ; τί πράσσετ’ άκριτα μηχανωμβνοι; Μενἐλα’, έπίσγβς· μὴ ταχύ ν ἄνευ δίκης, ήγού σὺ θᾶσσον οὐ γὰρ ώς ἔοικέ μοι,
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Pray, at thy lord’s knees suing,
Child!
molossus (kneeling to Menelaus).
Friend, in mercy ruing	530
My death, of pardon tell!
ANDROMACHE
My streaming eyelids weep,
As from a sheer crag’s steep The sunless waters well.
MOLOSSUS
Woe’s me ! O might revealing But come of help, of healing,
Our darkness to dispel!
MENELAUS
What dost thou to fall at my feet, making moan To a rock of the sea, to a wave doom-crested ?
True helper am I, good sooth, to mine own:
No love-spell from thee on my spirit hath rested. 540 Too deeply it drained my life-blood away To win yon Troy and thy dam for a prey.
Herein be thy joy and be this thy crown When thou passest to Hades’ earth-dens down!
CHORUS
Lo, Ιο, I see yon Peleus drawing nigh !
In haste his aged foot strides hitherward.
Enter peleus, attended.
PELEUS
Ho ye ! ho thou, the overseer of slaughter !
What meaneth this ?—how is the house, and why,
In evil case ? What lawless plots weave ye ?
Menelaus, hold ! Press not where justice bars.	550
[To attendant] Lead the way faster! ’Tis a strait, methinks,
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σχοΧής τόδ’ εργον, ἀλλ’ άνηβητηρίαν ρώμην μ επαινώ Χαμβάνειν, εἴπερ ποτέ, πρώτον μὲν οὖν κατ οὖρον ὧσπερ ἱστίοις έμπνεύσομαι τῇδ’· εἰπὲ, τινι δίκη χέρας βρόχοισιν εκΒήσαντες οἵδ’ άγουσί σε καὶ 7ταῖδ’ ; ΰπαρνος yap τις ὼς ἀπὁλλυσαι, ἡμῶν απάντων τοῦ τε κυρίου σέθεν, y	_ ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
οἵδῖμἀγ γεραιβ/συν τεκνφ θανουμένην άγουσί μ’ ούτως ως ορας. τί σοι λέγω ; ου yap μιας σε κΧηΒονος προθυμία μετῆλθον, ἀλλὰ μυρίων υπ αγγέλων, ἔριν δὲ τὴν κατ’ οίκον οἶσθα που κλύων τῆς τοῦδε θυγατρός, ών τ’ ἀπὁλλυμαι χάριν. καὶ νῦν με βωμοί) Θἔτιδος, ἢ τὸν εύγενή ετικτέ σοι παῖδ’, ἦν σὺ θαυμαστήν σέβας, άγουσ ὰποσπάσαντες, Οὕτε τῳ δίκη κρίναντες οὔτε τοὺς ἀπὁντας ἐκ δὁμων μάναν τες, ἀλλὰ τὴν ἐμὴν ἐρημίαν γνόντες τέκνου τε τοῦδ*, ον οὐδὲν αίτιον μέΧΧουσι συν έμοϊ τη ταΧαιπώρω κτανείν. ἀλλ’ ἀντιάζω σ’, ὦ γέρον, των σῶν παρος πίτνουσα γονάτων, χειρί δ’ οὐκ ἔξεστι μοι τῆ? σῆς Χαβέσθαι φιΧτάτης γενειάΒος, ρϋσαί με πρὸς Θεών εἰ δὲ μή, θανούμεθα αίσχρώς μὲν ὺμἳν, δυστυχώς δ* ἐμοί, γέρον.
ΠΗΛΕΤ2
χαΧάν κελεύω δεσμὰ πρὶν κλαίειν τινα, καὶ τῆσδε χεῖρας Βιπτύχους άνιέναι.
ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
ἐγὼ δ* ἀπαυδῶ γ’ ἄλλος οὐχ ἥσσων σἐθεν καὶ τῆσδε πολλῷ κυριώτερος γεγώς*
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Brooks no delay; but now, if ever, fain Would I renew the vigour of my youth.
But first, like breeze that fills the sails, will I Breathe life through her:—say, by what right have these
Pinioned thine hands in bonds, and with thy son Hale—for like ewe with lamb thou goest to death— Whilst I and thy true lord be far away ?
Thesez-apcient^deathward hale me with my child,
As thou dost see. Why should I tell it thee ?	560
Seeing not once I sent thee instant summons,
But by the mouth of messengers untold.
Thou know’st, hast heard, I trow, the household strife Of yon man’s daughter, that means death to me.
And now from Thetis’ altars,—hers who bare Thy noble son, hers whom thou reverencest,—
They tear, they hale me, with no form of trial Condemning, for the absent waiting not,
My lord, but knowing my defencelessness,
And this poor child’s, the utter-innocent,	570
Whom they would slay along with hapless me.
But I beseech theε,4ιικ·ιβἡν-‘falling low Before thy knees—I «cannot stretch my hand Unto thy beard, Ὀ dear, O kindly face !—
In God’s name save, else I shall surely die,
To your shame, ancient, and my misery.
Loose, I command, her bonds, ere some one rue, And set ye free this captive’s pinioned hands.
ANDROMACHE
PELEUS
MENELAUS
This I forbid, who am no less than thou, And have more right of lordship over her.
580
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ΠΗΛΕΎ5
πῶς; ἦ σὺ τον βμόν οίκον οίκησή μολὼν δεῦρ’; οὐχ άλις σοι τῶν κατὰ Σπάρτην κρατύν ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
εἷλὁν νιν αιχμάλωτον ἐκ Τροία? ἐγώ.
ΠΗΛΕΤ2
θύμος δὲ γ’ αυτήν ἔλαβε παῖς παιδὸς γέρας. ΜΕΝΕΛΑ05
οὔκουν ἐκείνου τἀμὰ τάκβ'ινον τ ἐμά ;
ΠΗΛΕΤ2
δρᾶν ευ, κακώς δ’ οὑ, μηδ’ ἀποκτβίνειν βίᾳ. ΜΕΝΕΛΑ02
ώς τήνδ’ ἀπάξεις ούττοτ ἐξ ἐμῆς χερός.
ΠΗΛΕΤ2
σκητττρω δε τῷδε σὺν καθαιμάξω κάρα. ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
yjravaov y, ἵν’ εἰδῇς, καὶ πὲλας πρὁσελθὲ μου. ΠΗΑΕΤ5
• 590	σὺ γὰρ μετ’ άντρων, ω κάκιστα κάκ κακών ;
σοι ποῦ μέτεστιν ὡς ἐν ἀνδράσιν λόγου ; ὅστις πρὸς ἀνδρὸς Φpvy6ς ἀπηλλάγης λἐχος, ακληστ άφρονρα1 δώμαθ’ εστίας λιπών, ως δὴ γυναῖκα σώφρον ἐν δὁμοις ἔχων πασῶν κακίστην. οὐδ’ ἄν εἰ βονλοιτό τις σώφρων ykvoiTo %παρτιατίδων κόρη, αϊ ξύν νέοισιν έξερημονσαι δὁμους γυμνοῖσι μηροΐς και πέπλοις ἀνειμἐνοις δρόμους τταλαίστρας τ ούκ ἀνασχετοὺς ἐμοὶ 600 κοινὸς ἔχουσι, κᾴτα θαυμάζειν χρεὼν εἰ μὴ ηυναϊκας σώφρονας παιδεύετε ;
4ᾶο
1 Lenting : or MSS. ἄὅουλα.
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PELEU8
How ?—hither wilt thou come to rule mine house ? Sufficeth not thy sway of Sparta’s folk ?
MENELAUS
’Twas I that took her captive out of Troy.
PELEUS
Ay, but my son’s son gained her, prize of war.
MENELAUS
All mine are his, his mine—is this not so ?
PELEUS
For good, not evil dealing, nor for murder.
MENELAUS
Her shalt thou rescue never from mine hand.
PELEUS
This staff shall make thine head to stream with blood.
MENELAUS
Touch me, and thou shalt see !—ay, draw but near!
PELEUS
Thou, thou a man ?—Coward, of cowards bred !	590
What part or lot hast thou amongst true inen ?
Thou, by a Phrygian from thy wife divorced,
Who leftest hearth and home unbarred, unwarded,
As who kept in his halls a virtuous wife,—
And she the vilest! Though one should essay,
Virtuous could daughter of Sparta never be.
They gad abroad with young men from their homes,
And with bare thighs and loose disgirdled vesture Race, wrestle with them,—things intolerable To me ! And is it wonder-worthy then	600
That ye train not your women to be chaste ?
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Ελἐνην ερέσθαι χρῆν τάδ\ ἥτις i/c δόμων τὸν σὺν λιποῦσα Φίλιον1 ἐξεκώμασε νεανίου μετ’ άνδρός^Μίς ἄλλην γθόνα. κἄπειτ’ ἐκείνης είνεχ;’ Ελλήνων όχλον τοσὁνδ’ άθροισαν ηyayες πρὸς Ίλιον ἢν ^ρῆν σ’ άποπτύσαντα μὴ κινεῖν δόρυ κακήν ἐφευρὁντ’, ἀλλ’ ἐᾶν αυτού μἐνβιν μισθόν τε δὁντα μηποτ εἰς οϊκους Χαβεΐν. ἀλλ’ οὔτι ταύτῃ σὺν φρόνημ επονρισας· ψνχάς δὲ πολλὰς κατ/αθάς άπώΧεσας παίδων τ’ άπαιδας^χβαΰς ἔθηκας ἐν δόμοις πρλιοὺςπ’ άφείΧου^πατέρας evyevfj τέκνα, ών εἷς ἐγὼ δύστηνος· αύθέντην δὲ σὲ μιάστορ’ ὦς τιν εἰσδέδορκ’ Ἀχιλλἐως. ος οὐδὲ τρωθεὶς ἦλθες ἐκ Τροίας μόνος, κάΧΧιστα τεὐχη δ’ ἐν καΧοΐσι σάημασιν ο μοι ἐκεῖσε δεῦρο τ’ ήγαγες πάλιν, κἀγὼ μὲν ηὕδων τῷ yaμoύvτι μήτε σοι κῆδος σννάψαι μήτε δώμασιν λαβεῖν κακής ηυναικος πώΧον εκφέρουσι yap μητρω ὸνείδη. τοὐτο καὶ σκοπείτε μοι, μνηστήρες, εσθΧής OvyaTkp εκ μητρος Χαβεΐν. προς τοίσδε δ’ εἰς άδεΧφόν οι εφύβρισας, σφάξαι κεΧεύσας θυγατέ^’ ευηθέστατον. ούτως ἔδεισας μὴ οὐ κακήν δάμαρτ ἔχης. ἑλὼν δὲ Τροίαν, εἶμι γὰρ κάνταύθά σοι, ούκ εκτανες γυναῖκα γειρίαν Χαβών ἀλλ’ ως εσεΐδες μαστόν, εκβαΧών ξίφος φιΧημ εδέξω, προδότιν αίκάΧΧων κννα, ήσσων πεφυκως Κνπριδος, ω κάκιστε σύ.
1 &c. Δία, under his attribute as Ζευς ‘Ερκεῖος.
Digitized by CjOOQle
ANDROMACHE
This well might Helen have asked thee, who forsook Thine hearth, and from thine halls went revelling forth With a young gallant to an alien land.
Yet for her sake thou gatheredst that huge host Of Greeks, and leddest them to Ilium.
Thou shouldst have spued her forth, have stirred no spear,
Who hadst found her vile, but let her there abide. Yea, paid a price to take her never back.
But nowise thus the wind of thine heart blew.
Nay, many a gallant life hast thou destroyed,
And childless mad^rey mothers in their halls, Andwhite-haired sires> hast robbed of noble sons ;— My wretched self am one, who see in thee,
Like some foul fiend, Achilles’ murderer;—
Thou who alone unwounded cam’st from Troy,
And daintiest arms in dainty sheaths unstained, Borne thither, hither back didst bring again !
I	warned my bridegroom-grandson not to make Affinity with thee, nor to receive In his halls a wanton’s child : such bear abroad Their mothers’ shame. Give heed to this my rede, Wooers,—a virtuous mother s daughter choose.
Nay more—how didst thou outrage thine own brother, Bidding him sacrifice his child—poor fool!
Such was thy dread to lose thy worthless wife.
And, when Troy fell,—ay, thither too I trace thee,— Thy wife thou slew’st not when thou hadst her trapped.
Thou saw’st her bosom, didst let fall the sword, Didst kiss her, that bold traitress, fondling her,
By Cypris overborne, O recreant wretch!
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κἄπειτ’ ἐς οίκους των εμών ἐλθὼν τέκνων πορθείς ἀπὁντων καὶ γυναίκα δυστυχή κτείνεις ἀτίμως παϊδά θ’, ος κλαίοντά σε καὶ τὴν ἐν οϊκοις σήν καταστήσει κόρην, κεἰ τρὶς νόθος πὲφυκε. πολλάκις δὲ τοι ξηρά βαθεϊαν γῆν ένίκησε σπορά, νόθοι τε πολλοὶ γνησίων άμείνονες. ἀλλ’ εκκομίζου παῖδα. κύβιον βροτοΐς πένητα χρηστόν ή κακόν και πλούσιον γαμβρόν πεπάσθαι και φίλον συ δ’ οὐδὲν εἶ.
Χ0Ρ02
σμικράς ἀπ’ αρχής νεῖκος άνθρώποις μέγα γλώσσ εκπορίζει · τοῦτο δ’ οι σοφοί βροτων εξευλαβούνται, μὴ φίλοις τευχειν ερι ν.
ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟ2
τί δῆτ’ ὰν είποις<?ονς γέροντας^ός σοφοί και τούς φρονεΐν ^σκουντάς ἝΧλησίν ποτε ; οτ’ ὦν σὺ Πηλεὺς καὶ πατρός κλεινού γεγώς, κῆδος ξυνάλίτας, αισχρά μεν σαυτψ λέγεις ἡμῖν δ’ ονείδη διὰ γυναίκα βάρβαρον, ἢν χρῆν σ’ ελαύνειν τήνδ’ ὑπὲρ Νείλου ροὰς ὑπέρ τε Φᾶσιν κἀμὲ παρακαλείν αει· ούσαν μεν Ἠπειρῶτιν, οὐ πεσήματα πλεϊσθ’ Ελλάδος πέπτωκε δοριπετή νεκρών, τοῦ σοῦ δὲ παιδός αίματος κοινουμένην. Πάρις γάρ, ος σὺν παῖδ’ επεφν Άχιλλέα,
Ἕκτορος αδελφός ἦν, δάμαρ δ’ ἡδ’Γ/Εκτορο?. καὶ τῇδε 7 €ΐσέρχει συ ταντόν εις στέγος και ξυντράπεζον άξιοίς ἔχειν βίον, τίκτειν δ’ ἐν οϊκοις παϊδας εχθίστους 4ας. άγω προνοία τῇ τε σῇ κἀμἣ, γέρον, κτανεῖν θέλω ν τήνδ’ ἐκ χερών αρπάζομαι.
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And to my son’s house com’st thou, he afar,
And ravagest, wouldst slay a hapless woman Shamefully, and her boy ?—this boy shall make Thee, and that daughter in thine halls, yet rue,
Though he were thrice a bastard. Oft the yield Of barren ground o’erpasseth deep rich soil;
And better are bastards oft than sons true-born.
Take hence thy daughter! Better ’tis to have The poor and upright, or for marriage-kin,	640
Or friend, than the vile rich:—thou, thou art naught!
CHORUS
From small beginnings bitter feuds the tongue Brings forth : for this cause wise men take good heed That with their friends they bring not strife to pass.
MENELAUS
Now wherefore should ye call the/greybearcfe> wise,
And them which Greece accounted prudent once ?
When thou, thou Peleus, son of sire renowned,
Speakest, my marriage-kinsman, thine own shame,
Rail’st on me for a foreign woman’s sake,
Whom thou shouldst chase beyond the streams of
Nile,	650
And beyond Phasis, yea, and cheer me on,—
This dame of Asia’s mainland, wherein fell Unnumbered sons of Hellas slain with spears,—
This woman.who had part in thy son’s blood ;
For Paris, he that slew thy son Achilles,
Was Hectors brother, and she Hectors wife.
And thou wouldst pass beneath one roof with her, Wouldst stoop to break bread with her at thy board,
In thine house let her bear our bitterest foes,
Whom I, of forethought for thyself and me,	660
Would slay!—and lo, from mine hands is she torn.
πὸ5
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καίτοι φέρ\ άψασθαι yap ου κ αισχρόν λόγου, ἣν παῖς μὲν ἡμὴ μὴ τἑκῃ, ταὑτης δ' ἄπο βλάστωσι παῖδες, τῆσδε γῆς Φθιώτιδος στήσεις τυράννους, βάρβαροι δ’ ὄντες γἔ1'0? Ἕλλησιν άρξουσ ; είτ εγώ μὲν οὐ φρονώ μισών τα μὴ δικαια, σοι δ’ ἔνεστι νοῦς ; κἀκεῖνο νυν άθ ρήσον el συ παῖδα ση ν δοὺς τῳ πολιτών, εἷτ’ επασχε τοιάδβ,
670 σιγῇ καθήσ αν ; ου δοκὼ· ξένης δ’ ὕπερ τοιαύτα Χάσκεις τους αναγκαίους φίΧους ; και μην ίσον γ’ ἀνήρ τε καὶ γυνὴ σθἐνει αδικούμενη πρὸ? ἀνδρὸς· ώς δ’ αὕτως ἀνὴρ γυναίκα μω ρ αίνου σ αν ἐν δόμοις ἔχων. καὶ τῷ μὲν ἔστιν ἐν χεροϊν μέγα σθένος, τη δ’ ἐν γονεύσι καί φίΧοις τὰ πράγματα. οΰκουν δίκαιον τοις γ έμοΐς επωφεΧεΐν ;
γέρων γέρων εἶ· τὴν δ’ ἐμὴν στρατηγίαν Χέγων εμ ώφεΧοΐς αν η σιγών πΧέον.
680 Ελένη δ’ έμδχθησ οὐχ εκυύσ, ἀλλ’ ἐκ θεών, καὶ τούτο πλεῖστον ώφέΧησεν Ἐλλάδα· ὅπλων γὰρ ὄντες καὶ μάχης άίστορες εβησαν εις τάνδρειον η δ’ ὁμιλία πάντων βροτοΐσι γίγνεται διδάσκαλος. εἰ δ’ εἰς πρόσοψιν της εμής ἐλθὼν ἐγὼ γυναικδς εσχον μη κτανεΐν, εσωφρόνουν. ούδ’ αν σε Φώκον ηθεΧον κατακτανεΐν. ταῦτ’ εὖ φρονών σ ἐπῆλθον, οὐκ οργής χάριν ήν δ’ όξυθυμής, σοι μεν ή γλωσσαλγία 690 μείζων, ἐμοὶ δὲ κέρδος ἡ προμηθία.
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Come, reason we together—no shame this :—
If my child bear no sons, this woman’s brood Grow up, wilt thou establish these as lords Of Phthia-land ?—shall they, barbarians bom,
Rule Greeks ? And I, forsooth, am all unwise,
Who hate the wrong, but wisdom dwells with thee! Consider this, too—hadst thou given thy daughter,
To a citizen, and she were thus misused,
Hadst thou sat still? I trow not. Yet thou railest 670 Thus for an alien’s sake on friends, on kin !
“Yet husband’s cause”—say’st thou—“and wife’s alike
Are strong, if she be wronged of him, or he Find her committing folly in his halls.”
Yea, but in his hands is o’ermastering strength,
But upon friends and parents leans her cause.
Do I not justly then to aid mine own ?
Dotard—thou dotard ! —thou wouldst help me more By praise than slurring of my leadership !
Not of her will, but Heaven’s, came Helen’s
trouble,	680
And a great boon bestowed she thus on Greece;
For they which were unschooled to anus and war Turned them to brave deeds : fellowship in fight Is the great teacher of all things to men.
And if I, soon as I beheld my wife,
Forbore to slay her, wise was I herein.
’Twere well had Phocus ne’er been slain by thee.1 Thus have I met thee in goodwill, not wrath.
If thou wax passionate, thou shalt but win
An aching tongue : my gain in forethought lies. 690
1 Half-brother of Peleus and Telamon, murdered because he surpassed them in heroic exercises.
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Χ0Ρ02
παύσασθον ἡδη, Χωστά yap μακρω τάδε, Xόyωv ματαίων, μὴ δυο σφαΧήθ* α μα.
ΠΗΛΕΤ2
οἵμοι, καθ’ Ἑλλάδ’ ως κακῶς νομίζεται* ὅταν τρόπαια ποΧεμίων στήσῃ στρατός, οὐ τῶν πονούν των τ ovpyov ηηούνται τόδε, ἀλλ’ ὁ στρατηγὸς τὴν δὁκησιν ἄρνυται, δ? εἷς μετ* ἄλλων μυρίων πάΧΧων δόρυ, οὐδὲν πλέον δρῶν ὲνὺς ἔχει πλείω λογον. σεμνοί δ’ ἐν άρχαις ἦμενοι κατὰ πτὁλιν 700 φρονοΰσι δήμου μεῖζον, ὄντες οὐδἐνες· οι δ’ εἰσὶ ν αυτών μυρίω σοφώτεροι, εἰ τόλμα προσηένοιτο βούΧησίς θ’ άμα. ως και συ σός τ’ αδελφός ἐξωγκωμένοι Τροία, κάθησθε τῇ τ’ ἐκεῖ στρατηγία, μσχθοισιν ἄλλων καὶ πόνοις έπηρμενοι. δείξω δ’ ἐγώ σοι μὴ τον ’Ιδαῖον Πάριν ησσω νομίζειν ΤΙηΧέως εγθρόν ποτε, εἰ μὴ φθερεῖ τῆσδ’ ὼ? τάχιστ από στ€yης καί παῖς άτεκνος, ἢν ὅδ’ ἐξ ἡμῶν γεγὼς 710	ἐλᾴ δι’ οϊκων τώνδ’ επισπάσας κόμης*
ἢ στερρός ουσα μίσχος ου κ άνέξετ αι τίκτοντας άΧΧους, ούκ ἔχουσ’ αὕτη τέκνα. ἀλλ’ εἰ τὺ κείνης δυστυχεί παίδων πέρι, άπαιδας ημάς δεῖ καταστήναι τέκνων ; φθείρεσθε τῆσδε, δμῶες, ιίς ἀν εκμάθω ει τις με Χύειν τῆσδε κωΧυσει χέρας. επαιρε σαυτήν ως ἐγὼ καίπερ τρέμων ττλεκτὰς ιμάντων στροφίδας εξανήσομαι. ώδ’, ὦ κάκιστε, τήσο εΧυμήνω χέρας ;
720 βουν ἢ Χέοντ ηΧπιζες εντείνειν βρόχοις ;
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CHORUS
Refrain, refrain you—better far were this—
From such wild words, lest both together err.
PELEUS
Ah me, what evil customs hold in Greece !
When hosts rear trophies over vanquished foes,
Men count not this the battle-toiler’s work;
Nay, but their captain filcheth the renown:
Amidst ten thousand one, he raised a spear,
Wrought one man’s work—no more ; yet hath more praise.
In proud authority’s pomp men sit, and scorn
The city’s common folk, though they be naught. 700
Yet are those others wiser a thousandfold,
Had wisdom but audacity for ally.
Even so thou and thy brother sit enthroned,
Puffed up by Troy’s fall, and your generalship,
By others’ toils and pains exalted high.
But I will teach thee nevermore to count Paris of Ida foe more stern than Peleus,
Except thou vanish from this roof with speed,
Thou and thy childless daughter, whom my son By the hair shall grasp and hale her through these
halls,—	710
The barren heifer, who will not endure The fruitful, seeing herself hath children none l What, if her womb from bearing is shut up,
Childless of issue must mine house abide ?
Hence from her, thralls ! E’en let me see the man Will let me from unmanacling her wrists!
Uplift thee, that the trembling hands of eld May now unravel these thongs’ twisted knots.
Thus, O thou dastard, hast thou galled her wrists ?
Didst think to enmesh a bull or lion here ?	720
469
Digitized by v^oogle
ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
ἢ μὴ ξίφος λαβοΰσ* άμννάθοιτό σε ἔδεισας; ἔρπβ δεῦρ’ υπ’ ἀγκάλας, βρέφος, ξύλλυε δεσμὰ μητρὁς* ἐν Φθίᾳ σ’ ἐγὼ ν θρέψω ρόγαν τοῖσδ’ εχθρόν. εἰ δ’ ἀπἣν δορος τοῖς Σπαρτιάταις δόξα καὶ μοιχός ἀγὼν, τἄλλ’ ὄντες ἴστε μηδενὸς βελτιονες.
Χ0Ρ02
άνειμένον τι χρήμα πρεσβυτών γένος καὶ δυσφύλακτον όξυθυμίας ὑπο.
ΜΕΝΕΛΑΟΝ
ἄγαν προνωπὴς εἰς τὺ λοιδορεΐν φέρει· ἐγὼ δὲ πρὸ? βίαν μὲν, εἰ? Φ βίαν ρολών, οντ οὐν τι δράσω φλαΰρον ούτε πείσομαι, καί νυν μὲν, οὐ γὰρ αφθονον σχολήν εχω, άπειμ ές οίκους· ἔστι γά^ τις οὐ πρόσω Σπάρτης πόλις τις, ἢ ποο τοῦ μὲν ἦν φίλη, νῦν ο έχθρά ποιεί· τηνο επεξελθειν θέλω στρατηλατησας χύπογείριον λαβεΐν. όταν δὲ τἀκβῖ θῶ κατὰ γνώμην εμήν, ήξω· παρών δὲ πρὸς παρόντας ἐμφανῶς γαμβρούς διδάξω καί διδάξομαι λόγους. κἀν μὲν κολάζη τήνδε καὶ τὺ λοιπόν ἦ σώφρων καθ’ ημάς, σώφρον άντΐληψεται. θυμούμενος δὲ τεύξεται θυμουμένων, εργοισι δ’ ἔργα διάδοχ άντΐληψεται. τοὺς σοὺς δὲ μύθους ραδίως εγώ'φέρω· σκιά γάρ αντίστοιχος ών1 φωνήν έχεις, αδύνατος οὐδὲν ἄλλο πλὴν λέγειν μόνον.
ΠΗΛΕΤ2
ἡγοῦ τέκνον μοι δεϋρ’ υπ’ άγκάλαις σταθείς,
1 Reiske, Hermann, and Dindorf: for MSS. «τκιλ . . . ώς.
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Didst fear lest she should snatch a sword, and chase Thee hence ? Steal hither ’neath mine arms, my < bairn :
Help loose thy mother’s bonds. I’ll rear thee yet In Phthia, their grim foe. If spear-renown And battle-fame be ta’en from Sparta’s sons,
In all else are ye meanest of mankind.
CHORUS
This race of old men may no man restrain,
Nor guard him ’gainst their sudden fiery mood.
MENELAUS
O’erhastily thou rushest into railing.
I came to Phthia not for violent deeds,	730
And will do naught unkingly, nor endure.
Now, seeing that my leisure serveth not,
Home will I go ; for not from Sparta far Some certain town there is, our friend, time was,
But now our foe : against her will I march,
Leading mine host, and bow her ’neath my sway.
Soon as things there be ordered to my mind,
I will return, wilt meet my marriage-kin Openly, speak my mind, and hear reply.
And, if he punish her, and be henceforth	740
Temperate, he shall find me temperate too,
But, if he rage, shall meet his match in rage,
Yea, shall find deeds of mine to match his own.
But, for thy words, nothing I reck of them; f hou art like a creeping shadow, voice thine all, Impotent to do anything save talk.
[Exit
PELEUS
Pass on, my child, sheltered beneath mine arms,
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750
σύ τ’, ὦ τάλαινα· χείματος yap αγρίου τυχούσα λιμένας ἦλθες εἰς εὐηνέμους.

ΑΝΔΡΟΜΑΧΗ
πρέσβυ^θεοί σοι Βοΐεν εὖ καὶ τοῖσι σοῖς, σωσανττ’παιδα κἀμὴ τὴν δυσδαίμονα.
6ρα δὲ μὴ νῷν εἰς ερημιάν ὁδοῦ πτήξαντες οἵδε πρὸς βίαν άγωσι με, γέροντα μὲν σ’ όρώντες, ασθενή δ* ἐμὲ καὶ παῖδα τὁνδε νήπιον* σκοπεί τάδε, μὴ νῦν φυγόντες εἶθ’ άλώμεν ύστερον.
ΠΗΛΕΤ2
οὐ μὴ γυναικών δειλόν είσοίσεις λόγον ; ίς υμών άψεται; κλαίων α ρ α θεών γὰρ €ΐνεχ ιππικού τ όχλου θ* οπλιτών αρχομεν Φθίαν κάτα· ■‘'•μὴμεῖς δ* ἔτ’ ὸρθοὶ κοὐ γέροντες, ως δοκεῖ?, ἀλλ’ εις γε τοιόνΒ’ ἄνδρ’ άποβλέψας μόνον τροπαΐον αυτού στήσομαι, πρέσβυς περ ὦν. πολλών μὴων γὰρ κἂν γέρων εύψυχος rj κρείσσων*-τί γαρ δεῖ δειλόν ον τ εύσωματεΐν:
χωρει- 7 760	ψαύσει.
πολλών
Χ0Ρ02
ἢ μὴ γενοίμαν η πατέρων αγαθών	στρ.
εϊην πολυκτήτων τε δόμων μέτοχος.
770	εἴ τι γὰρ πάσχοι τις ἀμήχανον, άλκάς
ου σπάνις εύγενέταις, κηρυσσομένοισι δ’ ἀπ’ εσθλών δωμάτων τιμά καί κλέος· οὔτοι λείψανα τών αγαθών ἀνδρῶν άφαιρεΐται χρόνος· α ϊ> άρετά και θανούσι λάμπει.
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And, hapless, thou. Caught in a raging storm,
Thou hast come into a windless haven’s calm.
ANDROMACHE
The gods reward th^'ancien^fliee and thine,	750
Who hast saved my son'and the the evil-starred!
Yet see to it, lest, where loneliest is the way,
These fall on us, and hale me thence by force,
Marking how thou art old, how I am weak,
This boy a babe : give thou heed unto this,
Lest, though we ’scape now, we be taken yet.
PELEUS
Out on thy words—a woman’s faint-heart speech !
Pass on : whose hand shall stay you-? At his peril He toucheth. By heaven’s grace o’er hosts of horsemen
And countless men-at-arms I rule in Phthia.	760
/1am yet unbowed, not old as thou dost think.
Yea, if I flash but a glance on such an one,
Shall I put him to rout, old though I be.
Stronger a stout-heart greybeard is than youths Many : j^liat boots a coward’s burly bulk ?
[Exeunt peleus, andromache, molossus, and Attendants.
CHORUS
Thou wert better unborn, save of noble fathers (Str.)
Descended, in halls of the rich thou abide.
If the high-born have wrong, for his championing
gathers	,	770
A host that shall strike on his side.
There is honour for them that be published the scions Of princely houses : the tide Of time never drowneth the story Of fathers heroic : it flasheth defiance
To death from its deathless glory.
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κρεῖσσον δὲ νικάν μὴ κακόδοξον ἔχειν ἀντ.
ἢ ξὺν φθάνω σφάΧΧειν δυνάμει τε δίκαν.
ἡδὺ μὲν 7ὰρ αὐτίκα τοῦτο βροτοΐσιν,
ἐν δὲ χράνω τελεθεί
ξηρόν και ὸνείδεσιν ἔγκειται δόμων.
ταύταν rjveaa ταύταν
καί φέρομαι βιοτάν,
μηδὲν δίκας ἔξω κράτος ἐν θαΧάμοις
καὶ πόλει δύνασθαι.
. ὦ yέpov Αίακίδα, „	ἐπῳδ.
πείθομαι καὶ σὺν Λαπίθαισί σε Κένταυροι? ὁμιλῆσαι δορὶ κλεινοτάτῳ καὶ ἐπ’ Ἀργῴου δορὸς άξβνον vypav έκπεράσαι ττοντιάν Ξυμπληγάδων κλεινὰν ἐπὶ ναυστοΧίαν,
’Ιλιάδα τε πόλιν ὅτε πάρος ευδόκιμος Διὸς ἶνις άμφέβαΧβν φάνω, κοινάν τάν €VK\ecav ϊέχοντ Eύρώτταν άφικέσθαι.
ΤΡΟΦΟΊ
ὦ φίλταται «γυναῖκες, ως κακόν κακών ΒίάΒοχον ἐν τῇδ’ ἡμέρα ττορσύνβται. δέσποινα yap κατ οΐκον, 'Ι&ρμιόνην λέγω, πατρὸς τ’ ἐρημωθεῖσα σνννοία θ’ ἅμα οἷον δέδρακβν ἔργον Ἀνδρομάχην κτανεῖν καὶ τταϊδα βουλεύσασα, κατθανεῖν θἐλει, πόσιν τρέμουσα, μη ἀντὶ τῶν δεδραμἐνων ἐκ τώνδ’ ἀτίμως δωμάτων άποσταΧτ), ή κατθάνρ κτβίνουσα τούς ον χρη κτανεῖν. μόλις δὲ νιν θέΧουσαν άρτήσαι δέρην
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But a victory stained—ah, best forgo it,	(Ant.)
If thy triumph must wrest to thy shame the right: Yea, ’tis sweet at the first unto mortals, I know it;
But barren in time’s long flight Doth it wax : ’tis as infamy’s cloud o’er thy towers. Nay, this be my song, the delight Of my days, and the prize worth winning,— That I wield no dominion, in home’s bride-bowers, Nor o’er men, that I may not unsinning.
„ 0 ancient of Aeacus’ line, '	(Epode)
Now know I, when Lapithans dashing on Centaurs charged victorious,
There did thy world-famed war-spear shine,— That, on Argo riding the havenless brine, Thou didst burst through the gates of the Clashing Rocks on the sea-quest glorious ;	[past
And when great Zeus’ son in the days over-Round Ilium the meshes of slaughter had cast, As ye sped unto Europe returning, there too was thy fame’s star burning,
For the half of the glory was thine.
Enter nurse.
nurse
O dear my friends, how evil in the steps Of evil on this day still followeth !
For now my -ladyJI^aiiione within,
J3coortx)diby_her father, conscience-stricken For that her plotted crime of slaughtering Andromache and her son, is fain to die,
Dreading lier husband, lest for these her deeds He drive her from yon halls with infamy,
Or slay her, who would fain have slain the guiltless. And scarce, when she essayed to hang herself,
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εϊpyoυσι φυλακές Βμωες ἔκ τε δεξιᾶς ξίφη καθαρπάζουσιν εξαιρούμενοι, οΰτω μεταληεΐ καὶ τὰ πρὶν δεδραμἐνα ἔγνωκε πράξασ' οὐ καλῶς, ἐγὼ μὲν οὖν δέσποιναν εἵργουσ’ άηγόνης κάμνω, φίλοι· υμείς δὲ βάσαι τῶνδε δωμάτων ἔσω θανάτου νιν ἐκλὑσασθε· τῶν γὰρ ἡθάδων φίλων νέοι μολόντες ευπιθέστεροι.
Χ0Ρ02
820 καὶ μὴν ἐν οίκοις ττροσττόλων άκου ο μεν βοήν ἐφ* οΖσιν ἦλθες άyyέλλoυσa σύ. δείξειν δ’ ἔοικεν ἡ τάλαιν ὅσον στένει πράξασα δεινά· δωμάτων yap εκπερα φεύ^γουσα χεῖρας προσπόλων πόθῳ θανεῖν.
.ν ν	ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ ὸςὍ τῷτὸνὺ»* ,
Ὁ ιω μοι μοι· ^	^	στρ. α
* σπάραγμα κόμας ονύχων τε δάι’ α-{ μύγματα θήσομαιμὴ μὴΛ ^	^	^	ΤΡ0Φ02
ώ παῖ, τί Βράσεις ; σώμα σὺν καταικιεΐ ;
, ,*ΐ.
, ,.	- ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
Ι ί Λ > Λ “	.	J	/
>\αιαι αιαι· ,,	[1	■	αντ. α
830 ἔρρ’ αιθέρων πλοκάμων εμών ἄπο,
^ λεπτό μίτον φάρος. '	Λ «τὰ *	"
ΤΡ0Φ02
τέκνον, κάλυπτε στέρνα, σύνΒησαι πέπλους. ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
τί δέ με δεῖ στέρνα καλύπτειν πέπλοις ; στρ. β/ Βήλα και άμφιφανή και ακρυπτα ΒεΒράκαμεν πόσιν.
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Her watching servants stayed her, from her hand Catching the sword and wresting it away;
With such fierce anguish seeth she her sins Already wrought. O friends, my strength is spent Dragging my mistress from the noose of death !
Oh, enter ye yon halls, deliver her
From death : for oft new-comers more prevail
In such an hour than one’s familiar friends.
CHORUS
Lo, in the palace hear we servants’ cries	820
Touching that thing whereof thou hast made report. Hapless !—she is like to prove how bitterly She mourns her crimes : for, fleeing forth the house Eager to die, she hath ’scaped her servants’ hands.
hermione rushes on to the stage.
HERMIONE
^	Woe’s me ! with shriek on shriek	{Str. 1)
χ' I will make of mine hair a rending, will tear with ~---ruining fingers my red-furrowed cheekἀγ-—
NURSE
Daughter, what wilt thou do ?—wilt mar thy form ?
HERMIONE
S	Alas, and well-a-day!	{Ant. 1)
γ’ ' Hence from mine head, thou gossamer-thread of my
wimple !—float on the wind awa^L830
NURSE
Child, veil thy bosom, gird thy vesture-folds f
HERMIONE
{Str. 2)
What have I to do, with my vesture to veil My bosom, when bared are the crimes I have dared against my lord, bared naked to light ϊ
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ΤΡ0Φ02
ά\τ/€Ϊς, φόνον ράψασα συγγάαῳ σἐθεν;
ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
κατὰ μὲν οὖν στένω δαίω? τόλμα?, ὰν ἔρεξ’ ἀντ. β' ἁ κατάρατος ἐγὼ κατάρατος άνθρώττοίς.
ΤΡ0Φ02
840 συγγνώσεταί σοι τήνδ’ αμαρτίαν πόσις.
ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
τί μου ξίφος ἐκ ;χερὸς ἡγρεύσω ; ἀπὁδος, ώ φίλ’, ἀπὁδος, ίν* άνταίαν ἐρείσω πλαγάν τί με βρόχων εἴργεις ;
ΤΡΟΦ02
ἀλλ’ εἴ σ’ ἀφείην μὴ φρονούσαν, ως θάνοις ; ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
οἴμοι πὁτμου.
ποῦ μοι πυρὸς φί\α φλὸξ ; ποῦ δ’ εἰς πὲτρας ἀερθω,
850 ἢ κατὰ πόντον ἢ καθ’ ὕλαν όρέων, ϊνα θανούσα νερτἐροισιν μέ\ω ;
ΤΡΟΦΟΊ
τί ταῦτα μοχθεῖς; σνμφοραί θζήΧατοι πᾶσιν βροτοίσιν ἣ τὁτ’ ἦλθον ἢ τὁτε.
ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
ελ,ιπες ἔλιπες, ώ πάτερ, ἐπακτίαν ὼσεὶ μονάδ’ έρημον ονσαν ἐνάλου κώττας. ολει ολει με· τᾳο ουκετ ενοικησω νυμφιδἐφ στἐγᾳ·
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NURSE
Griev’st thou to have contrived thy rival’s death ?
HERMIONE
{Ant. 2) .
O yea, for my murderous daring I Avail,
For my fury-burst, O woman accurst!—O woman accurst in all men’s sight!
nurse
Thy lord shall yet forgive thee this thy sin.	840
HERMIONE
O why didst thou wrest that sword from mine hand ? Give it back, give it back, dear friend; be the brand Thrust home !—:mine hanging why didst thou withstand ?
NUR8E
What, should I leave thee thus distraught to die ?
HERMIONE
Woe’s me for my destiny .
O for the fire !—I would hail it my friend !
O fo the height of a scaur to ascend—
To crash through the trees of the mountain, to plunge mid the sea,	[me !
To die, that the nethergloom shadows may welcome 850 nurse
Why fret thyself for this ? Heaven’s visitation Sooner or later cometh on all men.
HERMIONE
Thou hast left me, my father, hast left, as a bark by the tide
Left stranded and stripped of the last sea-plashing oar !
He shall slay me, shall slay! ’Neath the roof that knew me a bride
Shall I dwell never more !
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τίνος ἀγαλμάτων ἱκέτις όρμαθώ, ἢ δούλα δοὑλας γὁνασι προσπὲσω ;
Φθιάδος ἐκ γᾶς κυανὁπτερος ορνις εἴθ’ εἴην, ἢ πευκᾶεν σκάφος, α διὰ Κυανἐας ἐπὲρασεν ἀκτὰς πρωτόπλοος πλάτα.
ΤΡ0Φ02
ὦ παῖ, τὺ λίαν οὔτ’ ἐκεῖν’ ἐπῄνεσα, ὅτ’ εἰς γυναϊκα Τρῳάδ’ ἐξημάρτανες, οὔτ’ αὖ τὺ νῦν σου δεῖμ δ δειμαίνεις ay αν. οὐχ ὧδε κῆδος σὺν διώσεται πόσις φαύλοις γυναικὸς βαρβάρου πεισθεὶς λἀγοις. οὐ γάρ τί σ’ αἰχμάλωτον ἐκ Τροίας ἔχει, ἀλλ’ ἀνδρὺς ἐσθλοῦ παῖδα σὺν πολλοῖς Χαβων ἔδνοισι, πὁλεώς τ’ οὐ μἐσως εὐδαίμονος. πατὴρ δὲ σ’ οὐχ ώδ’ ώς σὺ δειμαίνεις, τέκνον, προδοὺς ἐάσει δωμάτων τῶνδ’ ἐκπεσεῖν. ἀλλ’ εἴσιθ' εἴσω μηδε φαντάζον δόμων ττάροίθβ τῶνδε, μή τιν’ αισχύνην λάβης πρόσθεν μέλάθρων τῶνδ’ όρωμένη, τέκνον. Χ0Ρ02
καὶ μὴν ὅδ’ ἀλλόχρως τις ἔκδημος ξἐνος σπουδῇ πρὸς ἡμᾶς βημάτων πορεύεται. ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ξἐναι γυναῖκες, ἦ τάδ’ ἔστ’ Ἀχιλλέως παιδὺς μέΧαθρα καί τυραννικοί στέγαι; XOPQ2
ἔγνως· ἀτὰρ τίς ὦν σὺ πυνθάνει τάδε ; ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
Ἀγαμἑμνονός τε καὶ Κλυταιμνήστρας τόκος, ὄνομα δ’ Ὀρἐστης. ἔρχομαι δὲ πρὸς Διὸς
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To the feet of what statue of Gods shall the suppliant fly ?	[shall I lie ?
Or crouched at the bondwoman’s knees like a slave 860 O that from Phthia, a bird dark-winged, I were soaring,
Or were such as the pine-wrought galley, that flew The first of the ships of earth her swift course oaring Through the Crags Dark-blue !
NURSE
My child, thy frenzy of rage I praised not then When thou against the Trojan dame didst sin,
Nor praise the frenzy of dread that shakes thee now.
Not thus thy lord will thrust his wife away
By weak words of barbarian woman swayed.	870
In thee he wed no captive torn from Troy,
Nay, but a prince’s child, and gat with thee Rich dowry from a city of golden weal.
Nor will thy father, as thou fearest, child,
Forsake and let thee from these halls be driven.
Nay, pass within ; make not thyself a show Before this house, lest thou shouldst get thee shame, Before this palace seen of men, my child.
CHORUS
But lo, an outland stranger, alien-seeming,
With hasty steps to usward joumeyeth.	880
Enter orestes.
ORE8TES
Dames of a foreign land, be these the halls And royal palace of Achilles’ son ?
CHORUS
Thou sayest: but who art thou that askest this ?
ORESTES
Agamemnon’s son and Clyteninestra’s I,
My name Orestes : to Zeus’ oracle
VOL. II.
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μαντεῖα ΔωδωναΓ* ἐπεὶ δ’ ἀφικὁμην Φ βίαν, δοκεῖ μοι ξ υγγενοὺς μαθεῖν περὶ ηυναικός, εἰ ζῇ κεύτνχονσα τυγχάνει ἡ Σπαρτιάτις Ἑρμιὁνη* τηλουρὰ γὰρ 890 ναίουσ ἀφ’ ἡμῶν πεδί’ ὅμως ἐστὶν φίλη.
ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
ω ναντίΧοισι χείματος λιμὴν φανείς Ἀγαμὑμνονος παῖ, πρὸ? σε τῶνδε γο υ νατών, οϊκτειρον ημάς ων επισκοπείς τύχας, πράσσοντας ούκ εν. στεμμάτων ό οὐχ ήσσονας σοις προστίθημι ηόνασιν ώΧένας εμάς.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ν
εα·
τί χρήμα; μῶν εσφάΧμεθ’ ἣ σαφώς όρώ δόμων άνασσαν τήνδε Μενέλεω κόρην;
ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
ηνπερ μόνην γε Τυνδαρὶς τίκτει yvvrj Ελἐνη κατ’ οϊκους πατρί* μηδὲν άηνόει.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ5
900 ώ Φοῖ/3’ άκεστορ, πημάτων δοίης Χυσιν.
τί χρήμα ; προς θεών ή βροτών πάσχεις κακά; ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
τὰ μὲν προς ἡμῶν, τὰ δὲ πρὸς ἀνδρὸς ος μ’ ἔχει, τὰ δ’ ἐκ θεῶν του* πανταχῆ δ’ όΧώΧαμεν.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
τίς οὐν ἂν εἴη μὴ πεφνκότων <γέ πω παίδων ηυναικι συμφορά πλὴν εἰ? Χεχος ;
ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
τοῦτ’ αὐτὸ καὶ νοσοϋμεν ευ μ ὺπηγάγου.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
ἄλλην τίν’ εύνήν ἀντὶ σοῦ στέργει πόσις ;
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Bound, at Dodona. Seeing I am come To Phthia, good it seems that I inquire jQf niy kinswoman, if she lives and thrives,
Hcrmiane.of Sparta. Though slie dwell
In a far land from us, she is all as dear.	890
HERMIONE
O haven in a storm by shipmen seen,
Agamemnon’s son, by these thy knees I pray,
Pity me of whose lot thou questionest,
Afflicted me ! With arms, as suppliant wreaths Strong to constrain, I clasp thy very knees.
ORESTES
What ails thee ? Have 1 erred, or see I clear Menelaus’ daughter here, this household’s queen ?
HERMIONE
Yea, the one daughter Helen Tyndarus* child Bare in his halls unto my sire : doubt not.
ORESTES
O	Healer Phoebus, grant from woes release !	900
What ails thee ? Art thou wronged of Gods or men ?
HERMIONE
Of myself partly, partly of my lord,
In part of some God : ruin is everywhere!
ORESTES
Now what affliction to a childless wife Could hap, except as touching wedlock-right ?
HERMIONE
That mine affliction is: tliou promptest well.
ORESTES
What leman in thy stead doth thy lord love ?
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ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
τὴν αιχμάλωτον Ἕκτορος ξυνευνέτιν.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
κακόν y ἔλεξας, ἄνδρα δίσσ’ ἔχειν λἐχη. ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
τοιαῦτα ταῦτα· κατ’ ἔγωγ’ ἡμυνάμην.
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
μῶν εἰς yvvaitc ίρραψας οϊα δὴ γυνή; ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
φόνον y ἐκείνῃ καὶ τέκνω vodayevei,
ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
κακτβινας, ή τις συμφορά σ' άφβίλβτο; ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
γέρων γε Πηλεὺς, τοὺς κακίονας σέβων, ΟΡΕΧΓΗ2
σοι δ’ ἦν τις ὅστις τοῦδ’ ἐκοινώνει φόνον; ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
πατήρ y ἐπ’ αὐτὸ τοῦτ’ ἀπὸ Σπάρτης μόλων, ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
κἄπειτα τοῦ yέpovτoς ήσσήθη χερί;
ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
αἰδοῖ γ€· καί μ’ έρημον οϊχεται λιπών, ΟΡΕΧΓΗ5
σννηκα· ταρββϊς τοῖς δεΒραμένοις πόσιν, ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
ἔγνως* ὸλεῖ γάρ μ’ ἐνδίκως, τί δεῖ λἐγειν ; ἀλλ’ άντομαί σε Δία καλονσ όμόyvιovi πέμφνν με χώρας τῆσδ’ ὅποι προσωτάτω η προς πατρωον μέλαθρον* ως οοκουσί γε δὁμοι τ’ ἐλαὐνειν φθέyμ' ἔχοντες οἵδε με, μισεῖ τε γαῖα Φθιάς* εἰ δ’ ἡξει πάρος
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HERMIONE
The captive woman that was Hector’s wife.
ORESTES
An ill tale, that a man should have two wives!
HERMIONE
Even so it was, and I against it fought.	910
ORESTES
Didst thou for her devise a woman s vengeance ?
HERMIONE
Ay, death for her and for her base-born child.
ORESTES
And slewest them ?—or some mischance hath foiled thee ?
HERMIONE
Old Peleus, championing the baser cause.
ORESTES
Did none in this blood-shedding take thy part ?
HERMIONE
My father came from Sparta even for this.
ORESTES
How ?—overmastered by the old man’s hand ?
HERMIONE
Nay, but by reverence ;—and forsakes me now.
ORESTES
I see it: for thy deeds thou fear’st thy lord
HERMIONE
Death is within his right. What can I plead ?	920
But I beseech thee by our Kin-god Zeus,
Help me from this land far as I may flee,
Or to my father’s home. These very halls Seem now to have a voice to hoot me forth:
The land of Phthia hates me. If my lord
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Φοίβου λιπών μαντείου εἰς δὁμους πόσις, κτενεῖ μ’ ἐπ’ αίσγίστοισιν, ἡ δουλεὑσομεν νὁθοισι λέκτροις ων εΒεσποζον προ του. πω? οὐν τάδ\ ως εϊποι τις, ἐξημάρτανες;
930 κακών γυναικών είσοδοί μ άπώλεσαν,
αἶ μοι λέγουσαι τοὑσδ’ εγαύνωσαν λόγους· σὺ τὴν κακίστην αιχμάλωτον εν δὁμοις Βουλήν άνέξει σοι λίγους κοινουμενην; μα την Άνασσαν, οὐκ ἄν εν γ* εμοΐς δόμοις βλεπουσ αν αύγάς ταμ εκαρποΰτ Αν λἐχη. κάγώ κλύουσα τούσδε Σειρήνων λόγους σοφών, πανούργων, ποικίλων λαλημάτων, ἐξηνεμώθην μωρία. τί γάρ μ’ ἐχρῆν πόσιν φυλάσσειν, ἦ παρῆν όσων ἔδει;
940 πολὺς μὲν ολβος, δωμάτων δ’ ἡνάσσομεν, παῖδας δ’ ἐγὼ μὲν γνησίους ἔτικτον ἄν, ἡ δ’ ήμιδούλους τοῖς ἐμοῖς νοθαγενεΐς. ἀλλ’ οὑποτ’ ουποτ , ου γαρ εἰσάπαξ ἐρῶ, χρὴ τοὺς γε νοῦν έχοντας οϊς εστιν γυνή, προς την εν οϊκοις άλογον είσφοιτάν εάν γυναίκας· αύται γαρ διδάσκαλοι κακών ή μεν τι κερδαίνουσα συμφθείρει λέγος, ἡ δ’ άμπλακουσα συννοσεϊν αυτή θελει, Πολλαὶ δὲ μαργότητι· κάντεϋθεν δόμοι
950 νοσουσιν ἀνδρῶν, πρὸς τάδ’ εὖ φυλάσσετε κλήθροισι καϊ μό^λοΐσι δωμάτων πύλας· υγιές^γαρ οὐδὲν αἰ θύραθεν είσοδοι Βρώσιν γυναικών, άλλα πολλὰ καὶ κακά.
XOPOS
ἄγαν εφήκας γλώσσαν εις το σύμφυτου. συγγνωστά μεν νυν σοι τάδ\ ἀλλ’ οῖμως χρεὼν κοσμεί ν γυναίκας τὰς γυναικείας νόσους.
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Come home from Phoebus’ oracle ere my flight,
On shamefullest charge I die, or shall be thrall Unto his paramour, till now my slave. et How then/’ shall one ask, “ cam’st thou so to err ? ” ’Twas pestilent women sought to me, and ruined, 930 Which spake and puffed me up with words like these:
“ Thou, wilt thou suffer yon base captive thrall Within thine halls to share thy bridal couch ?
By Heaven’s Queen, were it in mine halls, she should not
See light and reap the harvest of my bed ! ”
And I gave ear unto these sirens’ words,
These crafty, knavish, subtle gossip-mongers,
And swelled with wind of folly. Why behoved To spy upon my lord ? I had all my need,—
Great riches; in his palace was I queen;	940
The children I might bear should be true-born ;
But hers, the bastards, half-thrall unto mine.
But never, never—yea, twice o’er I say it,—
Ought men of wisdom, such as have a wife,
Suffer that women visit in their halls The wife : they are teachers of iniquity.
One, for her own ends, beckons on to sin;
One, that hath fallen, craves fellowship in shame;
And of sheer wantonness many tempt. And so Men’s homes are poisoned Therefore guard ye well 950 With bolts and bars the portals of your halls;
For nothing wholesome comes when enter in Strange women, nay, but mischief manifold.
CHORUS
Thou hast loosed a reinless tongue against thy sisters.
In thee might one forgive it; yet behoves Woman with woman’s frailty gently deal.
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ΟΡΕ2ΤΗ2
σοφόν τι χρήμα τον διδάξαντος βροτους λόγους ἀκούειν τῶν εναντίων πάρα. ἐγὼ γὰρ εἰδὼς τῶνδε σύγχυσιν δόμων ὰριν τε τὴν σὴν καὶ γυναικός Ἕκτορον, φύλακας ἔχων ἔμιμνον, εἴτ’ αυτόν μενεῖς εἴτ’ εκφοβηθεϊσ αίχμαλωτίδος φόβω γυναικός οϊκων τώνο άπηλλάχθαι θέλεις.
ήλθον δὲ σὰς μὲν οὐ σέβων επιστολάς, εὶ δ’ ἐνδιδοίης, ώσπερ ἐνδίδως, λόγον, πέμψων σ άπ οϊκων τώνδ\ ἐμὴ γὰρ ουσα πρὶν σὺν τῷδε ναίεις ἀνδρὶ σοῦ πατρός κάκη, ος πριν τα Τροίας είσβαλεΐν όρίσματα γυναϊκ εμοί σε δούς υπεσχεθ’ ύστερον τω νυν σ εχοντι, Τρῳάδ’ εἰ περσοι πόλιν. ἐπεὶ δ’ Ἀχιλλέως δεῦρ’ ενόστησεν γόνος, σῷ μὲν συνεγνων πατρί, τον δ’ έλισσόμην γάμους ἀφεῖναι σοὑς, ἐμὰς λέγων τνχας και τον παρόντα δαίμον, ώς φίλων μεν αν γήμαιμ’ άπ άνδρων, εκτοθεν δ’ οὐ ραδίως, ή>ενγων απ' οϊκων ας εγώ φεύγω φυγάς. ὁ δ’ ἦν υβριστής εϊς τ εμής μητρος φόνον τάς θ' αίματωπούς θεάς όνειδίζων εμοί.
κάγω ταπεινός ων τνχαις ταῖς οἴκοθεν ήλγουν μεν ήλγουν, ξνμφοράς δ’ ήνειχόμην, σών δε στερηθείς ωχόμην άκων γάμων. νῦν οὐν ἐπειδὴ περιπετεϊς ἔχεις τὐχας καὶ ξνμφοράν τήνδ’ εἰσπεσοῦσ’ άμηχανεΐς, αξω σ' απ' οϊκων και πατρός δώσω χέρι. τὺ συγγενές γὰρ δεινόν, εν τε τοϊς κακοῖς οὐκ ἔστιν οὐδὲν κρείσσον οικείου φίλου.
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ORESTES
Wise was the rede of him who taught that men Should hear the reasonings of the other side.
I, knowing what confusions vexed this house.
And of the feud ’twixt thee and Hector’s wife,	9βϋ
Kept watch and waited, whether thou wouldst stay Here, or, dismayed with dread of that spear-thrall,
Out of these halls were minded to avoid.
I came, not by thy message drawn so much,
As from this house to help thee, shouldst thou grant me
Speech of thee, as thou dost. Mine wast thou once,
But liv’st with this man through thy father’s baseness,
Who, ere he marched unto the coasts of Troy,
Betrothed thee mine, thereafter promised thee
To him that hath thee now, if he smote Troy.	970
Soon as to Greece returned Achilles’ son,
Thy father I forgave : thy lord I prayed To set thee free. I pleaded mine hard lot,
The fate so haunting me, that I might wed From friends indeed, but scarce of stranger folk,
Banished as I am banished from mine home.
Then he with insolent scorn cast in my teeth My mother’s blood, the gory-visaged fiends.
And I—my pride fell with mine house’s fortunes—
Was heart-wrung, heart-wrung, yet endured my lot, 980 And loth departed, of thy love bereft.
But, now thy fortune’s dice have fallen awry,
And in affliction plunged dost thou despair,
IJense will I 1 ead and give tlice. to thj^.sire ;
For mighty is kinship, and in evil days There is naught better than the bond of blood.
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ΕΡΜΙΟΝΗ
νυμφευμάτων μὲν τῶν ἐμῶν πατὴρ ἐμὴς μέριμναν ἔξει, κοὐκ ἐμὺν κρίνειν τὁδε. ἀλλ* ώς τάχιστα τώνδέ μ εκπεμψον δόμων, 990 μὴ φθῇ με πρόσβεις δώμα καὶ μόλων πόσις, ἣ παιδος οίκους μ εξερημονσαν μαθών Πηλεὺς μετέλθη πωλικοις διώyμaσιv.
OPEJSTHS
^θάρσει yέpovτoς χεΐρα^τον δ’ Άχιλλέως /χἦδὲν φοβηθης παΐο, ὅσ* εἰ? ἔμ’ ύβρισε. τοία yap αὐτῷ μηχανὴ πεπλεγμένη βρόχοις άκινητοισιν εστηκεν φόνον προς τἣσδβ χειρὸς· ἣν πάρος μὲν οὐκ ἐρω, τελουμένων δὲ Δελφὶς εϊσεται πέτρα.
6 μητροφόν της δ’, ἣν δορνξένων έμών 1000 μείνωσιν ορκοι Πυθικὴν ἀνὰ χθόνα,
δείξει ya/ιεΐν σε μηδὲν’, ἢν1 έγ^ρην ἐμέ. πικρώς δὲ πατρὸς φόνιον αιτήσει δίκην άνακτα Φοίβον ουδέ νιν μετάστασις γνώμης όνησει θεφ διδόντα νυν δίκας, ἀλλ’ ἔκ τ’ εκείνον διαβόλαΐς τε ταῖς εμαϊς κακώς όλεϊται· yvώσετaι δ’ εχθραν έμην. εχθρών yap άνδρών μοίραν εις αναστροφήν δαίμων δίδωσι κούκ εα φρονεΐν μέγα.
XOPOS
ὦ Φοῖβε πvpyωσaς	στρ. α!
1010 τον ἐν ’Ιλίῳ ευτειχη πάyov, καί πόντιε κυανέαις Χπποις διφρενων άλιον πέλayoςi τίνος είνεκ άτιμον όpyά-ναν χέρα τεκτοσννας Έ-
1 Paley : for MSS. σφε μ^δἐν’ 5ν.
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HERMIONE
My marriage—*tis my father shall take thought Thereof: herein decision is not mine.
Butlielp^thou-
Lest my lord coming home prevent me yet, Or Peleus learn my flight from his son’s halls, And follow in our track with chasing steeds.
990
ORESTES
^fear not the greybeard’s hantp yea, nowise feai Acliilles’ son : his insolence-cup is full;
Such toils of doom by this hand woven for him With murder-meshes round him steadfast-staked Are drawn: thereof I speak not ere the time ;
But, when I strike, the Delphian rock shall know.
This mother-murderer—if the oaths be kept Of spear-confederates in the Delphian land—	1000
Shall prove none else shall wed thee, mine of right.
To his sorrow shall he ask redress of Phoebus For a sire’s blood ! Nor shall repentance now Avail him, who would make the God amends.
By that God’s wrath, and slanders sown of me,
Die shall he foully, and shall know mine hate :
For the God turns the fortune of his foes To overthrow, nor suffereth their high thoughts.
[.Exeunt ohestes and hermione. chorus
O Phoebus, who gavest to Ilium a glory	(Str. 1)
Of diadem-towers on her heights,—and O Master 1010 Of Sea-depths, whose grey-gleaming steeds o’er the hoary
Surf-ridges speed,—to the War-god, the Waster With spears, for what cause for a spoil did ye cast
her,
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νυαΧίφ δοριμήστορι προσθέντες τάλαιναν τάλαιναν μεθεῖτε Τροίαν ;
πλείστους δ’ ἐπ’ άκταΐσιν	άντ.
2ιμοεντίσιν εὐίππους ὅχους 1020 ἐξεὐξατε καὶ φονίους
ἀνδρῶν ἁμίλλας ἔθετ’ ἀστεφάνους· ἀπὸ δὲ φθίμενοι βββάσιν ’Ιλιάδαι βασιλῆες,
οὐδ’ ἔτι πῦρ ἐπιβώμιον ἐν Τροία θβοῖσιν λέλαμπεν καττνφ θυώδει.
βέβα/ce δ’ Ατρείδας άλόχου παλάμαις* στρ. αὐτά τ’ ἐναλλάξασα φόνον θανάτω 1030 πρὸς τέκνων αττηύρα·
Θεοῦ Θεοῦ νιν κέλευσμ’ ἐπεστράφη μαντύσννον, ὅτε νιν Ἀργὁθεν πορευθεὶς Ἀγαμεμνὁνιος κέλωρ ἀδὐτων ἐπιβὰς κτάνεν ματρὺς φονεὺς· ὦ δαίμων, ω Φοῖβε, πῶς πείθομαι;
Πολλαὶ δ’ ἀν’ Ἑλλάνων απόρους στοναχάς άντ. μέλποντο δυστάνων Τ€κέων. αλοχοι δ’
1040 ἐξέλειπον οἴκου?
προς ἄλ\ον εὐνάτορ’. οὐχὶ σοι μόνα δύσφρονες ἐπὲπεσον, οὐ φίλοισι, λῦπαι* νοσον Ἑλλὰς ἔπλα, νόσον 49»
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Whom your own hands had fashioned, dishonoured to lie
In wretchedness, wretchedness—her that was Troy ?
(Ant. 1)
And by Simois ye yoked to the chariots fleet horses Unnumbered, in races of blood which contended, Whose lords for no wreaths ran their terrible courses, Where the princes of Ilium to Hades descended, Where upstreameth no more with the altar-flames blended
The odour of incense to dream through the sky Round the feet of Immortals—from her that was Troy !
(Str. 2)
And Atreides hath passed; for on him lighted slaughter At the hands of a wife : and with murder she bought her
Death, at the hands of her child to receive it :
For a God’s, O a God’s hest levin-wise glared Bodings of death on her, doomings declared In the hour Agamemnon’s son forth fared To his temple from Argos; then thundered it o’er him; And he slew her, he murdered the mother that bore him !
God, Phoebus !—ah must I, ah must I believe it ?
(Ant. 2)
And wherever the Hellenes were gathered was mourning
Of wives for their lost ones, the sons unretuming, And of brides from their bowers of espousal departing
To another lord’s couch :—O, not only on thee Down swooping fell anguish of misery,
Nor alone on thy loved ones; but Hellas must be
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hie β α δὲ Φρυγῶν πρὸς ευ καρπούς γύας σκηπτὸς σταλάσσων τον Ἀιδα φόνον· ΠΗΛΕΤ2
Φθιώτιδες γυναῖκες, ίστορούντί μοι σημήνατ’· ῄσθὁμην γὰρ οὐ σαφή λόγον ως Βώματ εκλιποΰσα Μενέλεω κόρη 1050 φρούδη τάδ’· ἦ κω δ’ ἐκμαθεῖν σπουδὴν ἔχων εἰ ταῦτ’ ἀληθῆ· τῶν γὰρ ἐκδήμων φίλων δεῖ τοὺς κατ’ οἴκον οντος ἐκπονεῖν τύχας. XOPOS
ΓΓηλεῦ, σαφώς ήκουσας· οὐδ’ ἐμοὶ καλόν κρὑπτειν ἐν οἷσπερ ουσα τυγχάνω κακοῖς. βασίλεια yap τῶνδ’ οϊχεται φυγὰς δὁμων. ΠΗΛΕΤ5
τινος φόβου τυχοϋσα ; Βιαπεραινε μοι.
Χ0Ρ02
πόσιν τρεμουσα, μὴ δὁμων νιν εκβάλτ). ΠΗΛΕΤ2
μῶν ἀντὶ παιΒός θανάσιμων βουλευμάτων ; XOPOS
ναί, καὶ γυναικος αΙχμαλωτίΒος φόβω. ΠΗΛΕΤ5
1060 συν πατρὶ δ’ οϊκους ἣ τίνος λείπει μετά ;
XOPOS
Ἀγαμεμνονός νιν παϊς βέβηκ άγων χθονός. ΠΗΛΕΤ2
ποιαν περαίνων ἐλπίδ’ ; ἢ γἣμαι θ ελών; XOPOS
καὶ σοῦ γε παιδὺς παιΒΙ πορσύνων μάρον.
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Bowed ’neath the plague, ’neath the plague; and on-sweeping	[dripping,
Like a cloud whence the death-rain of Hades was Passed the scourge, o’er the Phrygians’ fair harvest-fields darting.	^
Enter peleus, attended.	νπὸ “
PELEUS
Women of Phthia, unto that I ask Make answer, for a rumour have I heard That Menelaus’ child hath left these halls And fled away. In haste I come to learn If this be sooth ; for we which bide at home Should bear the burdens of our absent friends.
CHORUS
Peleus, truth hast thou heard : ’twere for my shame To hide the ills wherein my lot is cast.
O yea, the queen is gone—fled from these halls.
PELEUS
‘With what fear stricken ? Tell me all the tale.
CHORUS
Dreading her lord, lest forth the home he cast her.
PELEUS
For that her murder-plot against his son ?
CHORUS
Yea : of the captive dame adread withal.
PELEUS
Forth with her father went she, or with whom ? chorus
Agamemnon’s son hath led her from the land.
PELEUS
Yea ?—furthering what hope ? Would lie wed lier ?
CHORUS
Xeac ancLfor thy son’s son. lie plotteihdeafch,
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ΠΗΛΕΤ5
κρυπτός κατ ασ τ ας η κατ ὄμμ’ ἐλθὼν μάχη; XOPOS
ἀγνοῖς ἐν ἱεροῖς Λοξίου Δελφών μέτα.
ΠΗΛΕΤ5
οἵμοι · τὁδ’ ἡ δη δεινόν, οὐχ ὅσον τάχος χωρησεταί τις Πυθικὴν πρὸς εστίαν καὶ τἀνθάδ’ ὄντα τοῖς ἐκεῖ λέξει φίλοις πρὶν 7ταῖδ’ ΆχιΧΧέως κατθανεῖν εχθρών ὑπο;
ΑΓΓΕΛ02
ωμοί μοι ·
οἵας ὁ τΧήμων {χ·γγεΧων ήκω τὐχας σοι τ Υ ω γεραιε,. καὶ φίλοισι δεσπότου. ΠΗΛΕΤ2
αἰαῖ * πρόμαντις θυμός ως τι προσδοκά.
ΑΓΓΕΛ05
οὐχ ἔστι σοι παῖς παιδός, ως μάθης, γἐρον . Πηλεὐ · τοιάσδε φασιανών πληγὰς ἔχει Δελφών υπ’ ἀνδρῶν καὶ Μυκηναίου ξένου.
Χ0Ρ02
ἆ α, τί δράσει?, ω yepaie ; μὴ πέσης · ἔπαιρε σ αυτόν.
ΠΗΛΕΤ2
οὐδὲν εἰμ’ * άπωΧόμην.
φρούδη μεν αύδη, φρούδα δ’ άρθρα μου κάτω. ΑΓΓΕΛΟΙ
άκουσον, ει καί σοις φίΧοις άμυναθεΐν χρηζεις, το πραχθέν, σὺν κατορθώσας δέμας. ΠΗΛΕΤ2
ώ μοίρα, γήρως έσχάτοις προς τέρμασιν οΐα με τον δύστηνον άμφιβάσ ἔχεις.
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PELEUS
Lying in wait, or face to face in fight ?
CHORUS
Witl\ Dejphians, in Loxias’ holy place.
PELEUS
Ah me ! grim peril this ! Away with speed Let one depart unto the Pythian hearth,
And to our friends there tell the deeds here done,
Or ever Achilles’ son be slain of foes.
Enter messenger.
MESSENGER
Woe’s me, woe’s me !
' Bearing what tidings of mischance to thee,	1070
_ Ancierit^and all that love my lord, I come!
PELEUS
O my prophetic soul, what ill it bodes !
MESSENGER
TJjy~soix& son, ancient Peleus, is no more,
Such dagger-thrusts hath he received of men Of Delphi, and that stranger of Mycenae.
CHORUS
Ah, what wilt do^O ancienO^—fall not thou!
Uplift thee !	/
PELEUS
I	am naught: it is my death.
Faileth my voice, my limbs beneath me fail.
MESSENGER
Hearken, if thou wouldst also avenge tliy friends. Upraise thy body, hear what deed was done-	1080
PELEUS
O Fate, how hast thou compassed me about,
The hapless, upon eld’s extremest verge!
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πῶ? δ’ οϊχεταί μοι παῖς μόνον παιδός μόνος; σημαιν· άκούσαι δ’ οὐκ άκούσθ’ ὅμως θέλω.
ΑΓΓΕΑ05
ἐπεὶ τὺ κλεινόν ήλθομεν Φοίβου πέδον, τρεῖς μὲν φαεννάς ἡλίου διεξόδους θία διδὁντες ομματ εξεπίμπΧαμεν. και τοῦθ’ ύποπτον ἦν ἄρ’· εἰς δὲ συστάσεις κύκΧους τ’ εχώρει λαὸς οἰκήτωρ Θεοῦ. Ἀγαμἑμνονος δὲ παῖς διαστείχων πόλιν εἰς οὖς ἑκάστω δυσμενεῖς ηὑδα λόγους· ὁρᾶτε τοῦτον, ος διαστεἔχει Θεοῦ χρυσοῦ ηέμοντα γύαλα, θησαυρούς βροτών, το δεὐτβρον παρόντ ἐφ* οἷσι καὶ πάρος δεῦρ’ ἦλθε Φοίβου ναόν εκπέρσαι θ όλων; κάκ τοῦδ’ εχώρει ρόθιον ἐν πόλει κακόν, άρχαί τ’ επΧηρούντ εῖς τε βουΧευτηρια ίοια θ’ ὅσοι Θεοῦ χρημάτων έφέστασαν φρουράν ἐτάξαντ’ ἐν περίστυλοι? δὁμοις. ἡμεῖς δὲ μῆλα, φυΧΧάδος Παρνασίας παιδεύματ’, οὐδὲν τώνδέ πω πεπυσμἐνοι, Χαβόντες ἦμεν εσχάραις τ εφέσταμεν συν προ ξένο ισι μάντεσίν τε Πυθικοῖς. καί τις τὁδ’ εἷπεν ὼ νεανία, τί σοι θεω κατευξώμεσθα; τίνος ήκεις χάριν ; ό δ’ εἷπε· Φοίβω της πάροιθ’ αμαρτίας δίκας παρασχεΐν βουΧομεσθ'· ητησα yap πατρός ποτ αυτόν αίματος δούναι δίκην. κἀνταῦθ’ Όρέστου μύθος ισχύων μίγα εφαίνεθ\ ὼ? ψεύδοίτο δεσπότης ἑμὺς ἦκων ἐπ’ αἰσ^ροῖς. έρχεται $* ανακτόρων κρηπϊδος εντός, ως πάρος χρηστηρίων ευξαιτο Φοίβῳ, τυγχάνει δ’ εν εμπύροις·
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How perished he, my one son’s only son ?
Tell: though it blast mine ears, fain would I hear.
MESSENGER
When unto Phoebus’ world-famed land we came, Three radiant courses of the sun we gave To gazing, and with beauty filled our eyes.
This bred mistrust: the folk in the God’s close That dwelt, drew into knots and muttering rings, While Agamemnon’s son passed through the town, And whispered deadly hints in each man’s ear :— “See ye yon man who prowls the God’s shrines through,
Shrines full of gold, the nations’ treasuries,
Who on the selfsame mission comes again As erst he came, to rifle Phoebus* shrine ? ” Therefrom ill rumour surged the city through :
Their magistrates the halls of council thronged ;
And the God’s treasure-warders, of their part,
Set guards along the temple colonnades.
But we, yet knowing nought of this, took sheep,
The nurslings of the glades Parnassian,
And went and stood beside the holy hearths With public-hosts and Pythian oracle-seers.
And one spake thus : “ Prince, what request for thee Shall we make to the God ? For what coin’st thou?”
“ To Phoebus,” said he, “ would I make amends For my past sin : for i required.jof lijin	* v V '
Qiine.satisfkction for my father’s blood.”
Therrwas Orestes’ slander proved of might In the hoarse murmur from the tltrQJig,
Heibatli eome. for	! ” On he passed, within
The temple-fence, before the oracle To pray, and was in act to sacrifice :—
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τῷ δὲ ξιφήρης ἄρ’ νφειστήκει λόχος δάφνη σκιασθείς· ὧν Κλυταιμνήστρας τόκος εἷς ἦν απάντων τῶνδε ρνηχανορράφος. χώ μὲν κατ’ ὄμμα στὰς προσεύχεται θεφ· οἱ δ’ όξυθήκτοις φασγάνοις «οπλισμένοι κεντοῦσ’ άτενχή παΐδ* Ἀχιλλέως λάθρα. χωρεῖ δὲ πρύμναν οὐ γὰρ εἰς καιρόν τυπείς ότυγχαν, εξέλκει δὲ, καὶ παραστάδος κρεμαστά τεύχη πασσάλων καθαρπάσας ἔστη *πὶ βωμόν γοργός οπλίτης ἰδεῖν, βοᾴ δὲ Δελφών παιδας ίστορών τάδε· τίνος μ εκατι κτείνετ ευσεβείς οδούς ήκοντα; ποιας ολλυμαι προς αιτίας; των δ’ οὐδὲν οὐδεὶς μυρίων ὄντων πὲλας εφθέγξατ, ἀλλ’ εβάλλον εκ χειρών πέτροις. πυκνή δε νιφάδι πάντοθεν σποδονμενος προύτεινε τεύχη κάφνλάσσετ εμβολας ἐκεῖσε κάκεισ ἀσπίδ* εκτείνων χερί. ἀλλ’ οὐδὲν ἦνεν ἀλλὰ πὁλλ’ ὁμοῦ βέλη, οίστοί, μεσάγκυλ' Ικλυτοί τ άμφώβολοι, σφαγής εχώρουν βουπόροι ποδών πάρος· δεινάς δ* αν είδες πυρρίχας φρουρουμενον βελεμνα παιδός. ὼ? δὲ νιν περισταδὸν κύκλω κατεΐχον ου δι δὸν τες άμπνοάς, βωμόν κενωσας δεξίμηλον έσχάραν, τό Τρωικόν πήδημα πηδήσας ποδοΐν χωρεΐ προς αυτούς· οι δ’ ὄπα)? πελειάδες ίερακ ίδονσαι προς φυγήν ενώτισαν. πολλοὶ δ’ επιπτον μιγάδες εκ τε τραυμάτων αυτοί θ’ ὑφ’ αυτών στενοπόρους κατ εξόδους, κραυγή δ’ ἐν εύφήμοισι δύσφημος δόμοις πέτραισιν άντέκλαγξ*· ἐν εὐδία δὲ πως
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Then rose with swords from ambush screened by bays A troop against him : Clytemnestra’s son Was of them, weaver of this treason-web.
Full in view standing, still to the God he prayed,—
When lo, with swords keen-whetted unawares They stab Achilles’ son, a man unarmed !
Back drew he, stricken, yet not mortally ;	1120
He drew his sword, and, snatching helm and shield Upon a column’s nails uphung, he stood On the altar-steps, a warrior grim to see ;
And cried to Delphi’s sons, and this he asked:
“ Why would ye slay me, who on holy mission Have come ?—on what charge am I doomed to die ? ”
But of the multitude that surged around None answered word, but ever their hands hurled stones.
Then, by that hail-storm battered from all sides,
With shield outstretched he warded him therefrom, 1130 To this, to that side turning still the targe;
But naught availed, for in one storm the darts,
The arrows, javelins, twy-point spits outlaunched,
And slaughter-knives, came hurtling to his feet.
Dread war-dance hadst thou seen of thy son’s son From darts swift-swerving ! Now they hemmed him round
On all sides, giving him no breathing space.
Then from the altar’s hearth of sacrifice Leaping with that leap which the Trojans knew,
He dashed upon them. They, like doves that spy 1140 The hawk high-wheeling, turned their backs in flight. Many in mingled turmoil fell, by wounds,
Or trampled of others in strait corridors.
Unhallowed clamour broke the temple hush,
And far cliffs echoed. As in a calm mid storm,
5ΟΪ
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ἔστη φαεννοῖς δεσπότης στίλβων ὅττλοις, πρὶν δή τις ἀδὑτων ἐκ μέσων ἐφθἑγξατο δεινόν τε καὶ φρικώδες, ώρσε δὲ στρατόν στρέψας πρός ἀλκήν. ἔνθ’ Ἀχιλλἐως πίτνει παῖς όξυθήκτω πλευρὰ φασγάνω τυπεὶς Δελφοῦ πρὸς ἀνδρὸς, ὅσπερ αυτόν ώλεσε πολλών μετ’ ἄλλων ὼ? δὲ πρὸς γαῖαν πίτνει, τίς οὐ σίδηρον προσφέρει, τίς οὐ πέτρον, βάΧΧων άράσσων ; ττάν δ’ άνάΧωται δέμας το καΧΧίμορφον τραυμάτων υπ’ αγρίων, νεκρόν δὲ δή νιν κείμενον βωμού πέλας εξέβαΧον έκτος θυοδόκων ανακτόρων. ἡμεῖς δ’ άναρπάσαντες ως τάχος χεροϊν κομίξομέν νιν σοι κατοιμωξαι γ ὅσις κΧαύσαί τε, πρέσβυ, γῆς τε κοσμήσαι τάφω. τοιαύθ’ ὁ τοῖς αΧΧοισι θεσπίζων άναξ, ο των δικαίων πάσιν άνθρώποις κριτής, δίκας διδόντα παῖδ’ ἔδρασ’ ΆχιΧΧεως. εμνημόνευσε δ’ ώσπερ άνθρωπος κακός παΧαιά νείκη· πώς ἄν οὐν εἴη σοφός;
Χ0Ρ02
καὶ μὴν ὅδ’ ἄναξ ἡδη φοράδην ΑεΧφίδος εκ γῆ9 δώμα πελάζει. τλήμων ὁ παθών, τλήμων δὲ, yepov, και σύ· δέχει yap τον ΆχίΧΧειον σκύμνον ές οίκους, οὐχ ὼ? σὺ θέΧεις· αυτός τε κακοις [πήμασι κύρσας] εις εν μοίρας συνέκυρσας.
ΠΗΛΕΤ2
ώμοι ἐγώ, κακόν olov όρώ τόδε	στρ. α
καὶ δένομαι ^ερὶ δώμασί τ’ άμοΐς. ίώ μοι μοι, αι αι,	^
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My lord stood flashing in his gleaming arms,
Till from the inmost shrine there pealed a voice
Awful and thrilling, kindling that array
And battleward turning. Then Achilles’ son [side
Fell, stabbed with a brand keen-whetted through the 1150
By a man of Delphi, one that laid him low
With helpers many : but, when he was down,
Who did not thrust the steel, or cast the stone,
Hurling and battering ? All his form was marred,
So goodly-moulded, by their wild-beast wounds.
Then him, beside the altar lying dead,
They cast forth from the incense-breathing shrine.
But with all speed our hands uplifted him,
And to thee bear him, to lament with wail
And weeping, ancient, and to ensepulchre.	1160
Thus Jie that giveth oracles to the world,	■. v '
right,., * γ,ΚΜ <
Hath wreaked revenge upon Achilles’ son,—■	" %
Yea, hath remembered, like some evil man,
An old, old feud ! How then shall he be wise ?
Enter bearers with corpse of Neoptolemus.
chorus
Lo, lo, where the prince, high borne on the bier,
From the Delphian land to his home draweth near!
Alas for the strong death-quelled! Alas for thee, stricken with eld!
Not as thou wouldest, Achilles’ scion	1170
To his home dost thou welcome, the whelp of the lion.
In oneness of weird, in affliction drear,
Art thou linked with the dead lying here.
PELEUS
Woe for the sight breaking on me,	(Str. 1)
That mine hands usher in at my door!
Ah me, ’tis my death ! ah me,
503. J‘
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ω πόλι Θεσσαλία, Βωλώλαμεν, οἰ^ὁμεθ’* οὐκέτι μοι γἐνος, οὐκέτι λειπεται οἵκοις.
ὦ σχέτλιος τταθέων ἐγώ· εἰς τινα δὴ φίλον air/άς β άλλων τέρψομαί ; ω φίλων στόμα καί γένυ καὶ χερες, εἴθε σ’ υπ’ ’Ιλίῳ ἡναρε δαίμων Σιμοεντίδα παρ’ άκτάν Χ0Ρ05
οὖ τος τ’ ἄν ώς ἐκ τῶνδ’ ἐτιμᾶτ’ αν^ερον,/^ θανών, τὺ σὺν δ’ ἦν ώδ’ ἄν εύτυχεστερον. ΠΗΛΕΤ5
ώ γάμος, ὦ γάμος, ος τάδε δώματα ἀντ. α'
καὶ πόλιν ώΧεσας ώλεσας αμάν,
f αίαῖ αἰαι. ὦ παῖ,
μήποτε σῶν λεχεων το δυσώνυμον
ωφέλ\ εμόν γἐνος, εἰ? τέκνα καί δὁμον
άμφιβαλεσθαι
Ἐρμιὸνας Ἀίδαν ἐπὶ σοι, τἐκνον,·)*1 ἀλλὰ κεραυνφ πρόσθεν όλεσθαι, μηδ’ ἐπὶ τοξοσύνα φονίω πατρὸς f αἷμα τὺ διογενε? ποτε Φοῖβον βρότος εις θεόν άνάψαι.f Χ0Ρ02
ὀτοτοῖ ὀτοτοῖ·	στρ. β'
θανόντα δέσποταν γὁοις νὁμῳ τῷ νερτέρων κατάρχω.
ΠΗΛΕΤ2
ὀτοτοῖ ότοτοΐ·	ἀντ. β'
διάδοχα δ’, ὦ τάλας ἐγώ,
7ἐρων καὶ δυστυχὴς δακρύω.
1 1188-1192 corrupt: no satisfactory reading ascertained.
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Oh city of Thessaly,
No child have I,—this hath undone me,—
Neither seed in mine halls any more.
Woe for me !—whitherward turning
Shall mine eyes see the gladness of yore ?	1180
O lips, cheek, and hands of my yearning!
O had a God but o’erthrown thee
’Neath Ilium on Simoi's* shore!
CHORUS
Yea, he had fallen with honour, had he died Thus, ancient/and thy lot were happier so.
'	PELEUS
Woe’s me for the deadly alliance	(Ant. 1)
That hath blasted my city, mine home!
Ah my son, that the curse-haunted line Of thy bride,—unto me, unto mine Evil-boding,—had trapped not my scion’s	1190
Dear limbs in the toils of the tomb,
In the net of Heraiione’s flinging!
O that lightning had first dealt her doom!
And alas that the arrow, death-bringing To thy sire, stirred a man, for defiance Of a God, against Phoebus to come !
CHORUS
With a wail ringing up to the sky (Str. 2)
In the measures of Hades’ abider will I Uplift for my lord stricken low lamentation’s outcry.
PELEUS
(Ant. 2)
With a wail to the heavens upborne 1200 I take up the strain, ah me, and I mourn And I weep, the unblest, the ill-fated, the eld-forlorn.
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Χ0Ρ02
Θεοῦ yap αισα, θεὺς ἔκρανε συμφοράν·	στ ρ. γ*
ΠΗΛΕΤ2
ὦ φίλος, ἔλειπες ἐν δὁμῳ μ’ έρημον,1	. γΛμὴ ^
Γὦμοι μοι, τάλαίπωρον ἐμέ]1 2	*	ν '
L / V ν’ £ ϋ'	/ λ χνίΦ··νν
ηεροντ^απαιοα νοσφισας. - ν	Λγμ'
XOPOS
στρ. δ'
θανεῖν θανεῖν σε, πρέσβυ, χρῆν πάρος τέκνων.
*. Ρ , . t .' ΛV·,
*\(Μ
ΠΗΛΕΤ2
λ.*Α ^ι3ι’>'
ου σπαράζομαι κόμαν,	_
1210 ούκ έπιθηνομαι S' έμφ '■	Vm
κάρα ΧΧνττημά^ ι ρος οΚοόν ; ύΧ’ΤταΚις, διπλών τέκνων μ’ εστέρησε Φοῖβος.
XOPOS
ὼ κακὰ παθών ἰδὼν τε δυστυχὴς ηερων, στρ. ε' τίν αιών εἰς τὺ λοιπὸν ἕξεις;
ΠΗΛΕΤ2}
άτεκνος, έρημος, ονκ ἔχων πέρας κακών ἀντ. ε' διαντ\ήσω πόνους ἐςἈιδαν.
Χ0Ρ02
μάτην δέ σ’ ἐν ηάμοισιν ωΧβισαν θεοί.	ἀντ. γ'
ΠΗΛΕΤ2
άμπτάμενα φρούδα τάμα πάντα κεΐται 1220 κόμπων μεταρσίων πρόσω.
Χ0Ρ02
μόνος μόνοισιν εν δόμοις αναστρέφει.	ἀντ. δ
1	Paley : for ὅάμον ίλιπες ίρημον.
2	Rejected by Matthiae.
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CHORUS
(Str. 3)
’Tis God’s doom: thine affliction God hath wrought.
PELEUS
O my beloved one, lone in his halls hast thou left, An ^13, old majfc of his children bereft.
/ CHORUS
(Sir. 4)
Before thy sons shouldst thou have died, have died !
^	PELEUS
κ’ And shall I not rend mine hair ?
Λ lid shall I from smiting spare ν Mine head, from the ruining hand ?/* O city, see How Phoebus of children twain hath despoiled me *
CHORUS
(Sir. 5)
Ill-starred, who hast seen and suffered evil’s stress, What life through the rest of thy days shalt thou have ?
1210
PELEUS
Childless, forlorn, my woes are limitless :	(Ant. 5)
I shall drain sorrow’s dregs till I sink to the grave.
CHORUS
(Ant. 3)
Gods crowned with joy thy spousals all for naught.
PELEUS
Fleeted and vanished and fallen my glories are,
Far from my boasts high-soaring, O far !	1220
CHORUS
Lone in the lonely halls must thou abide. (Ant. 4)
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ΠΗΛΕΤ2
οὐκέτ* ἔστι μοι πόλις,
σκήπτρά τάδ’ ερρέτω ’πὶ γἀν,
σύ τ’, ω κατ άντρα νύχια Νηρἐως κόρη,
πανώλεθρον γᾶ πίτνοντά μ’ οψει.1
Χ0Ρ02
> \ »/ ιω ιω*
τί κεκίνηται; τίνος αισθάνομαι θειον; κ ουpaiy λεύσσετ’ άθρησατε* δαίμων ὅδε τις λευκὴν αιθέρα πορθμευὁμενος τῶν ίπποβότων Φσίας πεδίων επιβαίνει.
ΘΕΤΙ2
Πηλεῦ, χάριν σῶν τῶν πάρος ννμφενμάτων ἥκω Θέτις λιποῦσα Νηρἐως δόμους. καὶ πρώτα μέν σοι τοῖς παρεστωσιν κακοῖς μηδὲν τι λίαν δυσφορεῖν παρῄνεσα* κἀγὼ 7ὰρ> ἢν ἄκλαυστ’ ἐχρῆν τίκτειν τέκνα, ἀπώλεσ’ ἐκ σοῦ παῖδα τὸν ταχύν πόδας Ἀχιλλἑα τεκονσα πρώτον Ελλάδος. ὦν δ’ εἵνεκ’ ἦλθον σημανώ, σὺ δ’ ἐνδἐχου. τον μὲν θανόντα τὁνδ’ Ἀχιλλέως γόνον θάψον πορεύσας Πυθικὴν πρὸς εσχάραν, Δελφοῖς ὅνειδος, ως άπα^έλλη τάφος φόνον βίαιον της Ὀρεστείας χερὸς· γυναίκα δ’ αἰχμάλωτον, Ἀνδρομάχην λέγω, Μολοσσίαν γῆν χρὴ κατοικήσαι, ηέρον, Ελἐνῳ σνναΧλαχθεισαν ενναίοις ηάμοις, καί παῖδα τὁνδε τῶν ἀπ’ Αιακόν μόνον λελειμμένον δή* βασιλέα δ’ ἐκ τοῦδε χρὴ ἄλλον δι* άλλον διαπερᾶν Μολοσσίας
1 Hermann : for MSS. μ* ὅψειει πίτνοντα πρός γαν.
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PELEUS
No city is mine—none now !
Down, sceptre, in dust lie thou !
Thou, daughter of Nereus, from twilight of thy sea-hall Shalt behold me, in ruin and wrack to the earth as I fall.
CHORUS
What ho ! what ho !
What stir in the air, what fragrance divine ?
Look yonder !—O mark it, companions mine !
Some God through the stainless sky doth speed ; And the car swings low
To the plains of Phthia the nurse of the steed. thetis descends to the stage.
THETIS
EfiLewe* for mine espousals’ sake of old To thee, I Thetis come from Nereus’ halls.
And, first, I counsel thee, repine not thou Overmuch for the woes that compass thee.
I too, who ought to have borne no child of sorrow, Lost him I bare to thee, my fleetfoot son,
Achilles, who in Hellas had no peer.
Now hearken while I tell my coming’s cause: Thorrto the Pythian temple journeys -there Bury thou this, thy dead, Achilles’ seed,
Delphi’s reproach, that his tomb may proclaim His death, his murder, by Orestes’ hand.
And that .war^captive ἀαηιε, . Andromaehe,
In the Molossian land must find a home firtawful wedlock joined to Helenas,
With that child, who alone is left alive Of Aeacus’ line. And kings Molossian From him one after other long shall reign
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εὺδαιμονοὐντας* οὐ yap ώδ’ άνάστατον 7ἐνος γενὲσθαι δεῖ τὺ σὺν κάριον, yepov, Τροίας τε* καὶ γἀγ θεοισι κἀκείνης μέλει, καίπερ πεσοὑσης Παλλάδος προθυμία. σε δ’, ως ἄν εἰδῇς τῆς ἐμἣς εὐνῆς χάριν, [θεὰ yεyώσa και θεόν πατρός τἐκος,] κακών άπαλλάξασα των βροτησίων αθάνατον άφθιτόν τε ποιήσω θεόν, καπειτα Νηρέως ἐν δὁμοις ἐμοῦ μέτα τὺ λοιπόν ήδη θεὺς συνοικήσεις θεα· ενθεν κομίζων ξηρόν εκ πόντου πόδα τον φίλτατον σοι παῖδ’ ἐμοί τ’ Ἀχιλλἐα ὅήτει δόμους ναίοντα νησιωτικούς Λευκὴν κατ’ ακτήν εντός Εὐξείνου πόρου. ἀλλ’ ἔρπε Δελφών εις θεὁδμητον πόλιν νεκρόν κομίζων τὁνδε, καὶ κρύψας χθονί ἐλθὼν παλαιᾶς χοιράδος κοῖλον μυχόν Σηπιάδος ἵξου* μίμνε δ’, ἔστ’ ἂν ἐξ ἁλὺς λαβοϋσα πεντηκοντα Νηρῄδων χορόν έλθω κομιστήν σου· τὺ γὰρ πεπρωμενον δεῖ σ’ εκκομίζειν Ζηνι yap δοκεῖ τάδε. παΰσαι δε λύπης τών τεθνηκότων υπέρ· πᾶσιν γὰΡ άνθρώποισιν ήδε προς θεών ιψῆφος κεκρανται κατθανεῖν τ* οφείλεται.
ΠΗΛΕΤ5
ώ πότνι, ὦ yεvvaΐa avyKo^r\pxLTa, Νηρὲως γενεθλον, χαῖρε· ταῦτα δ’ ἀξίως σαυτης τε ποιείς καί τέκνων τών εκ σέθεν. παυσω δε λύπην σου κελευούσης, θεά, και τόνδε θάψας εἶμι Πηλίου πτυχάς, ούπερ σὺν εἷλον χερσὶ κάλλιστον δέμας. κατ ου y α με ιν δητ ἔκ τε γ ενναίων χρεὼν
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In bliss ; for, ancient, nowise thus thy line
And mine is destined to be brought to naught:	1250
No, neither Troy; the Gods yet hold her dear,
Albeit by Pallas’ eager hate she fell.
.Thee too—so learn what grace comes of my couch ;
A~fcroddess I, whose father was a God—
Will I deliver from all mortal ills,
Andjibt tliee above decay and death^ajQ^
Henceforth in Nereus’ palace thou with me,
As God with Goddess, shalt for ever dwell.
Thence rising dry-shod from the sea, shalt thou
Behold Achilles, thy beloved son	1260
And mine, abiding in his island home
On the White Strand, within the Euxine Sea.
Now fare thou to the Delphians’ God-built burg
Bearing this corpse, and hide it in the ground ;
Then seek the deep cave ’neath the ancient rock
Sepias ; abide there : tarry till I rise
With fifty chanting Nereids from the sea,
To lead thee thence ; for all the doom of fate
Must thou accomplish : Zeus’s will is this.
Refrain thou then from grieving for the dead :	1270
For unto all men is this lot ordained
Of heaven : from all the debt of death is due.
%
PELEUS
O couch-mate mine, O high-born Majesty,
Offspring of Nereus, hail thou ! Worthy thee, Worthy thy children, are the things thou dost. Goddess, at thy command my grief shall cease.
Him will I bury, and go to Pelion’s glens,
Where in mine arms I clasped thy loveliest form.
[ Exit THETIS.
Now, shall not whoso is prudent choose his wife,
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1280 δοῦναί τ’ ἐς ἐσθλους, ὅστις εὖ βουλεὑβται, κακών δὲ λἐκτρων μὴ ’πιθυμίαν ἔχειν, μηδ’ εἰ ζάπλουτους οἴσεται φερνὰς δὁμοις οὐ γάρ ποτ’ ἄν πράξειαν ἐκ θεών κακῶς.
Χ0Ρ02
Πολλαὶ μορώαΐ των δαιμόνιων, πολλὰ δ’ ἀελπτως κραίνουσο θεοί· καὶ τὰ δοκηθἐντ’ οὐκ ἐτελἐσθη, τῶν δ’ άδοκήτων πόρον εὖρε θεὁς. τοιὁνδ’ άπόβη τόδε πραημα.
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ANDROMACHE
And for his children mates, of noble strain,
And nurse no longing for an evil bride,
Not though she bring his house a regal dower ?
So should men ne’er receive ill of the Gods.
chorus
O the works of the Gods—in manifold forms they reveal them:
Manifold things unhoped-for the Gods to accomplishment bring.
And the things that we looked for, the Gods deign not to fulfil them ;
And the paths undiscerned of our eyes, the Gods unseal them.
So fell this marvellous thing.
[Exeunt omnes.
νοι. II.	L L
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INTRODUCTION
The Satyric Drgma. of which the Cyclops i^Jh^ufitary rvtnnt is especially interesting as being a survival in literature. The Greek drama originally, as being designed for representation at the great annual festival of Dionysus or Bacchus, had for its subject some incident in the adventures of that god or his followers. When, early in the ffth century b.c., it became the rule that each dramatic poet should present a tnlogy of tragedies at the Greater Dionysia, it was required that to these should be added a fourth play, founded on the ancient theme, as a concession to the popular feeling connected with the Wine-god's festival, and as a recognition of his presence. As the chorus in such plays was invariably composed of Satyrs, the peculiar attendants of Bacchus, such plays were called Satyric Dramas. In these, incidents in the legends of gods and heroes were treated with an approach to burlesque, the high style of tragedy was abandoned at pleasure, the vocabulary contained many words which were beneath the dignity of the serious drama, the dances were wild, and not always decent, the versification was more irregular, broad and wanton jests were not only admitted, but perhaps even prescribed : in short, the unrestrained licence of the original Dionysia found here its literary expression.
The subject of the Cyclops is taken from that adventure of Odysseus which is related with Epic dignity by Homer in the Odyssey, Bk. IX. The divergences, rendered inevitable by the special character of the Satyric Drama, are so great that it cannot be affirmed with certainly that this play was really based on Homer.
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE
Silen us, an old attendant of Bacchus. Odysseus, king of Ithaca.
Cyclops, α one-eyed giant.
Chorus, consisting of Satyrs.
Men of Odysseus' crew.
Scene : At the entrance to a great cave at the foot of Mount Etna.
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2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
Ώ Βρὀμιε, διὰ σὲ μυρίους ἔχω πόνους νῦν %ώτ’ ἐν ἦβῃ τοὐμὸν εὐσθένει δέμας· πρῶτον μέν, ήνίκ ἐμμανὴς Ἠρας ὑπο Νὑμφας ὸρείας εκλιπών ᾤχου τροφούς· επεισ ὅτ’ ἀμφὶ yηyεvή μἀγην δορος ενδέξιος σῷ ποδὶ παρασπιστὴς yeyoes Ἐ7κέλαδον ἰτἐαν εἰς μέσην θενὼν δορὶ ἔκτεινα—φέρ ἵδω, τοῦτ’ ἰδὼν ὄναρ λέγω; οὐ μὰ ΔΓ, ἐπεὶ καὶ σκῦλ’ ἔδειξα Βα/τχίῳ. καὶ νῦν εκείνων μείζον εξαντλώ πόνον. ἐπεὶ γὰρ^Ηρα σοι yevos Ύυρσηνικον Χωστών έπώρσεν, ὼς ὁδηθειης μακράν, iyio πνθόμένος συν τεκνοισι νανστοΧώ σέθεν κατὰ ζήτησιν. ἐν πρύμνη δ’ άκρα αντος Χαβών ηΰθννον άμφήρες δόρυ, παῖδες τ’ ερετμοϊς ἦμενοι, yXavKrjv άΧα ροθίοισι Χευκαίνοντες, εζητουν σ, άναξ, ήδη δε Μαλέας πλησίον πεπλευκότας ἀπηλιώτης άνεμος έμπνεύσας δορϊ έξεβαλεν ημάς τήνδ’ ἐς Αἰτναίαν πέτραν, ϊν οι μονώπες Ποντίου παῖδες Θεοῦ Κύκλωπες οίκονσ άντρ ἔρημ’ άνδροκτόνοι.
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Enter from the cave silenus, dragging after him a rusty iron rake.
SILENUS
0	Bacchus!—oh the back-aches that I got
In your cause, when my youthful blood was hot:
First, when, with addled brains through Hera’s curses,
You bolted from the Mountain-maids, your nurses;
Next time, when, in the Battle o’ Phlegra Field,
1	was your right-hand man, and through the shield Of Giant Whatshisname I neatly put
A yard of spear—what, dreamed all this ? Tut, tut! Did Bacchus dream I showed the monster’s spoils To him ? Ah, that was play beside these toils !
For, O my Bacchus, Hera set on you	10
A gang of thieves, a Tuscan pirate-crew,
To take you on a very distant trip.
I heard of it, and promptly manned a ship With my wild boys, and sailed upon the quest.
I took the helm, and—well, I did my best;
And the boys rowed—at least, made shift to fling Some foam about; and so we sought our king.
But, just as on our quarter Malea lay,
An east wind blew, and cast our ship away Upon this rocky shore by Etna’s roots,	20
Jlome of the Cyclops (Neptune’s amours’ fruits), One-eyed; cave-kennelled, man-devouring brutes.
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τούτων ὲνὸς Χηφθέντες ἐσμὲν ἐν δὁμοις δούλοι· καλοῦσι δ’ αυτόν φ Χατρεύομεν Πολύφημον, ἀντὶ δ’ ευ ίων βακχευμάτων ποίμνας Κύκλωπος άνοσίον ποιμαίνομεν. παῖδες μὲν οὖν μοι κλιτύων ἐν έσχάτοις νἑμουσι μῆλα νέα νέοι πεφυκὁτες, ἐγὼ δὲ πληρούν πίστρα καὶ σαίρειν στέγας μενών τέταγμαι τάσδε, τῷ τε δυσσεβεΐ Κὑκλωπι δείπνων ανοσιών διάκονος. καί νυν, τὰ προσταχθέντ , ἀναγκαίως ἔχει σαίρειν σιδηρά τηδέ μ αρπαγή δόμους, ως τον τ άπόντα δεσπότην Κὑκλωπ’ ἐμὺν καθαροΐσιν άντροις μήλα τ’ είσδεχώμεθα. ηδη δε παιδας προσνεμοντας είσορώ ποίμνας. τί ταῦτα; μῶν κρότος σικινίδων ὅμοιος ὑμῖν νῦν τε χώτε Βακχίῳ κώμοις συνασπίζοντες ’Αλθαίας δόμους προσητ άοιδαις βαρβίτων σαυΧούμενοι;
Χ0Ρ02
πᾶ μοι γενναίων πατέρων	σ*
γενναίων τ εκ τοκάδων, π α δη μοι νίσει σκοπέλους; οὐ τᾴδ’ υπήνεμος αύρα καί ποιηρα βότανα, δινάέν θ’ ὕδωρ ποταμών εν πίστραις κεΐται πέλας άντρων ; ου σοι βΧαχαι τεκέων;
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One of them caught us, so that we became Slaves in his den ; and this slave-driver’s name Is Polyphemus. No more Bacchanal song And dance for us ! We’ve got to herd a throng Of this ungodly villain’s goats and sheep :
Yes, my poor boys on far-off hill-sides steep—
My tender ones—are tending flocks for him !
And I’m a prisoner here, must fill to the brim His sheep-troughs : I must sweep this stinking den For godless Goggle-eye, must tum cook then,	30
And serve his cursed dinners up—fried men!
Now with this clumsiest of iron rakes (Jacks it.)
I must needs clear up all the mess he makes,
To welcome home my lord, old Saucer-eye,
And his sheep with him, into a clean—sty.
Ah, here my boys come, driving home the bleating Flocks ; yes, I see them—what, is that the beating Of dancing feet? It's like old times, when round Althaea’s house, with Bacchus, to the sound Of song and harp, your toes scarce touched the ground.	40
Enter chorus, dnving goats and sheep.
a satyr (to a he-goat)
O come along, Sir Billy ! If your father was a king, And your mother queen of Nannies, still you needn’t go and spring
Over cliff and crag up yonder: it’s good enough for you
Down here, where winds are sleeping, and where green as ever grew
Is the grass that waits the cropping;
And the rippling water, slopping Out of all the troughs full-brimming by the cave, is full in view;
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ψνττα, σὺ τάδ’ ον, χον τάδε νεμεῖ,
50	* * κλιτὺν δροσεράν;
ὼή, ρόψω πέτρον τάχα σου· viray ώ viray ω κεράστα, μηΧοβότα στασιωρον Κύκλωπος ay ρο βάτα.
anapy&VTas μαστούς χάΧασον δέξαι θηλαῖσι σπορὰς, ας λείπεις ἀρνὼν θαλάμοις.
ΤΓοθονσί σ ἁμερὁκοιτοι βΧαχαϊ σμικρών τεκέων.
60	εἰς ανΧάν ποτ άμφίβαΧεΐς
ποιηροὺς λείπουσα νομούς,
Αιτναίων εἴσω σκοπέλων;1 οὐ τάδε Βρόμιος, οὐ τάδε χοροί Βάκχαι τε θυρσοφὁροι, οὐ τυμπάνων άXaXayμoί, οὐκ οἴνου χΧωραϊ σταγόνες κρήναις παρ’ ὺδροχὑτοις, οὐ Πνεύματα2, Νυμφᾶν.
Ιακχον ϊακχον ῴδὰν 70	μέλπω πρὸς τὰν Ἀφροδίταν,
αν θηρενων ττετόμαν
1	After ν. 62 Kirchoff, followed by Murray, vv. 49-54.
2	Nauck: for MSS. ούδ* ἐννόσσα and ου νύσσα. ούδ' ἐν Νόσ^ μετά Νυμφαν .... μἐλπω.
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And your little kids are pleading te Come you down ! ”—and never heeding 50 From the steep you still are hanging, all bedraggled with the dew.	[rascal! Shoo !
Here goes a stone to stir you ! Shoo, you wilful Come you down, and come this minute, you nasty horned thing !	[underling ?
Don’t you hear your keeper calling, farmer Giant’s
ANOTHER SATYR (to a ske-gO(lt)
Come, my pretty, to the milking; then away you skip, to meet
Your little babies, hungry to nose the heavy teat;
For you left them at the dawning, on the rushes where they lay,	[the day.
And they sorely need refreshment, after sleeping all Don’t you see your little sweeting ?
Can’t you hear his hungry bleating ?
O leave the grassy pasture, to the folding come away ! 60 Enter here, your cave is ready Under Etna, clean and shady:—
O dear! no sign of Bacchus nor his Bacchanal array! There’s no clashing of the cymbals, no dances reel and sway,	[sweet,
Nothing trickling from a wine-jar in droppings honey-Nor beside the gushing fountains trip the Mountain-maidens’ feet.
CHORUS OF ALL THE SATYRS
O Aphrodite ! and O the mighty
Spell of the chant that thrilled the air,	70
When to its cadence I chased the maidens,
5^5
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Βάκχαις σὺν Χενκόποσιν. ω φίΧος, ω φίΧβ*$ακχεΐε/ίτοΐ οΙοποΧών ανθάν χαίταν σείεις ι ^ ἐγὼ δ’ ὁ σὸς πράποΧος θητ€ὑ«νΚὑκλωπι τῷ μονοδέρκτο^ζδοῦλος άΧαίνων συν τῷδε τράγον γΧαίνα μελἑᾳ σᾶς χωρὶς φιλίας.
2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
σιγησατ, ώ τἑκν’, άντρα δ’ εἰς πετρηρεφῆ ποίμνας άθροΐσαι προσπόΧους κεΧεύσατε.
XOPOS
χωρεΐτ· ἀτὰρ δὴ τίνα, πάτερ, σπουδὴν ἔχεις 2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
ὁρῶ πρὸς ἀκταῖς ναὸς Ἐλλάδος σκάφος κώπης τ* άνακτας συν στρατηλάτη τινι στείχοντας εἰς τὁδ’ ἄντρον, ἀμφὶ δ’ αυχέσι τεύχη φέρονται κενά, βοράς κεχρημένοι, κρωσσούς θ’ ύδρηΧούς. ω ταΧαίπωροι ξένοι. τινες ποτ’ είσίν; ούκ ϊσασι δεσπότην Πολύφημον οἷός ἐστιν, άξενον στέγην τήνδ' εμβεβώτες και Κυκλώπιον γνάθον την άνδροβρώτα δυστυχώς σφιγμένοι. ἀλλ’ ήσυχοι γίγνεσθ,* ἵν’ εκπυθώμεθα ποθεν πάρεισι ΧικεΧον Αίτναΐον πάγον.
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
ξἐνοι, φράσαιτ αν νάμα ποτάμιον ποθεν δίῆτης ακος Χάβοιμεν, εἴ τε τις θέΧει
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The Bacchanal girls, and the feet snow-fair! Q^feacchus,^enly-beloved, all lonely Now",ᾶγο» are wandering where, ah where,
Of me unbeholdei\^tossing the golden Nectar-breathing cloud of your hair Ρ And I, your vassal, a slave, in the castle-Dungeon of<pne-eyed Giant Despair,
A slave sheep-drover, with naught to cover
My limbs but a foul goat’s skin worn bare,	80
I wander, breaking my heart with aching
For my lost love far from the voice of my prayer.
SILENUS
Hush, boys! Quick, tell the lads to get the flock In haste beneath the cavern’s roof of rock.
CHORUS
Look sharp there I Where’s the hurry, father, now ?
'	SILENUS
Down on the beach I spy a Greek ship’s prow;
I see the kings o’ the oar—their captain’s there—
Come tramping towards this cave. Aha, they bear Slung round their necks some baskets. Come to beg For food, of course—and water ; there’s the keg.
O you poor wretches ! Who on earth are these ?
Little they dream what hospitalities	90
Are by the master of this house bestowed,
Who tread this strangely hospitable road Up to the doors of—Goggle-eyes’s jaw,
For right warm welcome to his cannibal maw!
Now we shall learn—if you will just keep still— Whence come these to Sicilian Etna’s hill.
Enter odysseus and crew.
ODYSSEUS
Friends, can you tell us whereabouts to find Some running water ? If you’d be so kind,
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βοράν ὁδῆσαι ναυτίλοις κεχρημένοις; τί χρήμα ; βρομίου πόλιν ἔοιγμεν είσβάλεΐν.
100 Σατύρων πρὸς άντροις τὁνδ’ ὅμιλον εἰσορῶ. χαίρ€ΐν προσείπα πρώτα τον γεραίτατον.
2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
χαῖρ’, ὦ ξέν’, ὅστις δ’ ει φράσον πάτραν τε σήν. ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
Τθακος Ὀδυσσεὺς, γῆς Κεφαλλήνων ἄναξ. 2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
οἶδ’ ἄνδρα, κρόταλον δριμύ, Σίσυφον γένος. ΟΔΤ52ΕΤ2
εκείνος οντος εἰμι· λοιδορεί δὲ μή.
2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
ποθεν ΣικέΧίαν τήνδε νανστόλών πάρει;
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
ἐξ Ίλιον γε κἀπὺ Τρωικών πόνων.
2ΕΙΛΗΝ05
πῶς; πορθμόν ονκ ἥδησθα πατρώας χθονός; ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
ανέμων θὐελλαι δεῦρο μ’ ήρπασαν βία.
2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
110 παπαῖ· τον αυτόν ΰαίμον εξαντΧεΐς εμοί.
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
ἦ καὶ σὺ δεῦρο πρὸς βίαν άπεστάΧης;
2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
λῃστὸς διώκων, οἳ Βρόμιον άνήρπασαν.
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
τις δ’ ἦδε χώρα, καὶ τινες ναίονο ί νιν;
5ΕΙΛΗΝ02
Αἰτναῖος ὄχθος Σικελίας υπέρτατος. 528
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Moreover, as to sell us hungry tars Something to eat—but what, what ? O my stars !
Is this the City of Bacchus that we’ve found ?
Here’s quite a crowd of Satyrs standing round	100
A cave ! A fatherly old party, too,
A patriarch quite—good morning, Sir, to you !
SILENUS
Good morning. What’s your name and whence d’you
come ?
ODYSSEUS
Odysseus—Isle-king—Ithaca’s my home.
SILENUS
Ah, Sisyphus’ son ! Sharp rogue, a sight too clever!
ODYSSEUS
That’s me. You needn’t call hard names, however.
SILENUS
And whence do you come to Sicily, may I ask ?
ODYSSEUS
From taking Troy—tough job, a ten years’ task.
SILENUS
What, didn’t you know the way back to your door ?
ODYSSEUS
A hurricane caught us, cast us on this shore	110
SILENUS
Heavens! You and I are in one boat together !
ODYSSEUS
What ? you too driven here by stress of weather ?
SILENUS
Pirates had kidnapped Bacchus : we gave chase.
ODYSSEUS
H’m—what’s the land called ? Who live in this place ?
SILENUS
That’s Etna—highest point of Sicily.
VOL. II.
529
Μ M
Digitized by Google
ΚΥΚΛΩ*
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
τείχη δὲ που στι καὶ πόλεως πυργώματα; 2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
οὐκ εἴσ’· ἔρημοι πρώνες ανθρώπων, ξένε. ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
τινες δ’ ἔχουσι γαῖαν; ἡ Θηρών γένος; 2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
Κύκλωπες, ἄντρ’ οίκοΰντες, οὐ στέγας δόμων. ΟΔΤ55ΕΤ2
τίνος κλύοντες; ἢ δεδήμευτat κράτος; 2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
νομάδες* ακούει δ’ οὐδὲν οὐδεὶς οὐδενὁς. ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ3
απείρου σ ι δ’—ἢ τῷ ζῶσις—Δήμητρος στάχυν; 2ΕΙΛΗΝ05
γάλακτι και τυροΐσι και μήλων βορά. ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
Βρομίου δὲ ττῶμί ἔχουσιν, αμπέλου ροάς; 2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
ήκιστα* τοιγὰρ ἄχορον οίκούσι γθόνα. ΟΔΤ25ΕΤ5
φιλόξενοι δὲ χωσιοι περί ξένους;
2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
γλυκύτατα φασι τα κρέα τούς ξένους φορεΐν. ΟΔΤ32ΕΤ2
τί φής; βορᾴ χαίρουσιν άνθ ρωποκτόνψ'
2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
οὐδεὶς μόλων δεϋρ’ ὅστις οὐ κατεσφάγη. ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
αὐτὸς δὲ Κὑκλωῆτ ποῦ’ στιν; ἢ δόμων ἔσω;
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ODYSSEUS
But—where's the city? Never a tower I see.
SILENUS
There’s none, nor any men—waste hills and lonely.
ODYSSEUS
What, no inhabitants ?—the wild beasts only ?
SILENUS
Cyclops—no houses—burrow in caves, like rats.
ODYSSEUS
Who is their king ?—or are they democrats ?
SILENUS
Shepherds—and not for nobody they don’t care. 120
ODYSSEUS
Do they sow corn ?—or what’s their daily fare ?
SILENUS
Milk, cheese—and the eternal mutton-chop.
ODYSSEUS
Do they grow vines, make wine ? (sees Silenus’ expression.) What, never a drop ?
silenus (with bitter emphasis)
Not—one—least—drop ! No songs or dances here !
ODYSSEUS
Hospitable ? Do strangers get good cheer ?
SILENUS
Their special dainty is—the flesh of strangers !
ODYSSEUS
What, what ?—they’re cannibals, these desert-rangers ?
SILENUS
So far, they’ve butchered every man who’s come.
ODYSSEUS
And where’s this Cyclops ?—don’t say he’s at home f
531
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5ΕΙΛΗΝ02
φρούδος πρὸς Αἴτνην, Θήρας ίχνεύων κυσίν. ΟΔΤ55ΕΤ5
οἶσθ’ οὖν δ δράσον, ως άπαίρωμεν χθονὸς;
2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
οὐκ οἰδ’, Ὀδυσσεῦ* πᾶν δέ σοι δρωημεν ἄν. ΟΔΤ25ΕΤ2
δδησον ἡμῖν σῖτον, οὖ σπανίζομεν.
2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
οὐκ ἔστιν, ὧσπερ ειπον, ἄλΛο πλὴν κρέας.
ΟΔΤ52ΕΤΕ
ἀλλ’ ἡδὺ λιμοῦ καὶ τόδε σχετήριον. 2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
καὶ τυρός δττίας ἔστι καὶ βοὸς γάλα. ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
εκφέρετε· φῶς γὰρ ἐμπολήμασιν πρέπει. 2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
σὺ δ’ αντιδώσεις, είπέ μοι, χρυσόν πόσον; ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
οὐ χρυσόν, ἀλλὰ πώμα Διονύσου φέρω. 2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
ώ φιλτατ είπών, οὖ σπανίζομεν παΧαι. ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
καὶ μὴν Μάρων μοι πῶμ’ εδωκε, παῖς Θεοῦ. 2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
ον εξέθρεψα ταῖσδ’ ἐγώ ποτ’ ἀγκάλαις; ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ5
ὁ Βακχίον παῖς, ὡς σαφέστερον μάθῃς. 2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
ἐν σέλμασι νεὼς ἐστιν, ῆ φέρεις συ νιν;
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SILENUS
No, gone to Etna with his hounds to-day.	130
ODYSSEUS
Do something for us : then we’ll get away.
SILENUS
What is it ? (iunctuously) I’d do anything for you.
ODYSSEUS
Sell us some food. They’re famished, are my crew.
SILENUS
There’s nothing, as I said, save only meat.
ODYSSEUS
Tough mutton ?—h’m : well, starving men must eat.
SILENUS
Cream-cheeses too, and milk—a very sea.
ODYSSEUS
Let’s see ’em first—no pig-in-a-poke for me !
SILENUS
You show your money—pay before you dine !
ODYSSEUS
Better than money : what I’ve got here—wine !
SILENUS
Wine ? Blessed word—last tasted long agone !	140
ODYSSEUS
’Twas Maron gave it ine, your Wine-god’s son.
SILENUS
Dear boy !—these arms have nursed you, and here I find you!
ODYSSEUS
Yes, Bacchus’ best brew, from his own son, mind you.
SILENUS
Got the wine with you ?—not in yon ship’s hold ?
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ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
ὅδ’ ασκός, ΰς κεὑθει νιν ώς ὁρᾴς, γ όρον. 5ΕΙΛΗΝ02
οντος μὲν οὐδ’ αν την γνάθον πλήσειέ μου. ΟΔΤ25ΕΤ5
ναὶ δὶς τόσον πῶμ’ ὅσον ἄν ἐξ ασκού pvfj.
2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
καλήν γε κρηνην εἶπας ἡδβῖάν τ’ ἐμοι· ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
βούλει σε γεύσω ττρώτον άκρατον μέθυ;
2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
δίκαιον ἦ γὰρ γεύμα την ὼνὴν καλεῖ. ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ5
καὶ μὴν εφελκω καί ττοτήρ ασκοί) μετά· 2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
φἑρ’ εκττάταξον, ως άναμνησθώ ιτιών.
ἰδού.
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
2ΕΙΛΗΝ05
παπαιάξ, ως καλήν οσμήν ἔχει.
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ5 είδες γὰρ αὐτήν;
2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
οὐ μὰ Δί’, ἀλλ’ οσφραίνομαι.
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
γεΰσαί. νυν, ὡς ἄν μὴ λόγῳ ’παινῇς μόνον. 2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
βαβαί· γρρευσαι τταρακαλει μ’ ὁ Βάκχιος.
ἀ ἀ ἀ.
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CYCLOPS
ODYSSEUS
Old man, it’s in this very skin—behold !
[tSAcmw comer of skin.
SILENUS
That !—why there’s not a toothful in’t, I swear 1
ODYSSEUS
There’s twice as much as you can hold in there.
[Shows whole skin.
SILENUS
Oh—h ! what a fountain of delight! O sweet!
ODYSSEUS
Have a small taste ? No water in it—neat.
SILENUS
Right! “ Wet a bargain with a glass,” you know. 150
ODYSSEUS
Here then:—his skinship’s got his boat in tow.
[Shows cup hanging from wine-skin,
SILENUS
Quick! Trot him out: revive my memory.
I’ve clean forgot the taste of it.
odysseus (pouring)
There—see ?
SILENUS
Oh—oh ! I say ! What a bouquet!—divine !
ODYSSEUS
Bouquet ?—d’ye see one ?
SILENUS
No; this nose of mine,
By Jove, can answer for it right enough.
ODYSSEUS
Try if it’s worth your praise—just taste the stuff. silenus (drinks)
Oh ! oh! I must dance! Bacchus sounds the note !
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ΟΔΤ55ΕΤ2
μῶν τον λάρυγγα διεκάναξέ σου καλῶς ; 5ΕΙΛΗΝ02
ὦστ’ εἰ? ἄκρου? γε τοὺς όνυχας ἀφίκετο. ΟΔΤ25ΕΤ2
πρὸς τῷδε μέντοι καί νόμισμα δώσομεν. 5ΕΙΛΗΝ02
χάλα τον ασκόν μόνον ἔα τὺ χρυσίον. ΟΔΤ52ΕΤ2
εκφέρετε νυν τόρευμα και1 μήλων τόκον. 5ΕΙΛΗΝ02
δράσω τάδ’, ολίγον φροντίσας γε δεσποτών, ώς ἐκπιεῖν γ’ ἂν κύλικα μαινοίμην μίαν, παντων Κυκλώπων ἀντιδοὺς βοσκήματα, ρΐψαί τ ἐς άλμην λισσάδος πέτρας άπο, άπαξ μεθυσθεὶς καταβαλών τε τὰς όφρνς. ὼ? ος γε πίνων μη γέγηθε μαίνεται· ϊν ἔστι τουτί τ’ ορθόν έξανιστάναι μαστόν τε φραγμός καί παρεσκευασμένον ήταΰσαι χεροϊν λειμώνος, ὀρχηστὺς θ’ άμα κακών τε λῆστις, ειτ’ ἐγὼ οὐ κννησομαι τοιόνδε πώμα, τηνβ^ύκλωπος άμαθίαν κλαίειν κελεύων καϊ^τόν οφθαλμόν μέσον ; ^ ΧΟΡΟ^-
άκου, Ὀδυσσεῦ, διαλαλησωμέν τί σοι· ΟΔΤ35ΕΤ2
καὶ μὴν φίλοι γε προσφέρεσθε προς φίλον.
1 Wilamowitz: for MSS. τυρεόματ’ ἡ.
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CYCLOPS
ODYSSEUS
Did it slip very sweetly down your throat ?
SILENUS
Throat, man ?—to my very toes ! I feel ’em tingling.
ODYSSEUS
I’ll pay cash too : I’ve got it ready-jingling.	160
SILENUS
Wine ! wine !—for money I don’t care a button.
ODYSSEUS
All right. Fetch out your cheeses and your mutton.
SILENUS
I will! For master I doii’t care one fig !
So mad I am for just another swig,
That I’d sell for it all the giants’ flocks—
Ay, chuck them in the sea from yonder rocks,
If once I get well drunk, and smooth my brow Clear of the wrinkles drawn by trouble’s plough.
The man that isn’t jolly after drinking Is just a drivelling idiot, to my thinking.
Jolly’s no word for it!—I see a vision
Of snowy bosoms, of delights Elysian ;	170
Of fingers fondling silken hair, of dancing,
Oblivion of all care !—O dream entrancing!
And shall my lips not kiss the cup whence come Such raptures ? And shall 1 not snap my thumb At Goggle-eye, the blockhead, and the hoiyid /One eye stuck in the middle of his forehead f
[Goes off to collect the goods.
A SATVR
Look here, Odysseus; let me ask some questions.
ODYSSEUS
Of course : from friends I welcome all suggestions.
537
Digitized by Google
ΚΥΚΛΩΨ
XOPOS
ἐλάβετε ΊΪροίαν την Ἐλἐνην τε χειρίαν; ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
καὶ πάντα γ’ οἴκον Πριαμιδῶν ἐπέρσαμεν. Χ0Ρ02
οὔκουν ἐπειδὴ τὴν νεᾶνιν εἵλετε,
180 ἄπαντες αὐτὴν δ/εκροτήσατ’ ἐν μέρει, ἐπεί γε πολλοῖς ἦδεται γαμουμένη ; τὴν προδὁτιν, ἢ τοὺς θυλάκους τοὺς ποικίλους περὶ τοῖν σκέΧοιν ἰδοῦσα καὶ τον χρύσβον κΧφον φοροϋντα περὶ μέσον τον αυχένα ἐξεπτοήθη, Μενέλεων, ἀνθρώπιον Χφστον, λιποῦσα. μηδαμού γένος ποτὲ φῦναι γυναικών ώφελ’—εἰ μὴ ’μοι μένω,
2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
ἰδοὺ τάδ’ ὑμῖν ποιμνίων βοσκήματα, άναξ Ὀδυσσεῦ, μηκάδων ἀρνὼν τροφαί,
190 πηκτού γάΧακτός τ ου σπάνια τυρεύματα. φέρεσθε, χωρεῖθ’ ὡς τάχιστ άντρων άπο, βότρυος ἐμοὶ πῶμ’ ἀντιδὁντες εὐίου. οἴμοι· Κὑκλωῆτ δδ’ ερχεται· τί δρασομεν ; ΟΔΤ52ΕΤ5
ἀπολώλαμεν γάρ, ω γέρον ποϊ χρή φυγεΐν ; 2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
ἔσω πέτρας τῆσδ’, ουπερ αν Χάθοιτέ γε. ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
δεινόν τὁδ’ εἶπας, άρκύων μολεῖν ἔσω.
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SATYR
Did you take Troy, and capture Helen too?
ODYSSEUS
O yes : all Priam’s house we overthrew.
SATYR
Well, when you’d caught the naughty little jade, Didn’t each man whip out his vorpal blade,
And thrust her through, one after another, then, And let her have for once her fill of men !	~7
The baggage !—fell in love, all in a twinkle,
With Paris’s gaudy bags,1 without a wrinkle Fitted to his fine legs, and lost her heart To his gold necklace ! And she must depart,
And leave the best of little chaps all lonely, Menelaus ! ’Tell you what it is—if only No woman lived, a good thing would it be—
Not one on earth—except a few for me.
Enter silenus with satyrs bringing bowls and lambs.
SILENUS
Here, king Odysseus, here they come, the lambs, Warranted tender babes of bleating dams ;
Here are the curds, and cheeses too galore.
Catch hold, and hurry ’em down from cave to shore. Now for the grape’s pure soul, for Bacchus’ brew !— O lor !—the Cyclops ! Oh, what shall we do ?
ODYSSEUS
Done for, old man! Where can we run to ?—where ?
SILENUS
Into the cave—good hiding-places there.
ODYSSEUS
Not likely !—to walk straight into the snare !
1 Here Greek and English slang are identical.
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2ΕΙΛΗΝ05
οὐ δεινόν εἰσὶ καταφυγαΐ Πολλαὶ πέτρα?. ΟΔΤ55ΕΤ2
οὐ δῆτ’· ἐπεί τἃν μεγάΧα γ’ ἡ Τροία στενοί, εἰ φευξὁμεσθ’ ἕν’ ἄνδρα* μυρίον δ’ ογΧον Φρύγω ν ὑπἑστην πολλάκις σὺν ἀσπίδι. ἀλλ’ εἰ θανεῖν δεῖ, κατθανούμεθ’ εὐγενῶς, ἢ ζώντες αἴνον τον πάρος γ’ εὖ σώσομεν.
ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
άνεχε, πάρεχε, τί τάδε ; τίς ἡ ραθυμία ; τί βακχιάζετ’; οὐχὶ Διόνυσος τάδε, οὐ κρόταΧα χαΧκου τυμπάνων τ’ αράγματα, πώς μοι κατ άντρα νεόγονα βΧαστήματα ; ἦ πρός τε μαστοις εἰσι χύπό μητέρων πλευράς τρέχουσι, σχοινίνοις τ ἐν τεύχεσι πλήρωμα τυρών ἐστιν εξημεΧγμένον ; τί φάτε ; τί Χεγετε ; τάχα τις υμών τῷ ξύλῳ δάκρυα μεθήσει· βΧέπετ άνω καί μη κάτω. XOPOS
ἰδού, πρός αυτόν τον Δι’ άνακεκύφαμεν, τά τ’ άστρα καί τον Ὠρίωνα δέρκομαι.
ΚΤΚΛίΙΨ
ἄριστον ἐστιν εὖ παρεσκευασμένον ;
Χ0Ρ05
πάρεστιν. 6 φάρνγξ ευτρεπής έστω μόνον. ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
ἢ και γάΧακτός εἰσι κρατήρες πΧέφ ;
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SILENUS
Quite likely. Plenty of rat-holes there, my boy.
ODYSSEUS
Never! ’twould stain my laurels won at Troy
To run from one man. I stood under shield
Against a host of Trojans in the field.	200
If I must die, I’ll die in a blaze of glory,
Or live, and be yet more renowned in story.
Enter cyclops. odysseus and his men shnnk away to one side. silenus slips into cave.
CY CLOPS
Now then! Come, comef What’s this ? What, standing round
All idle, revelling ! Don’t think you have found Your Bacchus here ! No brazen clashing comes Of cymbals here, nor thump of silly drums.
Here, how about those kids of mine, those lambs ?
Are they all sucking, nuzzling at their dams ?
What have you done with all the milk you drew For cheese? Are those rush-crates brim-full?— speak, you !	[drown
Why don’t you answer ? Where’s that stick ?—I’ll 210 Your eyes with tears! Look up, and don’t look down!
chorus (pointing their noses at the sky)
Oh, please ! I’m looking at great Zeus this minute:
I see Orion’s belt, and seven staws in it.
CYCLOPS
And where’s my breakfast ? What, not ready yet ? chorus
Quite ready. Hope your gullet’s quite sharp-set.
CYCLOPS
Are the bowls ready yet for me to swig ?
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ΚΥΚΛΩ*
XOPOS
ὦστ’ ἐκπιεῖν γε σ’, ἣν θέλῃς, ὅλον πίθου.
ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
μήλειον ἡ βόειον ἡ μεμιγμἐνον ;
Χ0Ρ02
ὸν ἄν θέλῃς σύ· μὴ ῖμὲ καταπίῃς μόνον.
ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
ἦκιστ’· ἐπεί μ’ ἄν ἐν μέση τῇ y αστέρι πηδώντες ἀπολέσαιτ’ ἂν ὑπο τῶν σχημάτων. ἔα· τίν οχ\ον τὁνδ’ ὁρῶ πρὸ? αὐλίοις ; λῃσταί τινες κατέσχον ἣ κλῶπες χθόνα ; όρώ ye τοι τοὑσδ’ ἄρνα? ἐξ άντρων έμών στρεπταῖς λύγοισι σώμα συ μ^Γε^Γ\εy μένους, τεύχη τε τυρών συμμιγή, γέροντά τε πληγαῖς πρόσωπον φαΧακρόν ἐξῳδηκὁτα.
5ΕΙΛΗΝ02
ὦμοι, ττυρέσσω συyκεκoμμέvoς τάλας.
ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
ὑπο τοῦ ; τίς εἰς σὺν κρᾶτ’ ἐπύκτευσεν, γἐρον ; 2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
ὑπὸ τῶνδε, Κύκλωῆτ, ὅτι τὰ σ’ οὐκ εἴων φέρειν.
ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
οὐκ ἦσαν ὄντα θεόν με και θεών άττο ;
2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
eXeyov ἐγὼ τάδ’· οἱ δ’ ἐφόρουν τὰ χρήματα· καὶ τόν γε τυρόν οὐκ έώντος ησθιον τους τ’ ἄρνας ἐξεφοροῦντο· δήσαντες δὲ σὲ 542
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CHORUS
Drink, if you like, a hogshead—{aside) like a pig ! cyclops {looks at bowls)
Ewes’ milk, or cows’, or half-and-half, are these ?
CHORUS
Whichever you like—but don’t swig me up, please ?
CYCLOPS
Not I! Fine rumpus would my belly feel—	220
You capering there, and going toe-and-heel ! {sees odysseus and his men.)
Hullo! what’s this here rabble at my door ?
Have thieves or pirates run their ship ashore ?
And what ?—these lambs—they’re my lambs, taken out
From my caves, and with plaited withs about Their bodies coiled!—what, bowls with cheeses packed ?
And here’s my old man with his bald pate cracked ! silenus comes out of cave, artistically made up as victim of assault and battery.
SILENUS
Oh ! oh ! They’ve pummelled me into a fever !
CYCLOPS
Who ? Who has punched your head, you old deceiver ?
SILENUS
These rogues. I tried to stop their robbing you. 230
CYCLOPS
What ? I’m a God, a God’s son ! Sure, they knew ?
SILENUS
Yes, I kept telling them ; but still they hauled The goods out; and they gobbled—though I bawled “ You mustn’t! ”—gobbled up your cheese, and stole
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ΚΥΚΛΩΨ
κλωώ τριπηχει κατὰ τον όμφαλόν1 μέσον τα σττ\άηγν εφασκον ἐξαμήσεσθαι βία, μάστιγί τ’ εὖ τὺ νῶτον άπολέψειν2 σέθεν, κάπειτα συνδήσαντες εἰς θἀδώλια τῆς νηὸς εμβαλόντες ἀποδώσειν τινι 240 πὲτρους μοχλεύειν, ἡ ’ς μυλωνά καταβαλεϊν·
ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
ἄληθες ; οὔκουν κοπίδας ως τάχιστ Ιων
θήξεις μαχαίρας καὶ pAyav φάκελον ξύλων
ἐπιθεὶς ανάψεις ; ως σφayέvτες αὐτίκα
πλήσουσι νηδὺν τὴν ἐμὴν ἀπ’ άνθρακος
θερμὴν ἔδοντος δαῖτ’ ἄτερ κρεανὁμων,3
τὰ δ’ ἐκ λέβητος έφθά και τβτηκότα·
ώς ἔκπλεὡς γε δαιτὁς εὑμ ὸρεσκὁου*
ἅλις λεόντων ἐστί μοι θοινωμένω
ελάφων τε, χρόνιος δ’ εἴμ’ ἀπ’ ανθρώπων βοράς.
2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
250 τὰ καινά y ἐκ τῶν ηθάδων, ὦ δέσποτα, ηδίον ἐστίν, οὐ γὰρ οὐ νεωστί γε άλλοι προς άντρα τα σά y άφίκοντο ξένοι· ΟΔΤ25ΕΤ2
Κύκλωψ, άκουσον ἐν μέρει καὶ τῶν ξένων. ἡμεῖς βοράς χρρζοντες εμπολην λαβειν σών άσσον άντρων ήλθομεν νεὼς ἄπο.
1	Scaliger : for MSS. οφθαλμόν.
2	Ruhnken : for MSS. αποὅλίψειν.
5 Dobree: for MSS. τφ κρΐανόμφ.
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CYCLOPS
All these dear little lambs; and, on my soul,
They swore they’d tie a long rope round your waist,
And rip your noble guts out, give you a taste Of whip-lash, flay your royal back, my lord,
Of all the skin, then bind you, drag you aboard Their ship, and tumble you into the hold,
And take you overseas, Sir, to be sold There to some quarryman, to heave big stones,
Or grind in some corn-mill with weary bones.	24°
CYCLOPS
Oh, did they ? Just you look sharp, then, and set A fine edge on my carving-knives, and get A good big faggot on the hearth, and start The fire; and these shall promptly do their part Of filling up my crop. Hot from the embers I'll eat them. I’m the carver who dismembers My game, and I'm the cook who does the boiling And stewing here ! My appetite’s been spoiling For something of a change from one long run Of mountain-game : my stomach’s overdone With lion-steaks and venison. Now for a taste Of man !—I don’t know when I ate one last.
SILENUS
Yes, Master ; the same dishes every day	250
Do pall, and change is pleasant, as you say;
Yes, and it’s quite an age since guests like these Have sought your cave’s fine hospitalities.
ODYSSEUS
Cyclops, do let the strangers make reply.
We wanted food, and so we came to buy Some at your cave : we came from yonder ship.
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ΚΥΚΛΩΨ
τοὺς δ’ ἄρνας ἡμῖν οντος ἀντ’ οίνου σ κυφόν άττημττόΧα τε κἀδίδου πιεῖν Χαβων ἑκὼν ἑκοῦσι, κοὐδὲν ἦν τούτων βία. ἀλλ’ οντος ὑγιὲς οὐδὲν ων φησιν λέγει,
260 ἐπεὶ κατεΧηφθη σου Χάθρα ττωΧών τα σά.
5ΕΙΛΗΝ05
ἐγώ ; κακώς yap έξόΧοι.
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
εἰ ῆτεὑδομαι.
2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
μὰ τον Ποσειδώ τὸν τεκὁντα σ’, ώ Κύκλωψ', μὰ τον μέyav Τρίτωνα καί τον Νηρἐὰ, μὰ τὴν Καλυήτὼ τὰς τε Νηρέως κόρας, μά θ’ ἱερὰ κνματ ιχθύων τε πᾶν yέvoςi ἀπωμοσ’, ώ κάλλιστον, ὦ Κυκλώπιον, ώ δεσποτίσκε, μὴ τὰ σ’ ἐξοδᾶν ἐγὼ ξἐνοισι χρηματ. ἡ κακώς οὗτοι κακοί οι παῖδες ἀπὁλοινθ’, οὺς μάλιστ’ ἐγὼ φιλώ.
XOPOS
270 αὐτὸς ὐχ. ἔγωγε τοῖς ξένοις τὰ χρήματα περνάντα σ’ εἶδον εἰ δ’ ἐγὼ ψευδή λέγω, άττόΧοιθ' ὁ ττατηρ μου* τοὺς ξένους δὲ μὴ ἀδίκει.
ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
ψεύδεσθ’· ἔγωγε τῷδε τοῦ Ῥαδαμάνθυος μᾶλλον πέποιθα καὶ δικαιότερου Xέyω. θέλω δ’ ἐρέσθαι* πόθεν ἐπλεύσατ’, ὼ ξἑνοι; ποδαποί, τίς ὑμᾶς εξετταίδευσεν πόλις ;
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CYCLOPS
And this fat rogue was ready, for a sip Of wine, to sell these lambs: he got one drink As earnest money, and straightway, in a wink,
He offered us the lot, of his own accord.
We never laid a finger on him, my lord.
All that he’s said to you was one big lie
To excuse his selling your goods on the sly.	260
SILENUS
I ?—devil take you !
ODYS8EUS
If I’m lying now.
SILENUS
By the Sea-god your father, Sir, I vow,
By mighty Triton, Nereus, Lord of Waters,
Calypso, and all Nereus’ pretty daughters,
By every holy wave that swings and swishes—
In short, by all the gods and little fishes I swear—my beautiful! my Cyclops sweet !
My lordykin ! I never sold one bleat
Of all your flocks ! Else—may they go to hell,
These bad boys, whom their father loves so well!
CHORUS
Go there yourself! I saw you with these eyes	270
Trading with them. And if I’m telling lies,
May father burn for ever and a day !
Sir, don’t you do the strangers wrong, I pray !
CYCLOPS
You’re liars ! As for me, I’d sooner credit What he says, than if Rhadamanthus said it;
I call him the more righteous of the two.
But now I’ll question this same stranger-crew :—
Where did you sail from, strangers ? What’s your nation ?
In what town did you get your education ?
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ΚΥΚΛΩΨ
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
’Ιθακήσιοι μὲν το γένος, ΊΧίου δ* ἄπο, πέρσαντες ἄστυ, πνεύμασιν θαλασσίοις σὴν γαῖαν εξωσθέντες ἦκομεν, Κὑκλωψι.
ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
ἡ τἧς κάκιστης οι μετήλθεθ’ άρπαγάς Ελένης Σκαμάνδρου γείτον ’Ιλίου πόλιν ;
ΟΔΥ52ΕΤ5
οὗτοι, πόνον τον δεινόν ἐξηντληκὁτες.
ΚΤΚΛίϊΨ
αισχρόν στράτευμα γ > ο «τινες μιας χάριν γυναικος ἐξεπλεύσατ’ εἰς γαῖαν Φρυγών.
ΟΔΤ53ΕΤ5
Θεοῦ τὺ πράγμα· μηδέν αίτιώ β ροτών. ἡμεῖς δὲ σ’, ὦ Θεοῦ ποντίου γενναίε π αι, ικετεύομεν τε και Χέγομεν ἐλευθέρως, μὴ τλῇς πρὸς άντρα σούς σφιγμένους ξένους κτανεῖν βοράν τε δυσσεβή θέσθαι γνάθοις· οἳ τον σὸν, ώναξ, πατέρ ἔχειν ναών ἕδρας ερρυσάμεσθα γης εν Ελλάδος μυχοΐς. ιερός τ’ ἄθραυστος Ταινάρου μένει λιμήν, Μαλέας τ’ άκροι κευθμώνες, ή τε Σουνίου δίας Άθάνας σώς ύπάργυρος πέτρα, Τεραίστιοί τε καταφυγαί, τά θ’ Ελλάδος δύσφορά γ* ονείδη Φρυξιν οὐκ εδώκαμεν ων και σὺ κοινοί· γης γὰρ 'Ελλάδος μυχούς
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ODYSSEUS
We’re Ithacans born and bred : from Ilium—
After destroying the city—we have come To this your land, being driven tempest-tossed Out of our course, Sir Cyclops, to your coast.
CYCLOPS
Oho ! then you’re the men who went in search	280
Of Helen, who left her husband in the lurch,
And ran away to Ilium by Scamander ?
ODYSSEUS
ϊes: slippery fish—hard work to hook and land her.
cyclops {with air of virtuous indignation)
Yes—and a most disgraceful exhibition You made of your own selves !—an expedition To Phrygia, for one petticoat!—disgusting !
ODYSSEUS
Don’t blame us men : it was the Gods’ on-thrusting.
But, noble son of the great Lord of Sea,
We beg you, we beseech you earnestly,—
Don’t be so cruel as to kill and feast,
With cannibal jawbones, like a godless beast,
On guests, whose claims you surely will not spurn!
Lord king, we’ve done your father a good turn :	290
We’ve saved his temples for him in every comer Of all Greece : after this, no pirate scorner Of holy things will smash his temple-doors On the Taenarian haven’s peaceful shores;
And upon Malea’s height his holy fane Is safe now, and the rocks of silver vein On Sunium—Athena’s property,—
And on Geraestus his great sanctuary.
In fact, we put our foot down—wouldn’t stand
The intolerable reproach on Hellas-land
Brought by those Phrygian thieves. And in the fruits
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οἰκεῖς υπ’ ΑΧτνη τῇ πυριστάκτω πέτρα, νόμος δὲ θνητοῖς, εἰ λόγους ἐπιστρἑφει, ἱκέτας δἐχεσθαι ποντίους εφθαρμένους ξένιά τε δοῦναι καὶ πἑπλοις επαρκέσαι, οὐκ ἀμφὶ βουπόροισι πηχθέντας μέΧη όβεΧοισι νηδὺν καὶ γνάθον πΧήσαι σέθεν. ἅλις δὲ ΤΙριάμου yaV έχηρωσ’ Ἐλλάδα, πολλών νεκρών πιουσα δοριπετῆ φόνον, άΧόχους τ’ άνανδρους γραῦς τ’ άπαιδας ώλεσε πολιοὑς τε πατέρας. εἰ δὲ τοὺς λελειμμένους σὺ συμπυρώσας δαῖτ’ αναλώσεις πίκραν, ποῖ τρέψεταί τις; ἀλλ’ ἐμοὶ πίθου, Κὑκλωῆτ, πάρες το μάpyov σῆς γνάθου, τὺ δ’ ευσεβές της δυσσεβείας άνθεΧοΰ' πολλοῖσι γὰρ κέρδη πονηρά ζημίαν ημείψατο.
5ΕΙΛΗΝ05
παραινέσαι σοι βούΧομαι· των yap κ ρεών μηδέν λἐπῃς τ οὐδ’· ἣν δὲ τὴν yXώσσav δάκης, κομψός yενησει καί λαλίστατος, Κὑκλωἦτ.
ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
ὸ πλοῦτος, άνθρωπίσκε, τοῖς σοφοΐς θεός· τα δ’ ἄλλα κόμποι καί λόγων εύμορφίαι. α κ μας δ* εναΧίας ας καθίδρυται πατήρ χαίρειν κεΧεύω· τί τάδε π ρουστησ ω λόγῳ; Ζηνός δ’ ἐγὼ κεραυνόν ου φρίσσω, ξένε, οὐδ’ οἶδ’ ὅ τι Ζεὺς ἐστ’ ἐμοῦ κρείσσων θεός. οὑ μοι μέΧει τὺ λοιπὸν ὼ? δ’ ου μοι μέλει άκου σ ον. όταν άνωθεν όμβρον εκχέη,
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Of this you share ; for here by Etna’s roots,
Below his rocky lava-welling dome,
Just on the skirts of Greece you have your home.
And ’tis the law of nations (Cyclops yawns)—if I may Ask your attention to the words I say—
To welcome suppliant castaways—indeed,	300
To give them gifts, and fresh rig-outs at need,
Not stick their limbs on great ox-roasting spits To cram your jaws and belly with tit-bits.
Enough has Priam’s land bereaved our Hellas By drinking blood of thousands slain, as well as •JJy widowing wives, and robbing grey-haired mothers And fathers of their sous:	Now, if the others,
The few survivors, are to be by you
Roasted for horrible feastings, whereunto
Shall one for justice look ? Hear reason and right,
Cyclops; restrain your savage appetite :	310
Choose fear of God for godlessness ! A host
Of men, in making sinful gains, have lost.
SILENUS
Now just take my advice :—of this chap’s meat Don’t leave one scrap. And if you also eat His nice long tongue, you’ll grow as smart as he In making speeches, and in repartee.
CYCLOPS
Wealth, master Shrimp, is to the truly wise The one true god; the rest are mockeries Of tall talk, naught but mere word-pageantries.
As for my father’s fanes by various seas,
That for them !—why d’ye talk to me of these ?
And as for Zeus’s thunder—I’ve no fear	320
Of that, sir stranger! it’s by no means clear To me that he’s a mightier god than I ;
So I don’t care for him ; I’ll tell you why:—
551
Digitized by	le
ΚΥΚΛΩ*
ἐν τῇδε πέτρα στὲγν’ ἔχω σκηνώματα, ἢ μόσχον οπτόν ή τι θήρειον δάκος Φαινόμενος, εὖ τίγγων τε ηαστέρ ύπτίαν, ἐπεκπιὼν ηάΧακτος αμφορέα, πέπΧον κρούω, Διὸς βρονταισιν εἰς ὰριν κτύπων. ὅταν δὲ βορράς χιόνα Θρηκιος χἐῃ, δοραῖσι Θηρών σώμα περιβαΧών ἐμὺν καὶ πυρ άναίθων, χιόνος οὐδὲν μοι μέΧει. ἡ γῆ δ’ άνώγκη, καν θέΧη κἂν μὴ θέΧη, τίκτονσα ποιαν τάμα πιαίνει βοτά. ἁγὼ οΰτινι θύω πλὴν ἐμοί, θεοῖσι δ’ οὑ, καὶ τῇ μεγίστη γαστρὶ τῇδε δαιμόνων ως τοὐμπιβῖν γε καὶ φαγεῖν τοὐφ’ ημέραν, Ζευς οντος άνθρώποισι τοῖσι σώφροσι, λυπεῖν δὲ μηδὲν αυτόν οι δὲ τοὺς νόμους εθεντο ποικίΧΧοντες ανθρώπων βίον, κΧαίειν άνωηα· τὴν δ’ ἐμὴν ψυχήν ἐγὼ οὐ παύσομαι 8ρών εὖ—κατεσθίων τε σέ. ξένια δὲ Χήψει τοιάδ’, ώς άμεμπτος ώ, πυρ και πατρψον τόδε,1 Χέβητά θ’, ος ξέσας σην σάρκα Φιαφό ρητόν άμφέξει καΧώς. ἀλλ’ ερπετ εϊσω, τω κατ αύΧιον θεώ ΐν άμφϊ βωμόν στάντες εύωχητέ με.
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
αἰαῖ, πόνους μεν Τρωικούς νπεξέΦυν θαΧασσίονς τε, νυν δ’ ἐς ἀνδρὸς άνοσίου 1 Sc. νδωρ. Hermann : for MSS. τάνὅε λέβητα y\
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When he pours down his rain from yonder sky,
I have snug lodgings in this cave of mine.
On roasted veal or some wild game I dine,
Then drench my belly, sprawling on my back,
With a whole butt of milk. His thunder-crack—
I answer it, when he splits the clouds asunder,
With boomings of my cavern-shaking thunder.
And when the north-east wind pours down the snow,
I wrap my body round with furs, and so	330
I light my fire, and naught for snow I care.
And, willy-nilly, earth has got to bear The grass that makes my sheep and cattle fat.
I sacrifice to my great Self, sir Sprat,
And to no god beside—except, that is,
My belly, greatest of all deities.
Eat plenty and drink plenty every day,
And never worry—that is, so I say,
The Zeus that suits a level-headed man;
But as for those who framed an artful plan Of laws, to puzzle plain men’s lives with these—
I snap my thumb at them. Γ11 never cease	340
Seeking my own soul’s good—by eating you.
And, as for guest-gifts, you shall have your due—
Oh no, I won’t be niggard !—a hot fire,
And yonder caldron, which my Sea-god sire Will fill up with his special private brew To make your chop-steaks into a savoury stew Now, toddle in, and all stand ready near The Paunch-god’s altar, and make your host good cheer.	[Begins to drive the crew in.
ODYSSEUS
Alas ! through Trojan conflicts have I won And perils of the sea, only to run
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γνώμην κατέσχον ἀλίμενὁν τε καρπίον, ω Παλλὰς, ω δέσποινα Διογενές θεά, νυν νυν άρηξον κρείσσονας yap Ίλιου πόνους άφΐγμαι κἀπὶ κινδύνου βάθρα, συ τ’, ω φαεννών αστέρων οίκων έδρας Ζ ευ ξένί, ορα τάδ’· ει yap αυτά μη βλέπεις, άλλως νομίζει Ζευς, το μηδέν ων, θεός.
Χ0Ρ02
εύρείας φάρυγγρς, ω Κύκλωψ, άναστόμου το χείλος* ώς έτοιμα σοι έφθά και οπτά και ανθρακιάς άπο χναύειν, βρύκειν, κρεοκοπεΐν μέλη ξένων, δασυμάλλω εν αίγίδι κλινομένφ.
μη μοι μη προσδίδου·
μόνος μόνφ κόμιζε1 πορθμίδος σκάφος.
χαιρέτω μεν αὖλις άδε,
χαιρέτω δὲ θυμάτων
άποβώμιος αν ἔχει θυσίαν
Κύκλωψ Αἰτναῖος ξενικών
κ ρεών κεχαρμένος βορά·
νηλὴς, ω τλαμον, ὅστις δωμάτων εφεστίους ξενικούς ίκτηρας έκθύει δόμων,
1 So MSS. Wecklein would read γἐμιίε.
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Aground on a godless villain’s evil will,
And on his iron-bound heart my life to spill l O Pallas, Child of Zeus, O Heavenly Queen,	350
Help, help me now, for never have I been,
Mid all Troy’s travail, in such strait as this!
Oh, this is peril’s bottomless abyss !
O Dweller in the starry Halls of Light,
Zeus, thou Guest-champion, look upon my plight!
If thou regard not, vainly we confess
Thy godhead, Zeus, who art mere nothingness !
[Follows his men into the cave, followed by cyclops, chorus
Gape wide your jaws, you one-eyed beast,
Your tiger-fangs, an’ a’ that;
Hot from the coals to make your feast Here’s roast, an* boiled, an’ a that.
For a* that, an’ a’ that,
His guid fur-rug, an a’ that,
He’s tearing champin’ flesh o’ guests !
So nane for me, for a’ that.	360
Ay, paddle your ain canoe, One-eye,
Wi’ bluidy oars, an’ a’ that;
Your impious hall, I pass it by !
I cry “ avaunt! ” for a’ that.
For a* that, an’ a’ that,
Your “ Etna Halls,” an’ a’ that,
You joy in gorgin’ strangers’ flesh '
Awa’ wi’ ye, for a’ that!
A heartless wretch is he, whoe’er,
When shipwrecked men, an’ a’ that,
Draw nigh his hearth wi’ suppliant prayer,	370
Slays, eats them up, an’ a’ that.
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κὁπτων βρύκων, ^ Λ
ὲφθά τε δαινύμενος/μυσαροΐσί τ’ όδονσιγ
ανθρώπων θερμ ἀπ’ ανθράκων κ pea,
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
ὦ Ζεῦ, τί λἐξω, δείν’ ἰδὼν άντρων εσω
κού πίστα, μύθοις εἰκὁτ’, οὐδ’ ἔργοις βροτών;
Χ0Ρ02
τί δ’ ἔστ’, Ὀδυσσεῦ ; μῶν τεθοίναται σἐθεν φίλους Εταίρους άνοσιώτατος Κὑκλωψτ ;
- ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
δισσούς γ’ ἀθρήσας κάπιβαστάσας χεροΐν,
380 οἳ σαρκὸς εἶχον εύτρεφεστατον πάχος.
Χ0Ρ02
πώς, ὦ ταλαίπωρ\ ἦτε πάσχοντες τάδε; ΟΔΤ52ΕΤ5
ἐπεὶ πετραίαν τήνδ’ ἐσήλθομεν στάνην,1 αν έ κανσε μὲν πυρ πρῶτον, ύ’φηλης δρυὺς κορμούς πλατείας εσχάρας βαλών ἔπι, τρισσῶν αμαξών ως ἀγώγιμον βάρος. ἔπειτα φύλλων ελατίνων χαμαιπετῆ εστρωσεν εὐνὴν πλησίον ττ υ ρος φλογί. κρατήρα δ’ εξεπλησεν ως δεκάμφορον, μόσχους ἀμέλξας, λευκὸν είσχέας γάλα.
390 σκύφος τε κισσού παρεθετ εις εύρος τριών πήχεων, βάθος δε τεσσάρων εφαινετο.
1 For (corrupt) MSS. χθόνα. Other proposed emendations are τττύχα, γνάθον.
SSC
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For a’ that, an’ a’ that,
His stews an’ steaks, an’ a’ that,
His teeth are foul wi’ flesh o’ man !
He’s damned to hell, for a’ that!
Enter odysseus from cave.
ODYSSEUS
Oh God, that cave !—that mine eyes should behold Horrors incredible, things that might be told In nightmare demon-legends, never found In acts of men!
CHORUS
What is it ? Has that hound Of hell yet feasted on your friends, poor man ?
ODYSSEUS
Yes, two. He glared on all; then he began To weigh them in his hands, to find out who Were fattest and best-nourished of my crew !	3S0
CHORUS
Poor soul! How did your sufferings befall ?
ODYSSEUS
When in yon dungeon he had herded all,
He kindled first a fire, and then hurled down On that broad hearth a tall oak’s branching crown,
A mass of wood three waggons scarce could bear;
Then he spread out, hard by the red flame’s glare,
A deep broad bed of fallen leaves of pine.
Next, with the milk he drew from all his kine
He filled a ninety-gallon cask : beside
This tank he set a bowl some five feet wide,	390
And, by the looks, ’twas more than two yards deep ;
Then round his brazen caldron made flames leap,
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και χάλκεον λέβητ επέζεσεν πυρί, οβελούς τ’, ἄκρους μὲν ἐγκεκαυμἐνους πυρί, ξεστοὺς δὲ δρεπάνῳ τἄλλα, παλιούρου κλάδων, ΑΙτναΐά τε σφαγεία πελέκεων γνάθοις.]· ως δ’ ἦν έτοιμα πάντα τῷ θεοστυγεῖ Ἀ ιδού μαγείρψ, φώτε συμμάρψας δύο εσφαζ εταίρων των εμών ρυθμώ τινι τον μεν λέβητος εις κύτος χαλκηλατον,
400 τὸν δ’ αὖ, τενοντος άρπάσας άκρου ποδὸς, παίων πρὸς ὸξὺν στ όνυχα πετραίου λίθου, εγκέφαλον έξέρρανε, και καθαρπάσας λάβρω μαχαίρα σάρκας ἐξώπτα πυρί, τὰ δ’ εἰς λεβητ εφήκεν εψεσθαι μέλη. ἐγὼ δ’ ὁ τλήμων δάκρυ’ ἀπ’ οφθαλμών χεων έχριμπτόμην Κύκλωπι κάδιακόνουν άλλοι δ’ ὅπως ορνιβες εν μυχοϊς πέτρας πτ η ξάντες εϊχον^αίμα δ’ οὐκ ἐνῆν χροι. ν ἐπεὶ δ’ εταίρων των εμών πλησθεις βοράς 410 άνέπεσε, φάρυγος αίθέρ εξιεις βαρύν, είσηλθέ μοι τι θειον· έμπλησας σκύφος Μάρωνος αύτω τοῦδε προσφέρω πιεῖν, λέγων τάδ’* ὧ παῖ ποντίου θεού, Κ ύκλωψ, σκέψαι τὁδ’ οἷον Ἐλλὰς αμπέλων άπο θειον κομίζει πώμα, Διονύσου γάνος.
6 δ’ ἔκπλεως ὼν τῆς άναισχύντου βοράς εδέξατ εσπασέν τ άμυστιν ελκύσας, κάπηνεσ άρας χειρα· φίλτατε ξένων, καλόν το πώμα δαιτι προς καλή δίδως,
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Next, got his spits out, limbs of blackthorn roughly Trimmed with a bill, the points fire-hardened toughly ; Then, bowls to hold the blood made forth to well By cleavers of this fiend of Etna’s hell.
When all was ready for this devil-cook God-hated, with a sudden snatch he took Two of my comrades, and, as one might beat A hideous music out, so did he treat These in the killing: one man’s head he swung Against the caldron’s brass that hollow rung;
By the heel-sinew he gripped the other, dashed 400 The wretch against a sharp rock-spur, and splashed His brains all round: then with swift savage knife Sliced off the flesh yet quivering with life :
He set some o’er the fire on spits to broil,
And into his caldron flung whole limbs to boil,
Then I—oh misery !—shedding tear on tear To wait upon this Cyclop fiend drew near;
While all the rest in crannies of the rock ^^Vithibloodless faces cowered, >ike a flock Of scared birds. When he had gorged himself at last With my friends’ flesh, he flung him down; a blast Of foul breath from his throat burst loathsomely. 410
Then a great inspiration came to me :
With Maron’s mighty wine J filled a cup,
And offered it, saying, as I neld it up,
“ Son of the Sea-king, Cyclops, taste and know What heavenly draughts from vines of Hellas flow.
This is the glory of our Vineyard-lord.”
And he, gorged with that banqueting abhorred,
Took it, and swilled it all down at one draught.
Up went his praising hands: “ Dear guest,” he laughed,
“ With glorious drink you crown a glorious feast! ”
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ησθεντα δ’ αὐτὸν ως ἐπῃσθὁμην ἐγώ, ἄλλην εδωκα κύλικα, γιγνώσκω ν ὅτι τρώσει νιν οἶνος καὶ δίκην δώσει τάχα. καὶ δὴ πρὸς ῴδὰς εἷρπ’· ἐγὼ δ’ ἐπεγχἐων ἄλλην ἐπ’ ἄλλῃ σπλάγχν’ ἐθἐρμαινον ποτω. ᾴδει δὲ παρὰ κλαίουσι συνναύταις εμοΐς αμουσ, εττήχει δ* ἄντρον, ἐξβλθὼν δ’ ἐγὼ σιγῇ» σὲ σωσαι κάμ\ ἐὰν βούΧη, θέλω. ἀλλ’ εἴπατ’ εἴτε χρῄζετ’ εἴτ’ οὐ χρῄξετε φειτ/ειν α μικτόν ἄνδρα καὶ τὰ Βακχίου ναίειν μέΧαθρα Ν αἴδω ν1 νυμφών μέτα. ὁ μὲν γὰρ ἔνδον σὸς πατὴρ τάδ’ ῄνεσεν. ἀλλ’ ασθενής yap κάττοκερδαίνων ποτοῦ, ώσπερ πρὸς ἰξῷ τῇ κὑλικι λελημμἐνος τττέριτ/ας aXver σὺ δέ νεανίας yap el, σώθητι μετ εμού και τον άρχαΐον φίΧον Διόνυσον άνάΧαβ\ ου ΚύκΧωττι προσφερῆ.
Χ0Ρ02
ᾤ φίΧτατ, εἰ γὰρ τήνδ’ ιδ ο ι μεν ημέραν, -^μὴ^ύκλωπος ίκφυyδyτες άνδσιον κάρα.
ώς διά μακρου γε *(* τον σίφωνα τον φίΧον χηρεύομεν, τον δ’ οὐκ εχομεν κaτaφayεΐv.f ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
ακούε δη νυν ἢν ἔχω τιμωρίαν
θηρος iravovpyov σῆς τε δουΧείας φυyηv.
1 Casaubon : for MSS. Δαναΐδων.
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So, when I saw how much it pleased the beast,
I filled his cup again, for well I knew The wine would trip him up, and full soon too Would give me my revenge. And now he roared Forth into singing ; still I poured and poured Cup after cup, till glowed his villain bow els With that good liquor. Dissonant rang his howls By my men’s moans and sobs, and all about The cavern echoed. I have stolen out,
And mean, if you are willing, to rescue you And myself too. Say, what d’you mean to do ?
Do you, or do you not, consent to flee From this inhospitable brute, and be Dwellers henceforth in Bacchus’ halls afar—
Where also the sweet Fountain-maidens are ?
Your father in there—well, he did approve ;
But he’s too weak to help: he’s fallen in love, Moreover, with the wine, can think of naught But trying to get his share. His wings are caught, As if with birdlime, by the cup : his wit Is all abroad. But you are young and fit :
Escape with me, and meet your dear old lord Dionysus—how unlike yon brute abhorred !
CHORUS
O dearest friend, that I might flee away From godless Goggle-eye, and see that day !
The pipe of pleasure lias for long been pining,
For on no dainty things have I been dining.
ODYSSEUS
Hear then, the vengeance that it’s in my mind To wreak upon that scoundrel beast, and find Therein your own escape from slavery.
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XOPOS
λέγ\ ως Ἀσιάδος οὐκ αν ήδιον ψόφον κιθάρας κλύοιμεν ή Κύκλωπ’ όλωλότα.
OΔΤ22ΕΤ2
ἐπὶ κώμον ἕρπειν πρὸς κασιγνήτους θέλει Κύκλωπας ἡσθεὶς τῷδε Βακχίον ποτῷ. Χ0Ρ02
ξυνήκ, έρημον ξυλλαβών δρυμό ῖσί νιν σφάξαι μενοινας ἢ πετρών ωσαι κάτα. ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
οὐδὲν τοιοῦτον, δόλιος ἡ ’πιθυμία.
Χ0Ρ02
πῶς δαί; σοφόν τοι σ οντ άκου ο μεν πάλαι. ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
κώμου μεν αυτόν τοῦδ’ ἀπαλλάξω, λεγων ώς οὐ Κύκλωῆη πώμα χρὴ δοῦναι τόδε, μόνον δ’ ἔχοντα βίοτον ήΒέως ἄγειν. ὅταν δ’ ύπνώσση Ήακγίου νικώμενος, άκρεμών ελαίας εστιν εν Βόμοισί τις, ον φασγάνφ τῷδ’ εξαποξύνας ακρον, εἰς πυρ καθησω· καθ\ όταν κεκαυμόνον ἴδω νιν, άρας θερμόν εις μεσην βαλών Κύκλωπος σφιν ομματ έκτη ξ ω πυρί. ναυπηγίαν δ’ ὼσεί τις άρμόζων ἀνὴρ διπλοῖν χαλινοΐν τρύπανον κωπηλατεί, οὕτω κυκλώσω δαλὸν εν φαεσφορω Κύκλωπος σψει καὶ συναυανώ κόρας.
Χ0Ρ02
> ν >	/
ιου ιου,
γέγηθα, μαινόμεσθα τοῖς εὺρήμασιν.
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CHORUS
0	speak ! Not more delightfully to me The music of an Indian harp would sound Than tidings of his death—the Cyclop hound !
ODYSSEUS
He wants to go forth, full of wine and glee,
To his brother Cyclops for wild revelry.
CHORUS
1	see—you ambush him in some lone copse,
Or,—one sly push, and over the cliff he drops.
ODYSSEUS
No, no ; my trick is artfuller by far.
CHORUS
What ? Long ago I heard how ’cute you are.	450
ODYSSEUS
Γ11 put him off this revel-game ; I’ll say He shouldn’t give such wine as this away To his fellow-beasts, but keep it, only thinking Of having a high old time of private drinking.
And, when he’s sleeping, Bacchus’ captive, then—
A stake of olive lies in yonder den :
My sword shall shape to a point yon bit of tree ;
I’ll thrust it in the fire; and when I see That it is well ablaze, I’ll whip the thing Out, and all glowing-red I’ll slip the thing Into the middle of Master Cyclops’ eye,
And melt his vision out with fire thereby.
And, just as shipwrights fitting beams together	460
Will twirl the big drill with long straps of leather,
So in this fellow’s eye I’ll twirl about My firebrand till I scorch his eyeball out.
CHORUS
Callooh! Callay !
I’m glad—I’m mad with joy at your invention !
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ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
κἄπειτα και σὲ καὶ φίλους γέροντα τε νεὼς μελαίνης κοῖλον εμβησας σκάφος διπλαῖσι κωπαις τἣσδ’ ἀποστελω χθονὸς. Χ0Ρ02
ἔστ’ οὖν ὅπως αν ὼσπερεὶ σπονδής Θεοῦ κἀγὼ λαβοίμην του τυφλοΰντος ὄμματα δαλοῦ; πόνου yap τοῦδε κοινωνεῖν θέλω. ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
δεῖ γοῦν μέγας yap δαλὸς, ον ξυλληπτέον. Χ0Ρ02
ώς καν αμαξών εκατόν άραίμην βάρος, εἰ του Κύκλωπος τοῦ κακώς όλουμένου οφθαλμόν ώσπερ σφηκίάν εκθύψομεν. ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
σιγάτε νῦν. Βόλον yap έξβπίστασαι* χωταν κελεύω, τοῖσιν άρχιτέκτοσι πείθεσθ’* ἐγὼ γὰρ ἄνδρας άπολιπων φίλους τούς ἔνδον όντας ου μόνος σωθήσομαι. καίτοι φύγοιμ αν, κάκβέβηκ άντρου μυχών ἀλλ’ οὐ δίκαιον άπολιπόντ έμούς φίλους, ξύν οίσπερ ηλθον δεύρο, σωθῆναι μόνον. Χ0Ρ02
ἄγε, τίς πρώτος, τίς δ’ ἐπὶ πρώτφ ταχθείς δαλοΰ κώπην όχμάσας Κύκλωπος ἔσω βλεφάρων ωσας λαμπραν οφτιν διακναισει;
[ῴδὴ ἔνδοθεν]
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ODYSSEUS
Then in my black ship it is my intention To put your father, you, and my friends freed:
Then with oars double-manned away we speed.
CHORUS
And in the handling of this burning brand That scoops his eye out, can’t I bear a hand,
Just as in sacrifices all have part ?	470
I’ll take my little share with all my heart.
ODYSSEUS
O yes, you must: the brand is monstrous great,
And all must help at it.
CHORUS
I’d lift a weight
Enough for a hundred carts, if so I might,
As one burns out a wasps’ nest, quench the light Of One-eye—damn him down to lowest hell!
ODYSSEUS
Now, mum’s the word ! You know the trick right well;
So, when I call on you, do you obey
The master-mind—that’s me. No running away
For me, to save myself, and leave my crew
Inside ! I might escape : I got clear through	480
A tunnel in the rock with small ado,
But—give my friends the slip, with whom I came Here, and escape alone !—’twould be a shame!
[Exit into cave.
CHORUS
O who, and O who will come and take his stand,
And grip the shaft and plunge beneath his brow the glowing brand ?
And it’s O, but a Cyclop with eye on fire is grand! [Sound of singing in cave\
5δη
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ΚΥΚΛΩΨ
aiya aiya. καί δὴ μεθύων άχαριν κέλα8ον μουσιξόμενος σκαιὸς ἀπῳδὸς καὶ κλαυσὁμενος χωρεΐ πέτρινων ἔξω μελάθρων. φέρε νιν κώμοι? παιδβὑσωμεν τοι) ἀπαίδευτον. πάντως μέλλει τυφλὸς είναι.
μάκαρ ὅστις εὐιάξει βοτρύων φίλαισι πηγαῖς ἐπὶ κώμον εκττετασθείς, φίλον ἄνδρ’ ύ^rayκaλίζωvίί ἐπὶ δεμνίοισί τε ξανθόν	-
χλι8ανης ἔχων εταίρας \ ν μυρόχριστος λιπαρόν βόστρυχον, αύ8α δέ· θύραν τις οϊξει μοι;
ΚΤΚΛΏΨ
τταπαπαϊ, πλέως μὲν οίνου,
yάvυμaι 8ε δαιτὺς ἣ/ῶμ
σκάφος ὁλκὰς ὼς yεμισθεlς
ποτὶ σέλμα yαστρός άκρας.
ὑπάγει μ’ ὁ χόρτος εΰφρων
ἐπὶ κώμον ἦρος ώραις,
ἐπὶ Κύκλωπας ά8ελφούς.
φἐρε μοι, ξεῖνε, φέρ\ ασκόν ἔνδος μοι.
ΧΟΡΟΣ
καλόν ομμασιν 8ε8ορκως καλός εκττερα μελάθρων.
[φίλος ὦν]1 φιλεῖ τις ἡμᾶς·
1 Hermann, to supply lacuna in MSS.
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O hush, and O hush ! for he howls a drunken song,
A hideous discord bellowed by an unmelodious tongue.
And it’s O, but his music shall turn to wails ere long ! 490 He comes, O he comes ; he has left his cave behind. Some revel-song adapted to his thick head let us find.
And it’s O, but for certain he’ll very soon be blind.
Enter cyclops with odysseus and silenus.
O bliss to be chanting the Song of the Wine,
When the cluster’s fountain is flowing,
When your soul floats forth on the revel divine,
And your love in your arms is glowing,
N^When you play with the odorous golden hair ^~T)f a fairy-like sweet wee love,	500
And you murmur through shining curls the prayer—
“ Unlock love’s door unto me, love ! ”
CYCLOPS
Olio ! Oho ! I am full of good drink,
Full of glee from a good feast’s revel !
I’m a ship that is laden till ready to sink Right up to my crop’s deck-level!
The jolly spring season is tempting me out To dance on the meadow-clover With my Cyclop brothers in revel-rout!—
Here, hand the wine-skin over !	510
chorus 1
With eyes lit up with the love-light’s spell From his halls is the bridegroom pacing,—-“ O, somebody loves me, but I won’t tell! ”—-
1 This verse is full of veiled ironic reference to the fiery stake, and its expected effect on the appearance of his forehead.
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λύ^να δ’ άμμενει δάϊα σὺν χροα, %ἡ τέρεινα νύμφα δροσερών ἔσωθεν άντρων. στεφάνων δ’ οὐ μία ^ροιά J* περὶ σὺν κράτα τάχ ἐξομιΧήσει.
ΟΔΤ52ΕΤ2
Κύκλωῆτ, άκονσον, ώς ἐγὼ τοῦ Βακχίου τούτου τριβών εϊμ\ ον πιεῖν εδωκά σοι. ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
ὸ Βάκγιος δὲ τίς; θεὺς νομίξεται : ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
μέγιστος άνθρώποισιν εἰς τερψιν βίου. ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
ἐρυγγάνω γοῦν αυτόν ἡδἐως ἐγώ.
ΟΔΤ52ΕΤ2
τοιὁσδ’ ὁ δαίμων* ουδενα βλάπτει βροτών. ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
θεὺς δ’ ἐν ἀσκῷ πῶς γἐγἡμ’ οϊκους ἔχων; ΟΔΤ32ΕΤ2
ὅπου τιθῇ τις, ἐνθάδ’ ἐστὶν εὐπετής.
ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
οὐ τοὺς θεοὺς χρῆν σῶμ’ ἔχειν ἐν δέρμασιν, ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
• τί δ’, εἴ σε τέρπει γ* >' ἢ πὸ δέρμα σοι πικρόν ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
μισώ τον ασκόν το δὲ ποτον φιλώ τόδε. ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
μόνων νυν αυτού πίνε κεύθύμει, Κὑκλωῆτ. ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
οὐ χρή μ άδελφοΐς τοῦδε προσδούναι ποτού ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
ἔχων γὰρ αὐτὺς τιμιώτερος φανεί.
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And the bridal-torch is blazing.
O the warm warm clasp of a glowing bride In the cave, and the fervid bosom !
O the garland of roses and paeonies pied That around thy brows shall blossom ’
ODYSSEUS
Cyclops, heed me, for I know all about
This Wine-god in the cup that you’ve drained out. 520
CYCLOPS
Who is this Bacchus ?—not a real god, is he ?
ODYSSEUS
In giving men good times there’s none so busy.
CYCLOPS
I belch him out, and find that very pleasant.
ODYSSEUS
That’s him—hurts nobody—it shows he’s present.
CYCLOPS
How does this god like lodging in a skin ?
ODYSSEUS
He’s all serene, wherever you stick him in.
CYCLOPS
Gods shouldn’t wear hide-jackets : that’s my view.
ODYSSEUS
Pho ! if you like him, what’s his coat to you ?
CYCLOPS
Can’t say I like the skin : the drink is prime.
ODYSSEUS
Now just stop here, and have a high old time.	530
CYCLOPS
What ?—give my brethren none of this rich hoard ?
ODYSSEUS
Keep it for your own drinking, like a lord.
5δη
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ΚΤΚΛΩΨ
διδοὺς δὲ τοῖς φίλοισι χρησιμώτερος. ΟΔΤ25ΕΤ2
πυγμὰς ὁ κώμος λοίδορὁν τ’ ἔριν φιλεῖ. ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
μεθύω μέν ἔμπας δ’ οὔτις αν ψαύσαά μου. ΟΔΤ55ΕΤ2
ὦ τᾶν, πβπωκότ ἐν δὁμοισι χρὴ μάναν. ΚΤΚΛΩΨ
ἡλίθιος ὅστις μὴ πιὼν κώμον φιλεῖ.
ΟΔΤ25ΕΤ2
δς δ’ ἄν μεθυσθείς γ* εἶν δὁμοις μείνῃ, σοφός.
ΚΤΚΛΩΨ
τί δρώμεν, ὦ Σειληνὸς σοὶ μάναν δοκεῖ; 2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
δοκεῖ, τί γὰρ δεῖ συμποτών ἄλλων, Κύκλωψτ; ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
καὶ μὴν λαχνώδάς γ’ οὖδας ανθήρα χλόη. 2ΕΙΛΗΝ05
καὶ πρὸς 7€ θάλπος ήλιου πίναν καλόν, κλίθητί νυν μοι πλευρὰ θεὶς ἐπὶ χθονός. ΚΤΚΑΠΨ
τί δῆτα τὸν κρατηρ οπισθά μου τίθης; 2EIAHNOS
ώς μὴ παριὼν τις καταβάλρ.
ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
πίναν μὲν οὖν
κλεπτών σὺ βούλει· κάτθες αὐτὸν εἰς μάσον. συ δ’, ὦ ξάν, εἰπὲ τοΰνομ ο τι σε χρὴ καΐλαν. ΟΔΤ52ΕΤ2
Οὐτιν χάριν δὲ τινα λαβών σ άπαινάσω;
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CYCLOPS
But it’s more neighbourly to share with friends.
ODYSSEUS
Well, revelling in blows and brawling ends.
CYCLOPS
I’m drunk; but none dare touch me ! I’m all right.
ODYSSEUS
My dear Sir, home’s the place when one is tight.
CYCLOPS
Not revel after a booze ?—that’s silly, very !
ODYSSEUS
Wise men stay indoors when wine makes them merry.
CYCLOPS
Shall I stay in, Silenus ? What d’ye think ?
SILENUS
Stay. Why have other noses in your drink ?	540
CYCLOPS
Well, to be sure, this long thick grass is fine.
SILENUS
Yes, and it’s nice to drink in warm sunshine.
Down with you then, in lordly ease to lie.
[Slides wine-bowl behind cyclops’ back. CYCLOPS
Now then, you’ve put that bowl behind me !—why?
SILENUS
Lest some one passing by us might upset it.
CYCLOPS
Ha, I know better ! You are trying to get it For stolen drinks. Just set it in full view.
Now, stranger, what’s to be my name for you ?
ODYSSEUS
Nobody. Haven’t you a gift for me To bless you for ?
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ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
πάντων δ’ εταίρων ύστατον θοινάσομαι. 2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
καλὸν ye το yepaς τῷ ζένω δίδως, Κὑκλωῆι.
ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
οὐτος, τί δρᾴς; τον οίνον ἐκπίνβις Χάθρα; 2ΕΙΑΗΝ02
οὑκ, ἀλλ’ ἔμ’ οντος ἔκυσεν, ὅτι καΧον βλέπω.
ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
κλαὑσει, φίλων τὸν οἶνον οὐ φιλοῦντά σε. 2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
ναὶ μὰ ΔΓ, ἐπεί μου φησ εράν οντος καΧοΰ. ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
ἔγχει, πΧέων δὲ τὸν σκύφον. δίδου μόνον. 2ΕΙΛΗΝ05
πῶς οὖν κέκραται; φέρε διασκεψώμεθα. ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
ἀπολεῖς· δος ούτως.
2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
^ μὴνᾳὶ μὰ Δι’ οὐ πρὶν ἄν γε σὲ στέφανον ἴδω λα/3oyja^yeνσωμαί τέ τι.
ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
ὦ οἰνοχόος ἄδικος.
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Of all your company I’ll feast on you the last.
SILENUS
O Cyclops, best	550
Of hosts, a noble gift you give your guest!
(stealthily dunks.}
CYCLOPS
Ah ! what are you up to ?—drinking on the sly!
SILENUS
No, no : the wine kissed me, so fair am I.
CYCLOPS
I’ll teach you, if you make love to the wine Which loves you not!
SILENUS
It does : these charms of mine,
It says, have won its heart.
CYCLOPS
Here, fill the cup.
Pour in—up to the brim. Now, hand it up.
SILENUS
Is it the proper mixture ?—let me see.
(stoops his jace to howl.}
CYCLOPS
You’ll be the death of me ! Quick, hand it me Just as it is !
silenus (puts wreath on cyclops’ head, so as to cpver his eye.}
By Jove, no! J must first
Crown with this wreath your brow/and—quench my thirst, (<drinks.}	/
CYCLOPS
You thieving cupbearer!
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560
570
.μὴ
γ’ V ν; νΝ	2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
jJ'r >'Υτίνν'ν' οὐ μὰ ΔΓ, ἀλλ’ ώ οἶνος γλυκὑς. αττομνκτεον δέ σοι γ’, ὅπως Χήῆτει πιεῖν.
ΚΤΚΑΠΨ
ιδού, καθαρον το χεῖλος αἱ τρίχες τε μου. 5ΕΙΛΗΝ05
θε? νυν τὸν αηκων εὐρύθμως, κατ ἔκπιε, ώσπερ μ ὀρὰς ττίνοντα—χώσττερ οὐκ ἐμὲ. ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
α α, τί δράσεις;
2ΕΙΛΗΝ02 ἡδέως ημνστισα.
ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
λάβ' , ὦ ξὲν’, αὐτὸς οἰνοχόος τε μοι γενοῦ. ΟΔΤ55ΕΤ2
γιγνωσκεται γοῦν ἄμπελος τἡμῇ χέρι.
ΚΤΚΛΩΨ
φέρ’ ἔγχεὁν νυν.
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ5
ἐγχί&), σίγα μόνον.
ΚΤΚΛΩΨ
χαλεπόν τὁδ’ εἶπας, ὅστις ἄν πίῃ πολύν. ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
ἰδοὺ Χαβων ἔκπιθι καλ μηδέν λίπῃς. συνεκθανεῖν δὲ σττωντα χρὴ τῷ ττ ω ματ ι.
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SILENUS
Good heavens ! not so.	560
You should say, “ You delicious wine ! M.y.ou know.
Now let me wipe your nose^that you may sip Your wine genteelly. ^ '
CYCLOPS
^	Go along kmy Ιἡν
Ἀηἀ my moustache are clean enough for nje;
SILENUS
Now sink down on your elbow gracefully;
(Cyclops rolls on his hack.')
Then drain the cup, just as you see me do—
I mean, just as you don’t, {takes a big drink.)
cyci,ops {sitting up)
Hi! stop there, you 1 What are you up to ?
SILENUS
A bumper ! Joys untold
CYCLOPS
Here, stranger, be my cupbearer. Catch hold !
ODYSSEUS
The wine knows me: my hand brings out its savour.
CYCLOPS
Fill up.
ODYSSEUS
All right. Don’t talk—you’ll miss the flavour.
CYCLOPS
Can’t help but talk, with a pailful in one’s crop.
ODYSSEUS
Here, tip it off. Mind, don’t you leave one drop. 570 The rule is, don’t give in until the wine Gives out.
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ΚΤΚΑΠΨ
παπαῖ, σοφόν γε τὺ ξύλον τῆ? ἀμπέλου. ΟΔΤ55ΕΤ2
καν μέν^τπάση^ δαιτϊττρός πολλῇ πολυν, τέγξας άΜψον*^όυν^εις ύπνον βάλει. ἣν δ’ εκλίπης τι, ξηρανεῖ σ’ ὁ Βάκχιος.
580
ΚΤΚΛΛΨ
> \ > / ιου ιου,
ως εξένευσα μἀγις* Άκρατος ἡ χάρις· ο S* ουρανός μοι συμμεμιγμένος δοκεῖ τῇ γῇ φέρεσθαι, τοῦ Διὸς τε τον θρόνον λεύσσω, τὺ πᾶν τε δαιμόνων αγνόν σέβας, ονκ αν φιλήσαιμ—αι Χάριτες πειρωσί με— ὅλις Γανυμήδην τὁνδ’ ἔχων άναπαύσομαι κάλλιστα, νὴ τὰ? Χάριτας, ἥδομαι δὲ πως τοῖς παιδικοῖσι μάλλον ή τοῖς θήλεσιν. 2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
ἐγὼ γὰρ ὁ Διὸς εἰμι Γανυμήδης, Κνκλωψ;
ΚΤΚΑΠΨ
ναὶ μὰ Δι*, ὸν αρπάξω y ἐγὼ ’κ τοῦ Ααρδάνον. 5ΕΙΛΗΝ02
άπόλωλα, παῖδες* σχέτλια πείσομαι κακά. Χ0Ρ02
μέμφει τον εραστήν κάντρυφας πεπωκότα; 2ΕΙΛΗΝ02
οἴμοι· πικρότατον οίνον οψομαι τάχα.
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cyclops (drinks.)
Oh iny ! a clever tree that vine
Must be !
ODYSSEUS
And if you pour full bumpers down On top of a full meal, and fairly drown The thirst out of your paunch, ’twill veil your eye With sweet sleep. If the cup be not drained dry, Bacchus will parch your throat most damnablv.
cyclops (buries his face in howl.)
Oho ! oho ! I’ve dived deep into this,
And just come up again ! Unmingled bliss !
I see heaven floating down, blended in one With earth below ! I see Zeus on his throne,
And all the Gods, the holy heavenly faces !	580
No, I won’t kiss you !—that’s the naughty Graces Tempting me. Ganymede will do for me ! (seizes sil.)
I’ve got him here; and, by the Graces Three,
Γ11 have a lovely time with him : I care Never a straw for all the female fair.
SILENUS
What ? what ? Are you Zeus, and I Ganymede ?
cyclops (catching him up)
Yes!—up from Troy I snatch you—yes indeed!
SILENUS
Boys ! murder! help ! I’m in an awful plight!
CHORUS
What?—scorn your lover?—snub him’cause he’s tight?
SILENUS
This wine is bitter beer !—O cursed spite !
[cyclops staggers into cave, with silenus under his arm.]
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ΟΔΤ55ΕΤ2
ἄγε δή, Διονύσου παῖδες, εὐγενῆ τέκνα, evSov μὲν ἀνήρ* τῷ δ’ ύπνψ παρειμἐνος τάχ ἐξ αναιδούς φάρυ^ος ωθήσει κρέα, δαλὸς δ’ εσωθεν αύλίων ωθεί καπνόν. παρευτρέπισται δ’ οὐδὲν ἄλλο πλὴν πυρούν Κύκλωπος ὅῆην ἀλλ’ ὅπως ἀνὴρ ἔσει.
Χ0Ρ02
ττέτρας το λῆμα κάδάμαντος ἕξομεν. χώρει δ’ ἐς οϊκονς, πρίν τι τον πατέρα παθεΐν άπάλαμνον, ως σοι τάνθάδ’ ἐστὶν εύτρεπή.
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
Γ/Ηφαιστ’, ἄναξ Αἰτναῖε, γείτονος κακού λαμπρόν πυρώσας ομμ άπαλλάχθηθ' άπαξ, σύ τ ω μελαίνης Νυκτὸς ἐκπαίδευμ’, Γ/Τπνε, άκρατος ελθέ θηρι τω θεοστυγεῖ, καὶ μὴ ’πὶ καλλίστοισι Τρωικοΐς πόνοις αυτόν τε ναύτας τ’ άπολέσητ Όδυσσέα υπ’ 'ανδρός, ᾤ θεών οὐδὲν ἣ β ροτών μέλει. ή την τύχην μὲν δαίμον ήηείσθαι χρεών, τὰ δαιμονών δὲ τῆς τύχης ελασσόνα.
Χ0Ρ02
λήψεται τον τράχηλον εντόνως ό καρκίνος
τού ξένων δαιτυμόνος· πυρὶ γὰρ τάχα
φωσφόρους ὸλεῖ κόρας·
ἤδη ύαλος ήνθρακωμένος
κρύπτεται εις σποδιάν, δρυος άσπετον έρνος.
ἀλλ’ ἴτω Μάρων, πρασσέτω·
μαινομένου ’ξελέτω βλέφαρον
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ODYSSEUS
Come, Bacchus children, brave lads, up, be doing !	590
Our foe’s in there ! Right soon will he be spewing Gobbets of flesh from a shameless gullet deep,
Sprawling upon his back in drunken sleep.
The stake in there jets forth a fiery fume.
All’s ready for the last act, to consume The Cyclops’ eye with fire. Be men !
CHORUS
We pant
To show a soul of rock, of adamant!
In then, before our father come to grief.
We’re ready all to follow you, our chief.
ODYSSEUS
O Fire-god, king of Etna, burn away
The eye of thy vile neighbour, and for aye	600
Rid thee of him ! O child of black Night, Sleep,
On this god-hated brute in full power leap !
Bring not Odysseus and his crew to naught,
After those glorious toils in Ilium wrought,
Through one who gives to God nor man a thought!
Else must we think that Chance bears rule in heaven, That lordship over Gods to her is given.
\Eocit into cave.
CHORUS
As I cam’ through a cave’s gate,
A slaves’ gate, a knave’s gate,
A “Shipwrecked Sailors’ Grave’s” gate,	610
I heard a caldron sing—
“ O weel may the fire glow, the reek blow, the stake go !	[are in ! ”
O weel may his throat crow for the eye that flames And it’s O for my Lord’s shout ringing,
For the singing, the swinging
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Κύκλωπος, ως πίῃ κακώς.
κάγὼ τον ή>ιΧοκισσοφόρον Βρομών
ποθεινὺν εισιδεῖν θέλω,
Κύκλωπος λιπὼν ερημιάν, άρ ες τοσὁνδ’ άφίξομαι ;
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
σιηάτε πρὸ? θεων^^ήρες,^σνχάξετε, ^συνθβντες αρ^ρα στὑμᾳτος^οὐδὲ πνεῖν έω, ^ οὐ σ^ἁρδαμυσπειν ούδ^/χρεμπτεσθαί τινα, ως μὴ ’ξεγερθῇ τὺ κακόν, ἔστ’ ἂν ομματος οψις Κύκλωπος ἐξαμιλληθῇ πυρί.
XOPOS
σιγῶμεν ἐγκάψαντες αιθέρα γνάθοιςμὴ>
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2	^
ἄγε νυν ὅπως άψεσθε τον δαΧοϋ χεροϊν ἔσω μολὁντες* διάπυρος δ’ ἐστὶν καλώς. ΧΟΡ02 α'
οΰκουν σὺ τάξεις οΰστινας πρώτους χρεὼν καυτόν μοχλέ ν Χαβόντας εκκάειν το φως Κύκλωπος, ὼ? ἂν τῆς τύχης κοινώμεθα ; Χ0Ρ05 £'
ἡμεῖς μὲν ἐσμεν μακρὁτερον πρὸ τῶν θυρών ὲστωτες ώθεΐν ἐ? τον όφθαΧμόν το πυρ. Χ0Ρ02 γ'
ἡμεῖς δὲ χωΧοί y ἀρτίως γβγενήμεθα. Χ0Ρ02 ὅ7
ταύτον πεπόνθατ άρ εμοί· τοὺς γὰρ πόδας ὲστῶτες εσπάσθημεν ούκ o\S ἐξ ὅτου· ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
ὲστωτες έσπάσθητε ;
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Dance, for the ivy clinging!
And good-bye to the desolate shore !	620
So weel may the wine flow, and lay low our brute
foe,
To wake up in mad throe, in darkness evermore ! Re-enter odysseus from cave.
ODYSSEUS
Hush, you wild things, for Heaven’s sake !—still as death !	-
/£hut your lips tight togethei^-not a breath ! ἀγ ‘TDoh’t wiiik^don’t cough, for fear the beast should " wake
Ere we twist out his eye with that red stake.
chorus	v
JkVe are mum : we clench our teeth tight on the air.;
ODYSSEUS
Now then, in with you ! Grasp the brand in there With brave hands : glowing red-hot is the tip. chorus (edging away)
You, please, appoint who must be first to grip The burning stake, and scorch out Cyclops’ eye, That all may share the grand chance equally.
630
A SATYR
Oh, we—too far outside the door we are !— Can’t reach his eye—can’t poke the fire so far.
ANOTHER SATYR
And we—O dear, we’ve fallen lame just now !
ANOTHER SATYR
And so have we : we’ve sprained—I can’t tell how— Our ankles, standing here. Oh my poor foot!
ODYSSEUS
Sprained standing still ?
S8i
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XOPOS ε'
καὶ τά γ’ ὄμματα
μἑστ’ ἐστὶν ἡμῶν κὁνεος ἡ τέφρας ποθὲν. ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
ἄνδρες πονηροὶ κοὐδὲν οἵδε σύμμαχοι.
Χ0Ρ02
Λκρ ί \	λ	Λ	λ	f ^	J	Τ
ζ οτιὴ το νωτον τἡν ραχιν τ οικτειρομβν ^>καὶ τοὺς ὸδὁντας εκβαλεΐν ου βούλομαι τυπτόμενο^?αὕτη yiyverai πονηριά ; ἀλλ’ οἶδ’ επωΒην Ὀρφίως άηαθην πάνυ, ώς αυτόματον τον δαλὺν εἰς τὺ κρανίον στεἐχονθ’ ύφάπτειν τον μονώπα παῖδα γἧς.
ΟΔΤ25ΕΤ2
πάλαι μὲν ἤδη σ’ ὄντα τοιουτον φύσει, νυν δ’ οἶδ’ ἄμεινον. τοῖσι δ* οίκείοις φίλοις χρησθαί μ ανάγκη. χ€ΐρι δ* εἰ μηδὲν σθενεις, ἀλλ’ οὖν ἐπεγκέλευέ γ’, ώς ευψυχίαν φίλων κελευσμοίς τοῖσι σοῖς κτησώμεθα.
XOPOS
δράσω τάδ’. ἐν τῷ Καρὶ κινΒυνεύσομεν. κελευσμάτων δ’ εκατι τυφέσθω Κύκλωψ.
5 \	·> /
ιω ιω,
ηενναιότατ ωθείτε, σπεύδετε· εκκαίετε την όφρύν θ η ρος του ξενοδαίτα. τυφετ ω, καιετ ω τον Αίτνας μηλονόμον.
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ANOTHER SATYR
Oh dear Γ a lot of soot,	640
Or dust, into our eyes the wind has brought!
ODYSSEUS
The cowards ! At a pinch they’re good for naught!
CHORUS
Because I have compassion on my back,
And don’t want all my teeth by one big smack Knocked down my throat, d’ye call that cowardice ? Look here—I know a song of Orpheus’s,
A lovely incantation ! ’twill constrain The stake to plunge itself into his brain,
And bum the giant’s eye out—a grand song!
ODYSSEUS
Poor chicken-hearts ! I knew you all along.
Γ11 do what’s better, use my trusty crew—	650
Indeed I’ve no choice. There’s no fight in you :
Still, cheer us on with some good rousing chanty,
And screw to the sticking-point our courage, can’t ye ?	[Enters cave.
CHORUS
Instead of the tongs, sir, dear pussy’s paw, sir, will get my chestnuts out very well;
But, as far as a song, sir, can go, old Saucer-eye shall frizzle in flames of hell.
So yeo-heave-ho ! and in she’ll go !
Give way, my hearties! Put your backs to it! Stick to the work !—	[a shirk !
A brave tar’s part is to stick like wax to it—never Burn out his eye, sir, the gormandizer,
Who goes and fries, sir, the trustful stranger!
With a red-hot poker make him a smoker
Like Etna—the soaker, the sheepwalk-ranger!	660
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ΚΥΚΛΩΨ
τὁρνευ’, ἔλκε, μή σ* ἐξοδυνηθεὶς δράσῃ τι μάταιον.
ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
ωμοί, κατηνθ ρακώμεθ' οφθαλμού σέλας.
Χ0Ρ02
καλός y ό παιάν μέλπε μοι τὸνδ\ ὦ Κύκλωῆτ.
ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
ώμοι μάλ’, ως ύβρισμεθ’, ώς ὀλώλαμεν. ἀλλ’ οὔτι μὴ φύyητε τἣσδ’ ἔξω πέτρας χαίροντες, οὐδὲν ὄντες· ἐν πὑλαισι γὰρ σταθείς φάpayyoς τῆσδ’ έναρμόσω χέρας.
Χ0Ρ02
τί χρημ άυτεις, ω Κύκλωψ ;
ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
άπωλόμην.
Χ0Ρ02
αισχρός γε φαίνει.
ΚΤΚΛΛΨ
κἀπὶ τοῖσδἐ γ’ άθλιος.
XOPOS
μεθύων κατέπεσες εις μέσους τούς άνθρακας; ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
θύτις μ άπώλεσ.
Χ0Ρ02
οὐκ ἄρ’ ούΒείς σ’ ἡδίκει; ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
θύτις με τυφλοί βλέφαρου.
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odysseus and his men bring the burning stake, and plunge it into the cyclops’ eye.
In you go quick with it!—twirl it about!
You’ve done the trick with it!—now whip it out Ere he catch you a lick with it, a terrible clout; For he feels pretty sick with it—of that there’s no doubt.
cyclops (starting up)
Ah-h ! my eye’s turned to a red-hot coal! Oh my!
CHORUS
Well sung! Encore ! Encore, old Saucer-eye !
CYCLOPS
Oh ! blackguard villains ! Oh ! They’ve done for me ' Don’t think to escape, you paltry rascalry,
Out of this cave, and laugh at me ! I’ll stand Here, barring the only door with either hand.
CHORUS
Why bawl so, Goggle-eye ?
CYCLOPS
I’m kilt intirely!
CHORUS
You do look bad.
CYCLOPS
What’s more, I feel so—direly!
CHORUS
You fell face down in the fire when you were tight?
CYCLOPS
No !—Nobody’s killed me !
CHORUS
No ?—then you’re all right.
CYCLOPS
Nobody’s blinded me 1
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Χ0Ρ02
οὐκ αρ el τυφλός ;
ΚΤΚΑΠΨ
ως δὴ συ—
καί πως
XOPOS
σ’ οὔτις ἄν θείη τυφ\όν ;
ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
σκώπτεις, ὁ δ’ θύτις ποῦ ’στιν; *
680
XOPOS
οὑδαμοῦ, Κύκλωψ·.
ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
ὁ ξένος, Ίν όρθώς εκμάθρς, μ’ ἀπώλεσεν, ὁ μιαρός, ος μοι δοὺς τὺ πώμα κατἐκλυσε.
Χ0Ρ02
δεινός yap οίνος και παΧαίεσθαι βαρύς. ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
πρὸς θεῶν, πεφεύyaσy ή μόνουα εϊσω δόμων ; XOPOS
οὐτοι σιωπῇ τὴν πέτραν ἐπήλυγα Χαβοντες έστηκασι.
ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
ποτέρας της χερός ;
Χ0Ρ02
εν δεξιά σου.
ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
ποῦ ;
ἔχεις ;
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Χ0Ρ02
πρὸς αὐτῇ τῇ πέτρα.
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CHORUS
Then you can’t be blind.
CYCLOPS
I wish you were!
CHORUS
Please make it to my mind Quite clear, how nobody could poke your eye out.
CYCLOPS
You’re chaffing me ! Where’s Nobody?
CHORUS
Don’t cry out,
Because he’s nowhere, Blunderbore—don’t you see ?
CYCLOPS
I tell you again, that stranger’s murdered me,
The dirty spalpeen, who drenched me with drink !
CHORUS
Ah, wine’s the chap to trip your legs, I think.
CYCLOPS
For Heaven’s sake tell me—are they still inside ?
Or have they got away ?
CHORUS
They’re trying to hide
Under that rock-ledge : they stand silent there.
CYCLOPS
On which side of me ?
CHORUS
On your right.
CYCLOPS
Oh where ?
CHORUS
Close up against the rock. Ha !—got the lot ?
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ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
κακόν γε πρὸς κακῷ· τὺ κρανίον παίσας Kareaya.
XOPOS
καί σε Βιαφβύγονσί ye ;
ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
ου τῇο · επει τῇο ειπας ;
Χ0Ρ02
οὑ, ταύτῃ λέγω.
πῇ γάρ ;
ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
XOPOS
περιάγου, κεῖσε, πρὸς τ αριστερά.
ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
οἵμοι γελώμαι· κερτομεῖτἐ μ’ ἐν κακοῖς.
X0F02
ἀλλ’ οὐκέτ’, ἀλλὰ πρόσθεν θύτις ἐστί σου. ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
ὦ παγκάκιστε, ποῦ ποτ’ εἶ;
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
τηλοῦ σεθβν
φυλακαῖσι φρουρώ σώμ Ὀδυσσέως τόδε. ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
πῶς εἶπα? ; ονομα μεταβαΧων καινόν λἐγεις; ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
ὅπερ μ’ ὁ φυσάς ώνόμαξ Ὀδυσσέα. δώσειν δ’ ἔμελλες άνοσίου δαιτὺς δίκας·
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cyclops makes a wild plunge, and dashes his head against the rock. Some of the crew slip out.
CYCLOPS
Oh misery on misery ! I’ve caught My head a bang that’s split it!
CHORUS
What?—slipped clear Between your fingers ?
cyclops (groping with his hands)
I can’t find them here!
You said they were here ?
CHORUS
No, this side, I told you.
CYCLOPS
Where ? where ?
CHORUS
Whisk round !—to your left1 Aha ! they’ve sold you!
[The last of the crew slip by.
CYCLOPS
You’re laughing at me !—jeering at my woes r
CHORUS
No, no ! Look ! Nobody’s right before your nose!
cyclops (making plunge at nothing)
Villain ! where are you ?
ODYSSEUS
Out of reach, I assure ye,
I ward Odysseus’ body from your fury.	690
CYCLOPS
What ?—a new name ?—that doesn’t sound the same !
ODYSSEUS
My father called me Odysseus: that’s my name.
And so you thought that you’ld get off scot-free
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κακώς yap αν Τροία ν γε διεπυρώσαμεν, εἰ μή σ’ εταίρων φόνον ἐτιμωρησάμην. ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
αἰαι· παλαιὸς χρησμός εκττεραίνεται. τυφλήν γὰρ ὅῆπν ἐκ σεθεν σχήσειν μ εφη Τροία? ἀφορμηθἐντος. ἀλλὰ καὶ σὲ τοι δίκας νώεξειν ἀντὶ τῶνδ’ έθεσττισε, πολὺν θαλάσση χρόνον εναιωρούμενον.
ΟΔΤ22ΕΤ2
κλαίειν σ ἄνωγα· καὶ δέδραχ’ ὅπερ λἐγεις. ἐγὼ δ’ ἐπ’ άκτάς ει μι και νεὼς σκάφος ήσω ’πὶ πόντον Σικελὸν ἔς τ’ ἐμὴν ττάτραν. ΚΤΚΛΠΨ
οὐ δῆτ’, ἐπεί σε τῆσδ’ άττορρηξας πέτρας αυτοίσι συννανταισι συντρίβω βαλών. ἄνω δ’ ἐπ’ οχθον ει μι, καίττερ ών τυφλός, δι* άμφιτρητος τῆσδε ττροσβαίνων ποδί.
Χ0Ρ02
ἡμεῖς δὲ σννναΰταί γε τοῦδ’ Ὀδυσσἐως δντες τὺ λοιττόν Βακχία) δουλενσομεν.
Digitized by (^ooQle
CYCLOPS
For your unhallowed feast! A shame ’twould be If, after burning Troy, I took on you No vengeance for the murder of my crew !
CYCLOPS
Woe’s me ! the ancient prophecy comes true Which said that you would blind me on your way Homeward from Troy. Ha ! this too did it say. That you’Id be punished for this wrong to me, Tossed through long years about the homeless sea.
ODYSSEUS
I laugh to scorn your bodings. I have done All that your prophet said. Now will I run My good ship’s keel adown the sloping strand; Then, ho for Sicily’s sea and fatherland !
CYCLOPS
Not you ! I’ll tear this rock up, hurl, and smash You and your men all to a bloody inash !
I’ll climb a crag, and do it. Though I’m blind,
My way out through this rifted rock I’ll find.
CHORUS
We will sail with Odysseus from this shore,
And serve Lord Bacchus henceforth evermore.
Exeunt omnes, leaving cyclops groping and stumbling amongst the rocks.
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